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To the Right Honourable 


PHIL TP, 
Farl of Leiceſter, &c. 


J AR be it from me, (my moſt noble 
Lord) to think, that any thing which 
my Meanneſs can produce, ſhou'd 
be worthy to be offer'd to your Pa- 
tronage; or that ought which I can 
ſay of you fhou'd recommend you 
farther, to the Eſteem of good Men in this preſent 
Age, or to the Veneration which will certainly be 
paid you by Poſterity. On the ether fide, I muſt 
acknow it a great Preſumption in me, to make 
ou this Addreſs ; and ſo much the greater, becauſe 
y the common Suffrage even of contrary Parties, 
8 have been always regarded as one of the firſt 
erſons of the Age, and yet no one Writer has dar'd 
to tell you ſo: whether we have been all conſcious, 
to our ſelves that it was a needleſs Labour to give 
this Notice to Mankind, as all Men are aſham'd to 
Var, VI. A 4 tell 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
tell ſtale News; or that we were juſtly diffident of 
our own Ferformances, as even Cicero is obſerv'd to 
be in awe when he writes to Atticus; where know- 
ing himſelf overmatch'd in good Senſe, and Truth of 
Knowledge, he drops the gaudy Train of Words, and 
is no longer the vain-glorious Orator. From whate- 
ver Reaſon it may be, I am the firſt bold Offender 
of this kind : I have broken down the Fence, and 
ventur'd into the holy Grove: how I may be pu- 
niſh'd for my profane Attempt, I know not; but I 
wiſh it may not be of ill Omen to your Lordſhip ; 
ar that a Croud of bad Writers do not ruſh into the 
Quiet of your Receſles after me. Every Man in all 
Changes of Government, which have been, or ma 
poſſibly arrive, will agree, that I cou'd not have ol. 
ter'd my Incenſe, where it cou'd be ſo well deſerv'd. 
For you, my Lord, are ſecure in your own Merit 
and all Parties, as they riſe uppermoſt, are ſure to 
court you in their turns; *tis a Tribute which has 
ever been paid your Virtue : "The leading Men till 
bring their Bullion to your Mint, to receive the 
Stamp of their intrinſick Value, that they may ai- 
terwards hope to paſs with human kind. They riſe 
and fall in the Variety of Revolutions; and are ſome- 
times great, and therefore wiſe in Mens Opinions, 
who muſt court them for their Intereſt : But the Re- 

utation of their Parts moſt commonly follows their 
Does few of em are wiſe, but as they are in 
Power: Becauſe indeed, they have no Sphere of their 
own, but like the Moon in the Copernican Syſtem of 
the World, are whirl'd about by the Motion of a 
greater Planet. This it is to be ever buſy ; neither to 
ive reſt to their Fellow-Creatures, nor, which is more 
wretchedly ridiculous, to themſelves: 'Tho' truly, 
the latter is a kind of Juſtice, and giving Mankind A 
due Revenge, that they will not permit their own 
Hearts 
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Hearts to be at quiet, who diſturb the Repoſe of all 
beſide them. Ambitious Meteors! how willing they 
are to ſet themſelves upon the Wing ; taking every 
Occafion of drawing upward to the Sun : Not con- 
ſidering that they have no more Time allow*d them 
for their Mounting, than the ſhort Revolution of a 
Day; and that when the Light goes from them, 
they are of neceſſity to fall. How much happier 
is he, (and who he is I need not ſay, for there is 
but one Phoenix in an Age) who centring on him- 
ſelf remains immoveable, and ſmiles at the Madneſs 
of the Dance about him? He poſſeſſes the midit, 
which is the Portion of Safety and Content: He 
will not be higher, becauſe he needs it not ; but by 
the Prudence of that Choice, he puts it out of For- 
tune's Power to throw him down. Tis confeſt, 
that if he had not ſo been born, he might have been 
too high for Happineſs ; but not endeavouring to 
aſcend, he ſecures the native Height of his Station 
from Envy : and cannot deſcend from what he is, 
becauſe he depends not on another. What a glo- 
rious Character was this once in Rome! I ſhou'd 
ſay in Athens, when in the Diſturbances of a State 
as mad as ours, the wiſe Pomponius tranſported all 
the remaining Wiſdom and Virtue of his Country, 
into the Sanctuary of Peace and Learning. But I 
would ask the World, (for you, my Lord are too 
nearly concern'd to judge this Cauſe) whether there 
may not yet be found a Character of a noble En- 
gliſb Man, 2 ſhining with that illuſtrious Ro- 
man, Whether I need to name a ſecond Atti- 
cus; or whether the World has not already pre- 
vented me, and fix'd it there without my Naming, 
Not a ſecond with a longo ſed proximus . 
not a young Marcellus, flatter'd by a Poet into the 
Reſemblance of the firſt, with a frons læta parum, 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
& dejefto lumina wultn, and the reſt that follows, ſi 
ua fata aſpera rumpas, Tu Marcellus eris : But a 
Þerion of the ſame Stamp and In 3 who 
owes nothing to the former, beſides the Word No- 
man, and the Superſtition. of Reverence, _— 
on him by the Precedency of eighteen hund 
Years: One who walks by him with equal Paces, 
and ſhares the Eyes of Beholders with him: One 
who had been firſt, had he firſt liv'd; and in ſpite 
of doating Veneration is ſtill his Equal. Both of 
them born of noble Families, in unhappy Ages of 
Change and Tumult: both of them retiring from 
Affairs of State: Yet not leaving the Common- 
wealth, till it had left it felt : but never returning 
to publick Buſineſs, when they had once quitted it; 
to courted by the Heads of either Party. But 
who wou'd truſt the Quiet of their Lives, with the 
Extravagancies of their Countrymen, when they 
were juſt in the Giddineſs of their Turning; when 
the Ground was tottering under them at every 
Moment ; and none cou'd gueſs whether the next 
Heave of the Earthquake wou'd ſettle them on the 
Firſt Foundation, or ſwallow it? Both of em knew 
Mankind exactly well; for both of em began that 
Study in themſelves ; and there they found the beſt 
part of human Compoſition, the worſt they learn'd 
by long Experience of the Folly, Ignorance, and Im- 
morality of moſt beſide them; their Philoſophy on 
both ſides, was not wholly ſpeculative, for that is bar- 
ren, and produces nothing but vain Ideas of thi 
which cannot poſſibly be oi or if they cou'd, 
yet wou'd only terminate in the — 
but it was a noble, vigorous, and practical Philoſo- 
phy, which exerted it ſelf in all the Offices of Pi- 
ty, to thoſe who weee unfortunate, and deſerv'd 
not ſo to be. The Friend was always __ = 
er 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
fider'd v7 them than the Cauſe : And an Ofavus, 
or an Antony in diſtreſs, were reliev'd by them, 
as well as a Brutus or a Caſſius. For the lower- 
moſt Party, to a noble Mind, is ever the fitteft 
Object of Good-will. The eldeſt of them, I will 
ſuppoſe for his Honour, to have been of the Aca- 
demick Sect, neither Dogmatiſt nor Stoick ; if he 
were not, I am ſure he ought in common Juſtice, 
to yield the Precedency to his younger Brother. 
For Stiffneſs of Opinion 1s the effect of Pride, and 
not of Philoſophy : Tis a miſerable Preſumption 
of that Knowledge which human Nature is too 
narrow to contain. And the Ru ſs of a Stoick 
is only a filly Affectation of being a God: To 
wind himſelf up by Pullies, to an EC of 
Suffering; and at the ſame time to give the Lye 
to his own Experience, by ſaying he ſuffers not, 
what he knows he 4 True Philoſophy is 
certainly of a more pliant Nature, and more ac- 
commodated to human Uſe ; Homo ſum, humani 
a me nihil alienum puto. A wiſe Man will never 
attempt an cg d and ſuch it is to ftrain 
himſelf beyond the Nature of his Being: either 
to become a Deity, by being above Suffering, or to 
debaſe himſelf into a Stock or Stone, by pretend- 
ing not to feel it. To find in our ſelves the Weak- 
neſſes and Imperfections of our wretched Kind, is 
ſurely the moſt reaſonable Step we can make to- 
with the Compaſſion of our Fellow-Creatures. I 
cou'd give Examples of this kind in the ſecond 
Atticus. In every Turn of State, without med- 
dling on either ſide, he has always been favoura- 
ble and aſſiſting to oppreſt Merit. The Praiſes 
which were given by a great Poet to the late Queen 
Mother on her rebuilding Somerſet Palace, one 
Part of which was fronting to the mean Houſes on 
the other fide of the Water, are as juſtly his: 


Fon 
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Fer, the Diſtreſt. and the Affifted lie 
Moſt in his Thoughts, and always in his Eye. 


ices has he fo far * a poor Inhabitant of 
is Suburbs, whoſe beſt Proſpect is on the Gar- 
den of Leiceſter Houſe ; but that more than once 
he has been offering bim his Pattonage, to re- 
concile him to a World, of which his Misfor- 
tunes have made him weary. There is another 
Sidney ſtill remaining, tho* there can never be a- 
nother Spenſer to 3 the Favour. But one 
Sidney gave his Patronage to the Applications of 
a Poet; the other offer d it unasked. Thus, 
whether as a ſecond Atticus, or a ſecond Sir 
Philip Sidney, the latter in all reſpects will not 
have the worſe of the Compariſon ; and if he 
will take up with the ſecond Place, the World 
will not ſo far flatter his Modeſty, as to feat him 
therc, unleſs it be out of a Deferer.ce of Manners, 
that ne may place himſelf where he pleaſes at his 
own Table. 

I may therefore ſafely conclude, that he, who 
by the Conſent of all Men, bears ſo eminent a 
Character, will out of his inborn Noblere% for-. 
give the Preſumption of this Addreſs, *T'is an un- 
finiſhed Picture, I confeſs, but the Lines and Fea- 
tures are ſo like, that it cannot be miſtaken for 

? any other; and without writing any Name under 
it, every Beholdcr muſt cry out, at the firſt ſight, 
this was dJeſign'd for Atticus; but the bad Artiſt 
has caſt too much of him into Shades, But I 
have this Excuſe, that even the greateſt Maſers 
commonly fall ſhort of the beit Faces. They may 
flat er an indifferent Beauty; but the Excellencies 
of Natuie can have no Right done to them: Fer 

there 
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For there both the Pencil and the Pen are overcoat 
by the Dignity of the Subject: as our admirable' 
Waller has expreſs'd it, | 4 


The Heroe's Race tranſcends the Poet's Thought. 


There are few in any Age who can bear the 
Load of a Dedication ; for where Praiſe is undeſerv'd, 
*tis Satire: Tho? Satire on Folly is now no longer 
a Scandal to any one Perſon, where a whole Age is 
dipt together; yet I had rather undertake a Matti. 
tude one way, than a ſingle Atticus the other; for 
tis eaſier to deſcend, than *tis to climb. I ſhou'd 
have gone aſham'd out of the World, if I had not 
at leaf attempted this Addreſs, which I have lon 
thought owing: And if I had never attempted, 
might have been vain enough to think I might have 
ſucceeded in it. Now I have made the Experiment, 
and have faiFd, thro' my Unworthinets, I may reſt 
ſatisfy'd, that either the Adventure is not to be at- 
chiev'd, or that it is reſerv'd for ſome other Hand. 

Be pleas'd therefore, ſince the Family of the At- 
tici is and ought to be above the common Forms 
of concluding Letters, that I may take my leave in 
the Words of Cicero to the firſt of them: Me, O 
Pomponi, valdè penitet vivere; tantum te oro, 
ut quoniam me ipſe ſemper amaſti, ut ecdem amore 
„i; ego nimirum idem ſum. Inimici mei mea mihi, 
non me ipſuni ademerunt. Cura, Attice, ut valeas. 


Dabam Cal. 
Jan, 1690. . 


THE 
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Hetzer it happen'd thro' a long Diſuſe of 
Writing, that I forgot the uſual Compaſs 
of a Play : or that by crouding it with 
Characters and Incidents, I put a Neceſ- 
ſiity upon my ſelf of lenghtning the main 
we Action, I know not: but the firſt Day's 
Audience ſufficiently convinc'd me of my Error ; and 
that the Poem was inſupportably too long. Tis an ill 
Ambition of us Poets, to pleaſe an Audience with more 
than they can hear: And, ſuppoſing that we wrote as 
well as vainly we imagine ourſelves to write, yet we 
ought to conſider, that no Man can bear to be long 
tickled. There is a Nauſeouſneſs in a City-Feaſt, when 
we are to fit four Hours after we are cloy'd. I am 
therefore in the firſt place to acknowledge, with all man- 
ner of Gratitude, heir Civility, who were pleas'd to 
endure it with ſo much Patience, to be weary with ſo 
much Good-nature and Silence, and not to explode an 
Entertainment, which was deſign'd to pleaſe them; 
or diſcourage an Author, whole Misfortunes have once 
more brought him, againſt his Will, upon the Stage. 
While I continue in theſe bad Circumſtances, (and 
truly I ſee very little Probability of coming out) I muſt 
be oblig'd to write; and if I may ſtill hope for * 
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kind Uſage, I ſhall the leſs repent of that hard Neceſſi- 
I write not this out of any Expectation to be pitied ; 
5 I have Enemies _— to with me yet in a worſe 
Condition: but give me leave to ſay, that if I can pleaſe 
by Writing, as I ſhall endeavour it, the Town may be 
ſomewhat obliged to my Misfortunes, for a part of their 
Diverſien. Having been longer acquainted with the 
Stage, than any Poet now living, and having obſerved 
how difficult it was to pleaſe ; that the Humours of Co- 
medy were almoſt ſpent, that Love and Honour (the 
miſtaken Topicks of Tragedy) were quite worn out, 
that the Theatres could not ſupport their Charges, that 
the Audience forſook them, that young Men without 
Learning ſet up for Judges, and that they talk'd loudeſt, 
who underſtood the leaſt : all theſe Diſcouragements had 
not only wean'd me from the Stage, but had alſo given 
me a Loathing of it. But enough of this: the Dithcul- 
ties continue; they encreaſe, and I am ſtill condemn'd 
to dig in thoſe exhauſted Mines. Whatever Fault I 
next commit, reſt affur d it ſhall not be that of too much 
Length: Above twelve hundred Lines have been cut off 
from this Tragedy, fince it was firſt deliver'd to the 
Actors. They were indeed fo judiciouſly lopp'd by Mr. 
Betterton, to whoſe Care and excellent Action I am e- 
qually oblig*d, that the Connexion of the Story was not 
loft ; but on the other fide, it was impoſſible to prevent 
ſome part of the Action from being precipitated and 
coming on without that due Preparation, which is re- 
quired to all great Events: as in particular, that of raiſ- 
ing the Mobile, in the beginning of the fourth Act; which 
a Man of Benducar's cool Character cou'd not natural- 
ly attempt, without taking all thoſe Precautions, which 
he foreſav / wou'd be 3 to render his Deſign ſuc- 
ceſsful. On this Conſideration I have replac'd thoſe Lines 
thro' the whole Poem; and thereby reſtor'd it to that 
Clearneſs of Conception, and (if I may dare to ſay) that 
Luftre and Maſculine Vigour, in which it was firſt writ- 
ten. *Tis obvious to every underſtanding Reader, that 
the moſt Poetical Parts, which are Deſcription, Images, 
Similitudes, and Moral Sentences, are thoſe which of 
neceſſity 
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neceſſity were to be pared away, when the Body was | 
ſwollen into too large a Bulk for the. Repreſentation of 
the Stage. But there is a vaſt Difference betwixt a pub- 
lick Entertainment on the Theatre, and a private Read- 
ing in the Cloſet : In the firſt we are conhn'd to Time, 
and tho' we talk not by the Hour-glaſs, yet the Watch 
often drawn out of the Pocket warns the Actors that 
their Audience is weary : in the laſt every Reader is 
Judge of his own Convenience; he can take up the 
Book and lay it down at his pleaſure ; and find out thoſe 
Beauties of Propriety in Thought and Writing, which 
eſcap'd him in the Tumult and Hurry of Repreſenting. ' 
ij I dare boldly promiſe for this Play, that in the 
Roughneſs of the Numbers and Cadences, (which I af- | 
ſure was not caſual, but ſo defign'd) you will ſee ſome- | 


An 


what more maſterly ariſing to your View, than in moſt, 


if not any of my former Tragedies. 'There 1s a more | 


noble Daring in the Figures, and more ſuitable to the 
Loftineſs of the Subject; and beſides this, ſome Newneſ- 
ſes of Engliſb, tranſlated from the Beauties of Modern 
Tongues, as well as from the Elegancies of the Latin; 
and here and there ſome old Words are ſprinkled, which 
for their Significance and Sound deſerv'd not to be anti- 
quated ; ſuch as we often find in Salluſt amongſt the Ro- 
man Authors, and in Milton's Paradiſe amongſt ours; 
tho” perhaps the latter, inſtead of ſprinkling, has dealt 
them with too free a hand, even ſometimes to the ob- 
ſcuring of his Senſe. 

As for the Story or Plot of the Tragedy, *tis purely 
Fiction; for I take it up where the Hiſtory has laid it 
down. We are aſſur'd by all Writers of thoſe Times, 
that Sebaſtian a young Prince of great Courage and Ex- 
pectation, undertook that War partly upon a Religious 
Account, partly at the Sollicitation of Muley- Mahomet, 
who had been ten out of his Dominions by Abde/me- 
lech, or as others call him, Muley-Moluch his nigh Kinſ- 
man, who deſcended from the fame Family of the Xerif7, 
whoſe Fathers Hamet and Mahomet had conquer'd that 
Empire with joint Forces, and ſhar'd it betwixt them 
after their Victory: That the Body of Don Sebaſtian was 

never 
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never found in the Field of Battle; which gave oecahon 
for many to believe, that he was not ſlain; that ſome 
Years after, when the Spaniards with a pretended Title, 


by force of Arms had uſurp'd the Crown of Portugal from 


the Houſe of Braganza, a certain Perſon who call'd him- 
ſelf Don Sebaſtian, and had all the Marks of his Body and 
Features of his Face, appear'd at Venice, where he was 
own'd by ſome of his Country-men ; but being ſeiz'd by 
the Spaniards, was firſt impriſon'd, then ſent to the Gal- 
lies, and at laſt put to Death in private. Tis moſt cer- 
tain, that the Portugue/e expected his Return for almoſt 
an Age together after that Battle; which is at leaſt a 
Proof of their extream Love to his Memery; and the 


| Une which they had from their new Conquerors, might 


ſibly make them ſo extravagant in their Hopes and 
Wiſhes for thcir old Maſter. 

This Ground-work the Hiftory afforded me, and I de- 
fire no better to build a Play upon it : For where the 
Event of a great Action is left doubtful, there the Poet is 
left Maſter : He may raiſe what he pleaſes on that Fouu- 
dation, provided he makes it of a piece, and according 
to the Rule of Probability. From fence I was only ob- 
lig'd that Sebaſtian ſhould return to Portugal no more; 
but at the ſame time I had him at my own diſpoſal, whc- 
ther to beſtow him in A#:c4, or in any other corner of 
the World, or to have clos'd the Tragedy with his 
Death: and the laſt of theſe was certainly the moſt eaſy, 
but for the ſame Reaſon, the leaſt artful ; becauſe, as I 
have ſomewhere faid, the Poiſon and the Dagger are ſtill 
at hand to butcher a Heroe, when a Poet wants the Brains 
to ſave him. It being therefore only neceſſary, accord- 
ing to the Laws of the Drama, that Sebaſtian ſhould no 
more be ſeen upon the Throne, I leave it for the 
World to judge, whether or no I have diſpos'd of him 
according to Art, or have bungled up the Concluſic n of 
his Adventure. In the Drawing of his Character I forgot 
not Piety, which any one may obſerve to be one prin- 
cipal Ingredient of it; even ſo far as to be a Habit in 
him; tho' I ſhew him once to be tranſported from 
it by the Violence of a ſudden Paſſion, to 3 | 
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1 
Self. Murder. This being pre. ſuppos'd, that he was re- 
ligious, the Horror of his Inceſt, tho' innocently com- 
mitted, was the beſt Reaſon which the Stage eou'd give 
for hindring his Return. *Tis true, I have no Right to 
blaſt his Memory with ſuch a Crime: But declaring it 

to be Fiction, I defire my Audience to think it no longer 
true, than while they are ſeeing it repreſented : For that 
once ended, he may be a Saint for ought I know; and 
we have Reaſon to preſume he is. On this Suppoſition, 
it was unreaſonable to have kill'd him: For the Learned 
Mr. Rymer has well obſerv'd, that in all Puniſhments we 


are to regulate our ſelves by Poetical Juſtice ; and accord- 
ing to thoſe Meaſures an involuntary Sin deſerves not 


Death: from whence it follows, that to divorce himſelf ' 


from the beloved Object, to retire into a Deſart, and de- 
prive himſelf of a Throne, was the utmoſt Puniſhment 
which a Poet cou'd inflict, as it was alſo the utmoſt Re- 
paration which Sebaſtian cou'd make. For what relates 
to Almeyda, her Part is wholly fiftitious : I know it is 
the Sirname of a noble -Family in Portugal, which was 
very inftrumental in the Reſtoration of Don Fohn de Bra- 
ganza, Father to the moſt Illuſtrious and moſt pious Prin- 
ceſs our Queen Doauager. The French Author of a Novel 
call'd Don Sebaſtian, * given that Name to an MHrican 
Lady of his own Invention, and makes her Siſter to Muley- 
Mahomet. But I have wholly chang'd the Accidents,and 
borrow'd nothing but the Suppoſition, that ſhe was be- 
lov'd by the King of Portugal. Tho' if I had taken the 
whole Story, and wrought it up into a Play, I might 
have done it exactly according to the Practice of almoſt 
all the Ancients ; who were never accus'd of being Pla- 
88 for building their Tragedies on known Fables. 

hus Auguſtus Cæſar wrote an Ajax, which was not the 
leſs his own, becauſe Euripides had written a Play before 
him on that Subject. Thus of late Years Corneille writ 
an OE dipus after Sophocles ; and I have deſign'd one after 
him, which I wrote with Mr. Lee: yet neither the French 
Poet ſtole from the Greet, nor we from the French-man. 
*Tisthe Contrivance, the new Turn, and new Characters, 
which alter the Property, and make it ours. The Ma- 
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= 7z-rin Poetica is as common to all Writers, as the Materia 


Medica to all Phyſicians. Thus in our Chronicles, Daniel s 
XZ Hittory is ſtill his own, tho' Matthew Paris, Stow, and 
Helling ſhed wric before him; otherwiſe we muſt have 


it been content with their dull Relations, if a better Pen 


had not been allew'd to come after them, and writ his 
own Account after a new and better Manner. 

I muſt further declare freely, that I have not exactly 
= kept to the three mechanick Rules of Unity: I knew 
them, and had them in my Eye, but follow'd them only 
at a Diſtance : for the Genius of the Exgliſb cannot bear 
too regular a Play; we are given te Variety, even to a 
Debauchery of Pleaſure. My Scenes are therefore ſome- 
times broken, becauſe my Under-plot requir'd them ſo 
to be; tho' the general Scene remains of the ſame 
Caftle; and I have taken the Time of two Days, be- 
cauſe the Variety of Accidents, which are here repre- 
ſented, cou'd not naturally be ſuppoſed to arrive in one: 
But to gain a greater Beauty, tis lawful for a Poet to 
ſuperſede a leſs. 

I muſt likewiſe own, that I have ſomewhat deviated 
from the known Hiſtory, in the Death of Muley-Mzluch, 
who, by all Relations, died of a Fever in the Battel, be- 
fore his Army had wholly won the Field: but if I 
have allow'd him another Day of Life, it was becauſe I 
ſtood in need of ſo ſhining a Character of Brutality, as 
I have given him ; which is indeed the ſame with that 
of the preſent Emperor Muley-Jhmael, as ſome of our 
Englih Officers, who have been in his Court, have cre- 
dibly inform'd me. 

I have been liſtning what Objections had been made 
againſt the Conduct of the Play, but found them all fo 
trivial, that if I ſhou'd name them, a true Critick wou'd 
1magine that I play'd Booty, and only rais'd up Fantoms 
for my ſelf to conquer. Some are pleas'd to ſay the Wri- 
ting is dull; but ætatem habet, de ſe loguatur. Others, 
that the double Poiſon is unnatural ; let the comman re- 
ceivd Opinion, and Auſonius his famous Epigram anſwer 
that. Laſtly, a more ignorant Sort of Creatures than 
either of the former, maintain that the Character of Dorax 
A not only unnatural, but inconſiſten * 
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them read the Play and think again ; and if yet they are 


not ſatisfied, caſt their Eyes on that Chapter of the 
wiſe Montaigne, which is entituled, de ! Incon/tance des | 
AXions humaines. A longer Reply is what thoſe Cavil- | 


lers deſerve not; but I will give them and their Fellows 
to underſtand, that the Earl of Dorſet was pleas'd to read 
the Tragedy twice over before it was Acted; and did 


me the Favour to ſend me Word, that I had written be- 


yond any of my former Plays; and that he was diſplea- 
ſed any Thing ſhou'd be cut away. If I have not Rea- 
ſon to prefer his ſingle Judgment to a whole Faction, let 
the World be judge; for the Oppoſition is the ſame 
with that of Lacan s Heroe againſt an Army; concurrere 
bellum, atque virum. I think I may modeſtly conclude, 
that whatever Errors there may be, either in the Deſign, 
or Writing of this Play, they are not thoſe which have 


been objected to it. I think alſo, that I am not yet ar- 


riv'd to the Age of Doting ; and that I have given ſo 
much Application to this Poem, that I cou'd not proba- 
bly let it run into many groſs Abſurdities : which may 
caution my Enemies from too raſh a Cenſure; and may 
alſo encourage my Friends, who are many more than I 
cou'd reaſonably have expected, to believe their Kind- 
neſs has not been very undeſervedly beſtow'd on me. 
This is not a Play that was huddl'd up in haſte: and 
to ſhew it was not, I will own, that beſides the gene- 


ral Moral of it, which is given in the four laſt Lines, 


there is alio another Moral, couch'd under every one 
of the principal Parts and Characters; which a judici- 
. ous Critick will obſerve, tho' I point not to it in this 
Preface. And there may be allo ſome ſecret Beauties 


in the Decorum of Parts, and Uniformity of Deſign, 


which my puny Judges will not cafily find out; let thein 
conſider in the laſt Scene of the Fourth Act, whether I 
have not preſerv'd tbe Rule of Decency, in giving all 
the Advantage to the Royal Character, and in making 
Dorax firſt ſubmit : Perhaps too they may have thought, 
that it was thro' Indigence of Characters, I have given 
the ſame to Sebaſtian and Almepda; and conſequently 
made them alike in all Things but their Sex. But let them 
look a little deeper into the Matter, and they will find * 
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is Identity of Character in the Greatneſs of their Souls, 
as intended for a Preparation of the final Diſcovery, 


and that the Likeneſs of their Nature, was a fair Hint to 
the Proximity of their Blood. | 


To avoid the Imputation of too much Vanity (for all 
Writers, and eſpecially Poets will have ſome) I will 
give but one other Inſtance, in relation to the Uniformi- 


ty of the Deſign. I have obſerv'd, that the Eng//will 
not bear a thorow Tragedy; but are pleas'd, that it 


ſhou'd be lightned with Under-Parts of Mirth. It had 
been eaſy for me to have given my Audience a better 
Courſe of Comedy, I mean a more diverting, than that 
of Antonio and Morayma. But I dare appeal even to my 
Enemies, if I or any Man cou'd have invented one which 


had been more of a Piece,. and more depending on the. 
ſerious Part of the Deſign. For what cou'd be more u- 
niform, than to draw from out of the Members of a 


Captive Court, the Subject of a comical Entertainment? 
To prepare this Epiſode, you ſee Dorax giving the Cha- 
racer of Antonio, in the Beginning of the Play, upon his 
firſt Sight of him at the Lottery ; and to make the De- 
pendance, Antonio is engag'd in the Fourth AR, for the 
Deliverance of A/meyda; which is alſo prepar'd, by his 
being firſt made a Slave to the Captain of the Rabble. 
I ſhou'd beg Pardon tor theſe Inſtances ; but perhaps 
they may be of Uſe to future Poets, in the Conduct of 
their Plays: At leaſt if I appear too poſitive, I am grow- 
ing old, and thereby in poſſeſſion of ſome Experience, 
which Men in Years will always afſume for a Right of 
Talking. Certainly if a Man can ever have Reaſon to 
ſet a Value on himſelf, *tis when his ungenerous Ene- 
mies are taking the Advantage of the Times upon him, 
to rain him in his Reputation. And therefore for once, 
I will make bold to take the Counſel of my old Ma- 
ſter, Virgil, | 


Tu ne cede malis, ſed contra audentior its. 
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Sent to the Author by an unknown Hand, 
and propos d to be Spoken by Mrs. Mount-| 


ford, dreſt like an Officer. 


Be” Beauties who in awful Circle fit, 
d you grave Synod of the dreadful Pit, 
And you the Upper- Tire off Popgun-Wit, 
Pray eaſe me of my Wonder, if you may : 
1s all * C K ae, to ſee the Play, 
Or is't the Poet's Execution Day? 
His Breath is in your Hands I will preſume, 
But I adviſe you ts defer his Doom, | 
Till you has got a better in his Room ; 
Aud don't malicioufly cambine together, 
As if in Spight and Spleen you were come hithey ; 
For he bas kept the Pen, tho laß the Feather. 
Aud on my Honour, Ladies, I avow, 
This Play was writ in Charity to you : 
For fuch a Dearth of Wit aubo ever knew ? 
Sure tis a Judgment on this Sinful Nation, 
For the Abuſe of ſo great 3 p 
And therefore I refokue to change Vacation. 
For want of Petty-Coat Pre pat on Buff, 
To try what. may be got by lying rough : 
How think you, Sirs, is it not well enough? 
Of Bully-Criticks Ia Troop wou'd lead; 
But one replied, Thank you, there's no ſuch Need, 
Lat Groom-Porter's, Sir, can ſafer bleed. 
Another, who the Name of Danger haths, 
Voab' d he wwou' d go, and ſwore me forty Oaths, 
But that his Horſes were in Body-Clathes. 
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PROLOGUE. | 


4 Third cry'd, Dam my Blood, Id be content | 
Wou'd but recal Claret from Baniſhment. | 
{ Fourth (and I have done) made this Excuſe, 
74 draw my Sword in Ireland, Sir, to chuſe; 
Had not their Women gouty Legs, and vere no Shoes. - 


Well, I may march, thought I, and fight, and trudge, 
But of theſe Blades the Devil a Man will budge ; 
ey there would fight, een juft as here they judge. 
Here they will pay for Leave to find a Fault, 
Hut when their Honour calls, they can't be bought ; 
onour in Danger, Blood and Wounds is fought. 


Loft Virtue whither fled, or where's thy Davelling 
Who can reveal ? at leaſ tis paſt telling. 
nleſs thou art embarkt for Inniskilling. 


On Carrion-Tits thoſe Sparks denounce their Rage, 
In Boot of Wiſh and Leinſter alt x engage: 
What would you do in ſuch an Equipage ? 

The Siege of Derry does you Gallants threaten ; 
Not out of errant Shame of being beaten, 

As Fear of wanting Meat, or being eaten: 


Were Wit like Honour, to be won by Fighting, 


How few juſt Judges would there be of Writing, 
Then you would leave this villainous Back biting. 
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Your Talents lie how to expreſs your Spight, : 
But where is he knows how to praiſe aright ? 1 
You praiſe like Conavards, but like Criticks fight. p 
Ladies be wiſe, and wean theſe yearling Calves, 1 
Who in your Service too are meer Faux-braves, 
They Fuage, and Write,and Fight, and — Love by Halves, 

: : 
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Spoken by a Woman. 


7 E Judge remov'd, tho he's no more my Lord, 
May plead at Bar, or at the Council. Board : 
So may caſt Poets write ; there's no Pretenſan 

To argue Loſs of Wit, from Lofs of Penſion. 
Your Looks are chearful ; and in all this Place 
T fee not one, that wears a damning Face. 
The Britiſh Nation is too brave, to ſhow 
Jenoble Vengeance on a vanquiſh'd Foe. 
At leaſi be civil to the Wretch imploring ; 
And lay your Paws upon him, 'without Roaring : 
Suppoſe our Poet was your Foe before; 

Yet now, the Bus neſs of the Field is oer; 
"Tis Time to let your Civil-Wars alone, 
When Troops are into Winter-Duarters gone. 
Jove was alike to Latian and to Phrygian 
And you well know, a Plays of no Religion. 
Take good Advice, and pleaſe your ſelves this Day; 
No matter from wvhat Hands you have the Play. 
Among good Fellows every Health avill paſs, 
That ſerves to carry round another Glaſs : 
When, with full Bowls of Burgundy you dine, 


Tho" at the mighty Monarch you repine, 
You grant him fill moſt Chriſtian in his Wine. 
Tus far the Poet; but his Brains grow Addle : 


And all the reft is purely from this Naddle, 
You'we 
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You've ſeen young Ladies at the Senate-Door, 
Prefer Petitions, and your Grace implore's 
However Grave the Legiſlators were, 

Their Cauſe went ne er the wworſe for being fair. 
Reaſons as weak as theirs, perhaps, I bring; 
But I cou'd bribe you with as goed @ thing. 

I beard him make Advances of good Nature; 
That he, for once, *wou'd ſheath his cutting Satire: 
Sign but his Peace, he venus hell ne er agam 
The ſacred Names of Fops, and Beaus profane. 
Strike up the Bargain quickly ; for I bear, 
As Times go now, he offers very fair. 

Be mot too hard on him with Statutes neither, 
Be lind; and do not ſet your Teeth together, 

Ta firetch the Laws, as Coblers do their Leather. 
Horſes by Papiſts are not to be ridden ; 

But ſure the Muſes Horſe æuas ne er forbidden. 
For in no Rate-Book it was ever found 

That Pegaſus was valued at Fire Pound : 
Fine him to daily Drudging and Inditing : 

And les him pay his Taxes out in Writing. 


Vol. VI. B Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſons. 


M E N. 


Don Sebafiian, King of Portugal. Mr. Williams. 
Muley-Moluch, Emperor of Barbary. Mr. Kynafton. 
Dorax, a Noble Portugue/e, now a 
Renegade, formerly Don 4lonzo de ; 
Slvera, Alcade, or Governor of C Mr. Betterton, 
Alcazar. 


Benducar, Chief Miniſter, and Fa- | 

vourite to the Emperor, b vor . 
The Mufti Abdalla. ; Mr. Underhill. 
Muley-Zeydan, Brother to the Emperor. Mr. Poxwe//, Jun. 
Don Antonio, a young, noble,amorous 

Portugueſe, now a Slave. $ Mr. Moniford. 
Don Alvarez, an old Counſellor to 

Don Sebaſtian, now a Slave alſo. F — 
Muſlapha, Captain of the Rabble. Mr. Leigh, 


WOMEN. 


Almeyda, a Captive Queen of Barbary. Mrs. Barry. 
Morayma, Daughter to the Muf?:. Mrs. Morntford, 

Fobayma, Chief Wife to the Mai. Mrs. Leigh, 

Two Merchants. 

Rabble. 

A Servant to Benducar. - 

A Servant to the Muft:. 


SCENE. in the Caſtle of Acazar. 


Don SEBASTIAN, 
King of PORTUGAL. 
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ACTI SCE NTES 
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Ne SCENE at Alcazar, repreſenting 4 
Market-Place under the Caſtle. 


* Enter Muley-Zeydan, and Benducar. 


— 
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Mu lEzEYZITI DAN. 

OW Africa's long Wars are at an end, 
And our parch'd Earth is drench'd in 
2 Chriſtian Blood 
My conquering Brother will have Slaves 


And in Mucazar's Flood was ſeen to riſe; 
B 2 Thrice 
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Thrice was he ſeen; at length his Courſer plung'd, 
And threw him off; the Waves whelm'd over him, 
And helpleſs in his heavy Arms he drown'd. | 
Mul. Zeyd. Thus, then, a doubtful Title is extinguiſh'd : 
Thus Moluch, ftill the Favourite of Fate, | | 
Swims ina ſanguine Torrent to the Throne: 
As if our Prophet only work'd for him; 
The Heavens and all the Stars are his hir'd Servants, 
As Multy-Zeydan were not worth their Care, 
And younger Brothers but the Draff of Nature. 
Bend. Be till, and learn the ſoothing Arts of Court; 
Adore his Fortune, mix with flattering Crouds, 
And when they praiſe him moſt, be you the loudeſt ; 
Your Brother is laxurious, cloſe and cruel, 
Generous by Fits, but permanent in Miſchief. 
The Shadow of a Diſcontent wou'd ruin us; 
We muſt be ſafe before we can be great: 
Theſe things obſerv'd, leave me to ſhape the reſt. 
Mul. Zeyd. You have the Key; he opens inward to you, 
Bend. So often try'd, and ever found ſo true, 
Has given me Truſt, and Truſt has given me Means 
Once to be falſe for all. I truſt not him: 
For now his Ends are ſerv'd, and he grown abſolute, 
How am I ſure to ſtand who ſerv'd thoſe Ends? 
I know your Nature open, mild, and grateful ; 
In ſuch a Prince the People may be bleſt, | 
And ] be ſafe. | 
Mul. Zeyd. My Father! [ Embracing him. 
Bend. My future King, (auſpicious Muley-Zeydan) 
Shall I adore you ? Nv, the Place is publick ; 
I worſhip you within, the outward Act 
Shall be reſerv'd till Nations follow me, 
And Heaven ſhall envy you the kneeling World. 
You know th' Alcade of Alcazar, Dorax? 
Mul. Zeyd. "The gallant Renegade you mean ? 
Bend. The ſame: 
That gloomy Outſide, like a ruſty Cheſt, 
Contains the ſhining Treaſure of a Soul 
Reſoly'1 arid brave; he has the Soldiers Hearts, 
And Time ſhall make him ours. 
Mul. Zeyd. He's juſt upon us. Bend. 
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Bend. I know him from afar, . 

By the long Stride and by the ſullen Port: 

Retire my Lord. 

Wait on your Brother's Triumph, yours is next, 

His Growth is but a wild and fruitleſs Plant, 

I'll cut his barren Branches to the Stock, 

And graft you on to bear. | | 
Mul. Zerd. My Oracle! [Exit Mul. Zeyd. 
Bend. Ves to delude your Hopes, poor credulous Fool, 

To think that I wou'd give away the Fruit 

Of ſo much Toil, ſuch Guilt, and ſuch Damnation; 

If Fam damn'd it ſhall be for my ſelf: 

'This eaſy Fool muſt be my Stale, ſet up 

To catch the Peoples Eyes; he's tame and merciful, -. 

Him I can manage, till ] make him odious 

By ſome unpopular Act, and then dethrone him: 

Enter Dorax. 

Now Dorax ! 

Dor. Well Bemboucar “ 

Bend. Bare Bemboucar ! | 

Dor. Thou wouldſt have Titles, take em then, Chief 
Firſt Hangman of the State. (Miniſter, 

Bend. Some call me Favourite: | 

Dor. What's that, his Minion? 

Thou art too old to be a Catamite ! 

Now pr'ythee tell me, and abate thy Pride, 

Is not Benducer bare, a better Name 

In a Friend's Month, than all thoſe gaudy Titles, 

Which I diidain to-give the Man I love ? 

Bend. But always out of Humour —— 

Dor. I have Cauſe : 

Tho' all. Mankind is Cauſe enaugh for Satire. 

Bend. Why then thou haſt reveng'd thee on Mankind; 
They ſay, in Fight thou hadſt a thirſty Sword, 
And.well *twas glutted there. 

Dor. I ſpitted Frogs, I cruſh'd a Heap of Emmets, 
A Hun of em to a ſingle Soul, 

And that but ſcanty Weight too: The great Devil 

Scarce thank'd me for my Pains; he ſwallows Vulgar 

Like whipp'd Cream, feels'em not in-going down. 

| B 3 Bend. 
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Bend. Brave Renegade! coud'ſt thou not meet Schi- 
Thy Maſter had been worthy of thy Sword. ſau ? 
Dor. My Maſter? By what Title ? 
cauſe I happen'd to be born where he 
Happen'd to be King ? And yet I ſerv'd him, 
Nay, I was Fool enough to love him too. 
You know my Story, how I was rewarded 
For fifteen hard Campaigns, ſtill hoop'd in Iron, 
Ard why I turn'd Mahometan : I'm grateful ; 
But whoſoever dares to injure me, 
Let that Man know, I dare to be reveng'd. 
Bend. Still you run off from Biaſs ; ſay what moves 
Your preſent Spleen ? 
Dor. You mark'd not what I told you; 
I kill'd not one that was his Maker's Image; 
I met with none but vulgar two-legg'd Brutes, 
Sebaſtian was my Aim; he was a Man : 
Nay, though he hated me, and I hate him, 
Yet I muſt do him Right; he was a Man, 
Above Man's Height, ev'n tow'ring to Diwinity 3 
Brave, pious, generous, great, and liberal: 
Juſt, as the Scales of Heaven that weigh the Seaſons. 
e lov'd his People, him they idoliz'd ;» 
And thence proceeds my mortal Hatred to him, 
That thus unblameable to all beſides 
He err'd to me alone : 
His Goodneſs was diffus'd to human Kind, 
And all his Cruelty confin'd to me. 
Bend, You cou'd not meet him then ? 
Dor, No, though I ſought 
Where Ranks fell thickeſt ; *twas indeed the Place 
To ſeek Sebaſtian : Thygugh a Track of Death 
I follow'd him by Groans of dying Foes, | 
But ſtill I came too late, for he was flown 
Like Lining, ſwift before me to new Slaughters, 
I mow'd a-croſs, and made irregular Harveſt, 
Defac'd the Pomp of Battle, but in vain, 
For he was ſtill ſupplying Death elſewhere: 
This mads me, that perhaps ignoble Hands 
Have overlaid him, fer they cou'd not conquer: 1 
| ur- 
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Murder'd by Multitudes, whom I alone 
Had Right to ſlay ; I too wou'd have been ſlain, 
That catching hold upon his flitting Ghoſt, 

I might have robb'd him of his openin Heav*n ; 
And drag'd him down with me, ſpite of Predeſtination. 
Bend. "Tis of as much Import as 4/-ic#'s Worth, 

To know what came of him, and of Almeyda, 
The Siſter of the vanquiſh'd Mahomet, 
Whoſe fatal Beauty to her Brother drew | 
The Land's third Part, as Lucifer did Heav'n's. 

Dor. I hope ſhe dy'd in her own Female Calling, 
Choak'd up with Man, and gorg'd with Circumciſion. 
As for Sebaſtian, we muſt ſearch the Field, 

And where we fee a Mountain of the Slain, 

Send one to climb, and looking down below, 

There he ſhall find him at his Manly Length, 

With his Face up to Heav'n, in the red Monument, 
Which his true Sword has digg'd. | 

Bead. Vet we may poſſibly hear farther News; 
For while our Africans purſu'd the Chace, 

The Captain of the Rabble iſſued out, g 
With a black Shirtleſs Train to ſpoil the Dead, 
And ſeize the Living. 
Dor. Each of em an Hoſt, 
A Million ſtrong of Vermin ev*ry Villain: 
No part of Government, but Lords of Anarchy, 
Chaos of Power, and privileg'd Deſtruction. | 

Bend. Yet I muſt tell you Friend, the Great muſt uſe 
Sometimes as neceſſary 'Tools of Tumult. ['em, 

Dor. I wou'd uſe em 
Like Dogs in Times of Plague, Out-Laws of Nature, 
Fit to be ſhot and brain'd, without a Proceſs, 
To ſtop Infection, that's their proper Death. 

Bend. No more, 
Behold the Emperor coming to ſurvey 
The Slaves, in order to perform his Vow. 

Enter Muley-Moluch the Emperor, with Attendants. 

| The Mufty, and Muley-Zeydan. 

Mol. Our Armours now may ruſt, our idle Scymiters 
Hang by our Sides for Ornament, not Uſe ; 

8 4 3 4 Chil- 
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Children ſhall beat our Atabals and Drums, 

And all the noiſy Trades of War no more | 
Shall wake the peaceful Morn: The Xerif5 Blood 
No longer in divided Channels runs, 

The younger Houſe took End in Mabomet. 

Nor fhall Ons formidable Name 

Be longer us'd, to lall the crying Babe 

Muf. For this Victorious Day our mighty Prophet 
Expects your Gratitude, the Sacrifice "NY 
Of Chrittian Slaves, devoted, if you won. 

Mel. The Purple Preſent ſhall be richly paid: 

That Vow "22657: be. Faſting ſhall be aboliſh'd : 
None ever ſerv'd Heav'n well with a ſtarv'd Face: 
Preach Abſtinence no more; I tell thee Muft:, 
Gocd Feaſting is devout : And thou eur Head, 
Haſt a religious, raddy Countenance : 

We will have learned Luxury; our lean Faith 
Gives Scandal to the Chri/tians : they feed high: 
Then look fer Shoals of Converts, when —2 of 
Reform'd us into Feaſting. 

Muf. Faſting is but the Letter of the Law: 

Yet it ſhews well to preach it to the Vulgar. 

Wine is againſt our Law, that's literal too, 

But not deny'd to Kings and to their Guides : 

Wine is a holy Liquor for the Great. | 

Dor. [ Aſide.] This Mufti in my Conſcience is ſome 
Engliſh Renegado, he talks ſo ſavourily of Toping. 

Mel. Bring forth th' unhappy Relicks of the War. 
Enter Muſtapha Captain of the Rabble, with his Fol- 

lovers of the Black-Guard, &c. and other Moors: 

With them a Company of Pertugueſe Slawes, without 

any of the chief Perſons. 

Mul. Mol. Theſe are not fit to pay an Emperor's Vo ; 
Our Bulls and Rams had been more noble Victims; 
'Theſe are but Garbage, not a Sacrifice. 

Mu. The Prophet muſt not pick and chuſe his Offerings; 
Now he has given the Day, *tis paſt recalling : | 
And he muſt be content with ſuch as theſe. [ Miſters. 

Mul. Mol. But are theſe all? Speak you that are their 

Mufi. All upon my Honour: If yow'!l take em as their 


Fathers got em, ſo. If not, you muſt ftay till they get 
a 


an den 
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a better Generation: Theſe Chri/:ans are mere Bunglers ; 
they procreate nothing but out of their own Wives ; and 
theſe have all the-Looks of eldeſt Sons, | 

Muley-Mol. Pain of your Lives let none conceal a Slave. 

Muff. Let every Man look to his own Conſcience, I 
am ſure mine ſhall never hang me. 

Bend. Thou ſpeak'ſt as if thou wert privy to Conceal- 
ments: Then thou art an Accomplice. 

Muff. Nay, if Accomplices muit ſuffer, it may go 
hard with me ; but here's the Devil on't, there's a great 
Man, and a holy Man too concern'd with me. Now if 
J confeſs, he'll be ſure to eſcape between his Greatneſs 
and his Holineſs, and I ſhall be murder'd, becauſe of 
my Poverty and Raſcality. 

Muf. [winking at bim.| Then if thy Silence fave the 

Great and Holy, | 
"Tis ſure thou ſhalt go ſtreight to Paradiſe. 

Mat. "Tis a fine Place they ſay ; but Doctor, I am 
not worthy on't: I am contented with this homely World, 
*tis good enough for ſuch a poor raſcally Maſulman as 
Iam: Beſides I have learnt ſo much goed Manners, 
Doctor, as to let my Betters be ſerv'd before me, 

Mu ley-Mol. Thou talk'ſt as if the Mufty were concern'd. 

Muff. Your Majeſty may lay your Soul on't : But for 
my part, though I am a plain Fellow, yet I ſcorn to be 
trick d into Paradiſe, I wou'd he ſhou'd know it. The 
Truth on't is, an't like you, his Reverence bought of 
me the Flower of all the Market; theſe]— theſe are 
but Dogs-Meat to 'em ; and a round Price he paid me 
too, PII fay that for him; but not enough for me to 
venture my Neck for: If I get Paradiſe when my 
Time comes, I can't help my ſelf; but I'll venture no- 
thing before-hand, upon a blind Bargain. 

Muley-Mol. Where are thoſe Slaves? produce em. 

Muf. They are not what he ſays. 

Muley- Mol. No more Excuſes. One goes out to fetch them. 
Know thou mayſt better dally 
With a dead Prophet, than a living King. 

Muf. I but reſery'd 'em to preſent thy Greatneſs, - 
An Offering worthy thee. a 

Muſt. By the ſame Token there was a dainty Vi gin 
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(Virgin faid I! but I wo' not be too poſitive of that nei- 
ther) with a roguiſh leering Eye! he paid me down up- 


on the Nail a thouſand golden Sultanins; or he had ne- 


ver had her, I can tell him that: Now is it very likely 
ke would pay ſo dear for ſuch a delicious Morſel, and 
give it away out of his own Mouth; when it had ſuch | 
a Farewel with it too ? | x 
Enter Sebaſtian conducted in mean Habit, avith Alvarez, 
Antonio, and Almeyda, her Face weiPd with a Barnus. | 
Muley-Mol. Ay; Theſe look like the Workmanſhip of 
This is the Porcelain Clay of human Kind, [Heav'n: 
And t'erefore caſt into theſe noble Molds. 
Dorax afide, while the Emperor whiſpers Benducar, 
By all my Wrongs | 
Tis he; Damnation ſeize me but tis he 
My Heart heaves up and ſwells; he's Poiſon to me; 
My injur'd Honour, and my raviſh'd Love 
Bleed at their Murderer's Sight. 
Benducar 1 Dorax ade. The Emperor wou'd learn 
You know 'em. [theſe Pris*ners Names F 
Der. Tell him, no; 
And trouble me'no more I will not know em. 
Shall I truſt Heav'n, that Heav'n which I renounc'd[ Aide. 
With my Revenge? Then, where's my Satisfaction? 
No, it muſt be my own; I ſcorn a Proxy. 
Muley-Mol. Tis decreed, 
Theſe of a better Aſpect, with the reſt 
Shall ſhare ove common Doom, and Lots decide it. 
For ev'ry number'd Captive put a Ball 
Into an Urn, three only black be there, 
The reſt, all white, are ſafe. 
Muf. Hold Sir, the Woman muſt not draw. 
Muley-Mol. O Mufti, 
We know your Reaton, let her ſhare the Danger. i 
Muf. Our Law ſays plainly Women have no Souls. 


Muley-Mel. *Tis true; their Souls are mortal, ſet her 


Yet were A/meyda here, tho? Fame reports her [by : 

Tae faireſt of her Sex, ſo much unſeen 

T hate the Siſter of our Rival-Houſe, 

Tun Thoufand ſuch dry Notions ef our Alcoran 

$20v'd not protect her Life; if not immortal: pi 
| | | * 


To waſh this Ethigpe white, 
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Die as ſhe cou'd, all of a Piece, the better, 


That none of her remain. 

Here is an Urn brought in ; the Priſoners approach with 
great Concernment ; and amongff the refl Sebaſtian, Al- 
varez, and Antonio, wwho come more chearfully. 

Dor. Poor abject Creatures, how they fear to die! [ Aide. 

Theſe never knew one happy Hour in Life, 


Vet ſhake to lay it down: Is Load ſo pleaſant ? 


Or has Heav'n hid the Happineſs of Death, 
That Men may dare to live? -— Now for our Heroes. 
8 | [ The Three approach. 

O, theſe come np with Spirits more reſoly'd ! 

Old venerable Hwarex, well I know him, 

The Fav'rite once of this Sebaſtian's Father; 

Now Miniſter, (too honeſt for his Trade) 

Religion bears him out, a thing taught young, 

In Age ill practis d, yet his Prop in Death. 

O, he has drawn a Black ; and ſmiles upon't, 

As who ſhould fay, my Faith and Soul are white, 

Tho my Lot ſwarthy : Now if there be Hereafter, 

He's bleſt ; if not, well cheated, and dies pleas'd. 

Anton. ¶ holding his Lot in his clench'd Hand] Here I have 

Be what thou wilt: I will not look too ſoon. [thee, 

Thou haſt a Colour; if thou prov'ſt not right, 

I have a Minute good ere I behold thee. 

Now let me rowl and grubble thee. 

Blind Men ſay White feels ſmooth, and Black feels rough 

Thou haſt a rugged Skin ; I do not like thee. | 
Dor. There's the amorous airy Spark, Antonio; 

The wittieſt Woman's Toy in Portugal. 

Lord, what a loſs of Treats and Serenades ! 

'The whole She Nation will be in Mourning for him. 
Anton. I've a moiſt ſweaty Palm; the more's my Sin; 

If it be black, yet only dy*d, not odious 

Damn'd Natural Ebony, there's hopes in rubbing 

[ Looks} Pox of the 

As black as Hell: another lucky Saying! [Proverb: 

I think the Devil's in me; —— good again, 

I cannot ſpeak one Syllable, but tends 


To Death or to Damnation, [ Holds up his Ball. 
Der. 
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Dor. He looks uneaſy at his future Jou ; 
And wiſhes his Boots off a in; for * 3 hes 
Of a bad Road, and a worſe Inn at Night. 

Co to bed, Fool, and take ſecure Repoſe, 

For thou fhalt wake no more. [Sebaſtian comes up to dra. 
AZ. M. to Ben. Mark him who now approaches to the 

He looks ſecure of Death, ſuperior Greatneſs, [Lott'ry, 

Like Jeve when he made Fate, and faid, Thou art 

'The Slave of my Creation ; I admire him. 

Bend. He looks as Man was made, with Face erect, 

That ſcorns his brittle Corps, and ſeems 2 ſham' d 

He's not all Spirit, his Eyes with a dumb Pride 

Accuſing Fortune that he fell not warm; | 

Yet now diſdains to live. [Sebaſt. draws à Blacl. 
M. Mol. He has his Wiſh ; 

And I have fail'd of mine. 

Dor.Robb'd of my Vengeance, by a trivial chance. Ade. 

Fine work above, that their anointed Care 

Shou'd die ſuch little Death; or did his Genius 

Know mine the ſtronger Demon, fear'd the grapple, 

And looking round him, found this nook of Fate 

To skulk behind my Sword? ſhall I diſeover him? 

Still he wou'd not die mine: no thanks to my 

Revenge: reſery'd but to more Royal Shambles. 

Twere baſe too; and below thoſe vulgar Souls, 

That ſhar'd his Danger, yet not one diſclos'd him; 

But ſtruck with Reverence kept an awful Silence. 

I'll fee no more of this; Dog of a Prophet! [E xi: Dorax. 
Mul. Mol. One of theſe three is a whole Hecatomb; 

And therefore only one of *em ſhall die. | 

The reſt are but mute Cattle; and when Death 

Comes like a ruſhing Lion, couch like Spaniels, 

With lolling Tongues, and tremble at the Paw : 

Let Lots again decide it. 
[ The Three draw again: and the Lot falls on Sebaſtian. 
Sebaſl. Then there's no more to manage! if I fall, 

It ſhall be like my ſelf; a ſetting Sun 

Should leave a track of Glory in the Skies. 

Behold Sebaſtian King of Portugal. 

M. Mel. Cebaftian! ha! it muſt be he; no —_ P 
ou” 


= 


, 
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Cou'd repreſent ſuch ſuffering Majeſty : 
I ſaw him, as he terms himſelf, a Sun 


W Struggling in dark Eclipſe, and ſhooting Day 


On either ſide of the black Orb that veil'd him. 
Sebaft. Not leſs ev'n in this deſpicable Now, 
Than when my Name fill'd 4f-ic4 with Affrights, 
And froze your Hearts beneath your torrid Zone. 
Bend. to M. Mel. Extravagantly brave! even to an 


of Greatneſs. | [ Impudence 


Sebaſt. Here ſatiate all your Fury; 
Let Fortune empty her whole Quiver on me, 
I have a Soul, that like an ample Shield 
Can take in all; and Verge enough for more. 
I would have conquer'd you; — ventur'd only 
A narrow neck of Land for a third World; 
To give my looſen'd Subjects room to play. 
Fate was not mine, 
Nor am I Fate's : Now I have pleas'd my Longing, 
And trod the Ground which I beheld from far, | 
I beg no pity for this mouldring Clay ! 
For if you give it Burial, there it takes 
Poſſeſſion of your Earth: 
If burnt and fcatter'd in the Air, the Winds 
That ftrow my Duſt, diffuſe my Royalty, 
And ſpread me o'er your Clime : for where one Atom 
Of mine ſhall light, know there Sebaſtian reigns. 
M. Mol. What ſhall I do to conquer thee ? 
Seb. Impoſiible! 
Souls know no Conquerors. 
M. Mol. I'll ſhew thee for a Monſter thro' my 4frick. © 
Seb. No, thou canſt only ſhew me for a Man : 
Africk is ſtor'd with Monſters ; Man's a Prodigy 
'T hy Subjects have not ſeen. 
M. Mol. Thou talk'ſ as if 
Still at the head of Battel. 
Seb. Thou miſtak'ſt, 
For then I wou'd not talk. 
Bend. Sure he wou'd ſleep. 
Seb. Till Dooms-day ; when the Trumpet ſounds to 


M. Mol. 


For that's a Soldier's Call. riſe 3 
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M. Mol. Thou'rt brave too late; 
Thou ſhouldſt have dy'd in Battel like a Soldier. 


Seb. I tought and fell like one, but Death deceiv'd mei 


J wanted weight of feeble Moors upon me, 

To cruſh my Soul out. . 
M. Mol. Still untameable ! 

In what a Ruin has = head-ſtrong Pride, 

And boundleſs thirſt of Empire, plung'd thy People! 
Seb. What ſay'ſt thou? ha! No more of that, 
M. Mol. Behold, 

What Carcaſes of thine thy Crimes have ſtrew'd, 

And left our 4fic# Vultures ro devour. 


Bend. Thoſe Souls were thoſe thy God intruſted with | 
To cheriſh, not deſtroy. (thee, | 


Seb. Witneſs, O Heaven, how much 
This Sight concerns me! Wou'd I had a Soul 
For each of theſe; how gladly wou'd I pay 
The Ranſom down: But ſince I have but one, 
*Tis a King's Life, and freely *tis beſtow'd. 
Not your falſe Prophet, but eternal Juſtice 
Has deſtin'd me the Lot, to die for theſe : 
Tis fit a Sovereign ſo ſhould pay ſuch Subjects; 
For Subjects ſuch as they, are ſeldom ſeen, 
Who not forſook me at my greateſt need ; 
Nor for baſe Lucre ſold their Loyalty, 
But ſhar'd my Dangers to the laſt Event, 
And fenc'd 'em with their own: Theſe Thanks I pay 
you : __©* TWipes his Eyes, 
And know, that when Sebaſtian weepe, his Tears 

Come harder than his Blood. 
NM. Mol. They plead too ftrongly 
To be withſtood: My Clouds are gathering too, 
In kindly mixture with his Royal Show'r: 
Be fafe and owe thy Life, not to my Gift, 
But to the Greatneſs of thy Mind, Sebafian : 
Thy Subjects too ſhall live; a due Reward 
For their untainted Faith, in thy Concealment. 


Maf. Remember, Sir, your Vow. [MA general Shout. 


V. Mol. Do thou remember 


Thy Function, Mercy, and provoke not Blood. oy 
. A1. 
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Mul. Zend. One of his generous Fits, too ſtrong to 
laſt. LAſde to Benducar. 
Bend. The Mufti reddens, mark that holy Cheek. 


He frets within, froths Treaſon at his Mouth, 
And churns it thro' his Teerh ; leave me to work him. 

Seb. A Mercy unexpected, undeſir'd, 

Surprizes more: You've learnt the Art to vanquitſh : 
You cou'd not (give me leave to tell you, Sir) 

Have giv'n me Life but in my Subjects Safety: 
Kings, who are Fathers, live but in their People. 

M. Mol. Still great, and grateful, that's thy Character. 
Unveil the Woman; I would view the Face | 
That warm'd our Muf/”s Zeal : 

Theſe pious Parrots peck the faireft Fruit : 
Such Taſters are for Kings. 
[Officers go to Almeyda to unveil her. 

Alm. Stand off, ye Slaves, I will not be unveil'd. 

M. Mol. Slave is thy Title : Force her. 

Seb. On ycur Lives approach her not. 

M. Mol. How's this ! | 

Seb. Sir, pardon me, 

And hear me ſpeak. 

Alm. Hear me; I will be heard: 
I am no Slave; the nobleſt Blood of Africl 
Runs in my Veins ; a purer Stream than thine ; 
For, tho? deriv'd from the ſame Source, thy Current 
Is puddPd and defiPd with Tyranny. 

M. Mol. What Female Fury have we here! 

Alm. I ſhou'd be one, 
Becauſe of kin to thee: Wou'dſt thou be touch'd 
By the preſuming Hands of ſaucy Grooms ? 
The ſame Reſpect, nay more, is due to me: 
More for my Sex ; the ſame for my Deſcent. 
Theſe Hands are only fit to draw the Curtain. 
Now, if thou dar'ſt, behold Almeyda's Face. 

| [Unveils her /elf. 

Bend. Wou'd I had never ſeen it! 22 

Alm. She whom thy Mufti tax'd to have no Soul; 
Let Africk now be judge; 

Perhaps thou think ſt . meanly hope to ſcape, 


40 Don SEBASTIAN, 


As did Sebaſtiax when he own'd his Greatneſs. 

But to remove that Scruple, know, baſe Man, 

My murder'd Father, and my Brother's Ghoſt. 

Still haunt this Breaſt, and prompt it to Revenge. 

Think not I cou'd forgive, nor dare thou pardon. 
M. Mol. Wou' dſt thou revenge thee, Trait'reſs, hadi 

thou Power? | 

An. Traitor, I wou'd ; the Name's more juſtly thine: 

Thy Father was not more than mine the Heir 

Of this large Empire ; but with Arms united 

They fought their Way, and ſeiz d the Crown by Force: 


And equal as their Danger was their Share: 0 
For where was Elderſhip, where none had Right 

But that which Conqueſt gave? Twas thy Ambition 

Pull'd from my peaceful Father what his Sword Ah 
Help'd thine to gain: Surpriz'd him and his Kingdom, Mr 


No Provocation given, no War declar'd. 
M. Mol. I'll hear no more. 
Alm. This is the living Coal, that burning in me 
Wou'd flame to Vengeance, cou'd it find a Vent: 
My Brother too, that lies yet ſcarcely cold 
In his deep watry Bed: My wandring Mother, 
Who in Exile died. 
O that I had the fruitful Heads of Hydra, 
That one might bourgeon where another fel! ! 
Still wou'd I give thee Work; ſtill, ſtill, thou Tyrant, 
And. hiſs thee with the laſt. | (me: 
M. Mel. Something, I know not what, comes over 
Whether the Toils of Battel, unrepair d 
With due Repoſe, or other ſudden Qualm. 
Benducar do the Reſt. Goes off, the Court follows him 
Bend. Strange! in full Health! This Pang is of the Soul; 
The Body's unconcern'd : Pll think hereafter. 
Conduct theſe Royal Captives to the Caſtle; 
Bid Doraxule*em well, till further order. [ Going off, flops; 
The inferior Captives their firſt Owners take, | 
To ſell, or to diſpoſe — You Muſtapha, 
Set ope the Market for the Sale of Slaves. [Exit Bend. 
The Maſters and Slaves come forward, and Buyers of 
ſeveral Qualities come in and chaſfer ahout the ſeveral 
Onwners, who make their Slawes da Tricks. 
Muft. 


e 
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1 My Chattels are come into my Hands again, and 
my Conſcience will ſerve me to ſell' em twice over; any 
Price now, before the Mufti comes to claim 'em. 

1/7. Mer. [to Muſt.] What doſt hold that old Fellow at? 

[Pointing to Alvarez. 
He's tough, and has no Service in his Limbs. 
= M:/. I confeſs he's ſomewhat tough; but I ſuppoſe 
vu wou'd not boyl him. I aſk for him a thou 
Crowns. 
9 Mer. Thou mean'ſt a thouſand Marvedi's. 
luſt. Pr'ythee, Friend, give me leave to know my 
own Meaning. 

1% Mer. What Virtues has he to deſerve that Price? 

Muſt. Marry come up, Sir! Virtues quoth a ! I took 
him in the King's Company; he's of a great Family, and 
rich; what other Virtues wouldſt thou have in a Noble- 
man? 

1/ Mer. I buy him with another Man's Purſe, that's 
my Comfort. rate 
My Lord Dorax the Governor will have him at any 
There's Hanſel. 

Come, old Fellow, to the Caſtle. 

Alvar. To what is miſerable Age reſerv'd! [ Afide. 
But oh the King ! and oh the fatal Secret ! 
Which I have kept thus long to time it better, 

And now I wou'd diſcloſe, *tis paſt my Power. 
[Exit with his Maſſer. 

Muft. Something of a Secret, and of the King I heard 
him mutter: A Pimp I'll warrant him, for 1 am ſure 
he is an od Courtier. 

Now to put off t'other Remnant of my Merchandize,— 
Stir up Sirrah. [To Antonio. 

Ant. Dog, what wou' dſt thou have? 

Muſt. Learn better Manners, or I ſhall ſerve you a 
Dog-trick ; come down upon all four immediately ;. 
PII make you know your Rider. 

Ant. Thou wilt not make a Horſe of me? 

Muft. Horſe or Aſs, that's as thy Mother made thee:— 
But take earneſt in the firſt place for thy Saucineſs. 

[ Laſhes him with bis N Py. 
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Be advis d, Friend, and buckle to thy Geers : Behold my| 
Enſign of Royalty diſplay'd over thee. 
Ant. J hope one day to uſe thee worſe in Portugal. 
Mut. Ay, and good reaſon, Friend: if thou catcheſt 
me a conquering on thy fide of the Water, lay me o 
luſtily, P11 take it as kindly as thou doſt this. — 3 
. [ Holds up his Whiz 
Ant. lying degun.] Hold my dear 'I'brum-cap: I obey : 
thee cheerfully. 5 | 
J fee the Doctrine of Non-Refiſtance is never practis'd 
thoroughly, but when a Man can't help himſelf. | 
Enter a ſecond Merchant. | 
24 Mer. You, Friend, I wou'd ſee that Fellow do his 
Poſtures. | 
Muſt. [bridling Ant.] Now, Sirrah, follow, for you 
have Rope enough : | 
Io your Paces, Villain, amble, trot, and gallop : —— 
Quick about there. Yeap, the more Money's bidden 
for you, the more your Credit. 
[Antonio follows at the end of the Bridle on his Hand; 
and Feet, and does all his Poſtures. 
24 Mer. He's well chin'd, aud has a tolerable good 4 
Back; that's half in half. Te Muſtapha. ] I wou'd ſee 
him ſtrip, has he no Diſeaſes about him ? | 
Mußt. He's the beſt Piece of Man's Fleſh in the 
Market, not an Eye-fore in his whole Bedy, Feel his 
Lege, Maſter, neither Splint, Spavin, nor Wind-gall. 
[Claps him on the Shoulder. 
Merchant, feeling about him, and then putting his 
Hand on his Side. 
Out upon him, how his Flank heaves ! The Whor- 
ſon's broken-winded. 
Muſt. Thick-breath'd a little; nothing but a ſorry | 
Cold with lying out a Nights in Trenches; but ſound | 
Wind and Limb, I warrant him. | 
Try him at a looſe Trot a little. | | 4 
[Puts the Bridle into his Hand, he flrokes him. 
Ant. For Heaven's ſake Owner ſpare me: you know 
I N but new broken. Wha d ; 
24 Mer. Tis but a waſhy Jade, I ſee: t do you | 
aſk for this Bauble ? 7) | | Mug. * 


| 
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Muft. Bauble do you call him ? he's a ſubſtantial 
rue-bred Beaſt ; bravely forehanded : mark but the 
leanneſs' of his Shapes too: his Dam may be a Span 
ennet, but a true Barb by the Sire, or I have no Skill 
n Horſefleſh : | 
arry I aſk fix hundred Xeriffs for him. 

Enter Mufti. | 

Mufti. What's that you are aſking, Sirrah ? 

Mufi. Marry I aſk your Reverence fix hundred Par- 
dons ; I was doing you a ſmall piece of Service here, put- 
ing off your Cattel for you. 

A1 And putting the Money into your own Pocket. 

Mat. Upon vulgar Reputation, no my Lord, it was 
for your Profit and Emolument. What, wrong the Head 
of my Religion? I was ſenſible you would have damn'd 
me, or any Man that ſhould have injur'd you in a ſingle 
Farthing ; for I knew that was Sacrifice. 9 

Mufti. Sacrilege you mean, Sirrah, and Damning 
ſhall be the leaſt Part of your Puniſhment : I have taken 
you in = r Bam 1 ul have the Law _ ap 

Muff. my Lord, take pity upon a poor Man in 
this Word. and damn me in che 4 — * 

Mufti. No, Sirrah, ſo you may repent, and ſcape Pu- 
niſhment : Did not you {ell this very Slave among the 
reſt to me, and take Money for him? 
| Mut. Right, my Lord. | 

Myfti. And felling him again, take Monty twice for 
the ſame Commodity? Oh, Villain! 
But did you nor know him to be my Slave, Sirrah ? 
Mufi. Why ſhould I lye to your Honour? I did know 
him; and thereupon ſeeing him wander about, took him 
up for a Stray, and impounded him, with intention to re- 
ſtore him to the right Owner. a 
Mufti. And yet at the ſame time was felling him ta 
another: How rarely the Story hangs together 
Mufl. Patience, my Lord. | 
I took him up, as your Herriot, with Intention to have 
made the beſt of him, and then have brought the whole 
Product of him in a Purſe to you; for I know you 
wou'd have ſpent half of it upon your pious * 
| X ve 
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have hoarded up the other half, and given the remaind: 
in Charities to the Poor. ot 
Mufti. And what's become of my other Slave? Thot 
haſt fold him too, I have a villainous Suſpicion. f 
Muſt. I know you have, my Lord; but while I wa 
managing this young robuſtious Fellow, that old Spark 
who was nothing but Skin and Bone, and by conſequenci 
very nimble, ſlipt thro! my Fingers like an Eel, for then 
was no hold faſt of him, and ran away to buy himſelf i 
new Maſter. | F 
Muft. [to Ant.] Follow me home, Sirrah : [zo Muſt. ] [| 
ſhall remember you ſome other time. [ Ex. Muf.2vith Ant, 
Muſt. I never doubted your Lordſhip's Memory, for al 
ill turn: And I ſhall remember him too in the next riſing 
of the Mobile, for this act of Reſumption; and more eſpe. 
cially for the ghoſtly Counſel he gave me before th 
Emperor, to have hang'd my ſelf in ſilence, to have fav'd} 
his Reverence. The beſt on't is, I am beforehand with < 
him, for felling one of his Slaves twice over. = 
And if he had not come juſt in the nick, I might have 
{ 
{ 


pocketted up t'other: For what ſhould a poor Man dof 
that gets his Living by hard Labour, but pray for bad 
Times when he may get it eaſily? O] for tome incom- 
rable Tumult! Then ſhould I naturally wiſh that the 
ten Party might prevail; becauſe we have plunder d. 
other fide already, and there's nothing more to get of em. 
Both Rich and Poor for their own Intereft pray, ; 


Tis ours to make our Fortune while we may; 
For Kingdoms are not conquer'd every day. Ex. 
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earl 
Suppos*d' to be a Terrace Walk, on the fide of th ® 
Caſtle of Alcazar. 1 

| Enter Emperor and Benducar. 
Emp. A* think ſt thou not it was diſcoyer'd ? 


Bend. No: ; 4 
| The 
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e Thoughts of Kings are like religious Groves, 

he Walks of muffled Gods : Sacred Retreat, 

here none but whom they pleaſe admit, approach. 

Emp. Did not my conſcious Eyes flaſh out a Flame 

o lighten thoſe brown Horrors, and diſcloſe 

he jecret Path I trod? 

Bend. I could not find it, till you lent a Clue 

o that cloſe Labyrinth ; how then ſhould they ? 

En,. I wou'd be loth they ſhou'd : it breeds Contempt 
or Herds to liften, or preſume to pry, 

hen the hurt Lion groans within his Den: 

ut 1s't not ſtrange ? 4 

Bend. To love? not more than tis to live; a Tax 

pos'd on all by Nature, paid in Kind, 

W2miliar as our Being. 


„Erd. Still "tis ſtrange 
ih o me: I know Fee as wild as Wind, 
bat ſweeps the Detarts of our moving Plains; 


ove might as well be ſow'd upon our Sands, 
s in a Breaſt ſo barren. 

o love an Enemy, the only one 

demainin g too, whom yeſter Sun beheld, 

Iuſt'ring her Charms, and rolling as ſhe paſt 

zy every Squadron her alluring Eyes; 8 
o edge her Champions Swords, and urge my Ruin. 
he ſhouts of Soldiers, and the burſt of Cannon, 
laintain even {till a deaf and murm'ring Noiſe 3 
or 1s Heaven yet recover'd of the Sound 

er Battle rous'd : Yet ſpite of me, I love. 

Bend. What then controuls you ? 

er Perſon is as proſtrate as her Party. 

Emp. A thouſand things controul this Conqueror: 
My native Pride to own th*unwortby Paſſion, 

azard of Intereſt, and my People's Love. 

o what a Storm of Fate am I expos'd ! 

hat if I had her murder'd ? tis but what 

ly Subjects al! expect, and ſhe deſerves. 

Vou'd not the Impoſſibility 

fever, ever ſeeing, or poſſeſſing, 

um all this Rage, this Hurricane of Soul ? 

Bend. That ever, ever, 


. 
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J mark'd the double, ſhows extream Reluctance 
To part with her for ever. 

Emp. Right, thou haſt me. 
I wou'd, but cannot kill: I muſt enjoy her: 
I muſt, and what I muſt, be ſure I will. 
What's Royalty, but Power to pleaſe my ſelf? 
And if I dare not, then am I the Slave, 
And my own Slaves the Sovereigns, — tis reſoly'd. | 
Weak Princes flatter when they want the Power 
To curb their People: tender Plants muſt bend: 
But when a Government is grown to ſtrength, 
Like ſome old Oak, rough with its armed Bark, 
It yields not to the Tug, but only nods, | 
And turns to ſullen State. 

Bend. Then you reſolve 
T'implore her Pity, and to beg Relief? 

Emp. Death, muſt I beg the Pity of my Slave! 
Muſt a King beg? Yes, Love's a ter King; 
A Tyrant, nay a Devil 3 es me: 
He tunes the Organs of my Voice, and ſpeaks 
Unknown to me within me ; puſhes me, 
And drives me on by force, | 
Say I ſhou'd wed her, wou'd not my wiſe Subjects 
Take check, and think it ſtrange? perhaps reyolt ? 

Bend. 1 hope they wou'd not. 

Emp. Then thou doubt'ſt they wou'd ? 

Bend. To whom ? | 

Emp. To her 
Perhaps, or to my Brother, or to thee, II tremble! 

Bend. [in diſorder. ] To me! me did you mention? hoy 
The Name of Treaſon ſhakes my honeſt Soul. 


If I am doubted, Sir, | 


Secure your ſelf this Moment, take my Life. 
Emp. No more: If I ſuſpected thee I wou'd. 
Bend. I thank your Kindneſs : Guilt had almoſt loſt 

me. 22 
* my Doubts: Think'ſ thou they may 

rebel ? 
Bend. This goes as I wou'd wiſh —— Afeat. 

*Tis poſſible: q 8 

A ſecret Party ſtill remains, that lurks 


Like 


ike Embers rak'd in Aſhes—— wanting but 
Breath to blow aſide th'involving Duſt, 
and then they blaze abroad. 
Emp. They muft be trampled out. 
Bend. But firſt be known. 
Emp. Torture ſhall force it from em. 
Bend. You wou'd not put a Nation to the Rack ? 
Emp. Yes, the whole World; ſo I be ſafe, I care not. 
Bend. Our Limbs and Lives | 
Are yours, but mixing Friends with Foes is hard. 
Emp. All may be Foes ; or how to be diſtinguiſh'd, 
f ſome be Friends ? 
Bend. They may with eaſe be winnow'd ; 
zuppoſe ſome one who has deſery'd your Truſt, 
ome one who knows Mankind, ſhould be employ'd 
To mix among em, ſeem a Malecontent, 
\nd dive into their Breaſts, to try how far 
They dare oppoſe your Love ? | 
Emp. I like this well; 'tis wholeſom Wickedneſs, 
Bend. Whomever he ſuſpects, he faſtens there, 
\nd leaves no Cranny of his Soul unſearch'd : 
hen like a Bee bag'd with his honey'd Venom, ' 
e brings it to your Hive: if ſuch a Man 
o able and ſo honeſt may be found; 
If not, my Project dies. 
Emp. By all my Hopes thou haſt deſcrib'd thy ſelf. 
hou, thou alone art fit to play that Engine 
hou only cou'dſt contrive. | 
Bend. Sure I cou'd ſerve you: | 
ll think I could: —— but here's the Difficulty, 
I'm ſo entirely yours, 
That I ſhould ſcurvily difſemble Hate ; -. 
The Cheat would be too groſs. 
Emp. Art thou a Stateſman, 
And canſt not be a Hypocrite ? Impoſſible: 
. Do not diſtruſt thy Virtues. | 
Bend. If I mult perſonate this ſeeming Villain, 
Remember *tis to ſerve you. 
. Emp. No more Words: 
Love goads me to A/meyda, all Affairs 
Are troubleſom but that ; and yet that moſt, (Gp. 


” 
[ 
k 


King of PoRTUGAL. 47 


43 Don SerasTIAN, 


Bid Dorax treat Sebaſtian like a King ; 

I had forgot him ; but this Love mars all, 

And takes up my whole Breaſt. [Exit Empern 
Bend. [to the Emp. ] Be ſure I'll tell him | 


With all the aggravating Circumſtances [ Alow 4 


I can, to make him ſwell at that Command. I 
The Tyrant firſt ſuſpected me: 
Then with a ſudden Guſt he whirl'd about, 
And truſted me too far: Madneſs of Pow'r | 
Now, by his own Conſent I ruin him. 
For, ſhould ſome feeble Scul, fer fear or gain, 
Bolt out t'accuſe me, ev'n the King is cozen'd, 
And thinks he's in the Secret. 
How ſweet is 'Treaſon when the Traitor's ſafe! 
Sees the Mufti and Dorax entring, and ſeeming ts confer, | 
The Mufti, and with him my ſullen Dorax : 
That firſt is mine already. 
*T'was eaſy Work to gain a covetous Mind, 
Whom Rage to loſe his Pris'ners had prepar'd : 
Now, caught himſelf. | 
He wou'd ſeduce another; I muſt help him: 
For Church-men, tho' they itch to govern all, 
Are filly, woeful, aukward Politicians : 
They make lame Miſchief, though they mean it well; 
Their Int'reſt is not finely drawn, and hid, 
But Seams are coarſly bungled up, and ſeep. 
Muf. He'll tell you more. 
Dor. I've heard enough already 
To make me loath thy Morals. 
Bend, to Dor. You ſeem warm ; 
The good Man's Zeal perbaps has gone too far. 
Dor. Not very far ; not farther Leal goes 
Of courſe ; a {mall Day's Journey ſhort of T reaſon. 
Muf. By all that's holy, Treaton was not nam'd : 


I ſpar'd the Emperor's broken Vows, to ſave 1 


The Slaves from Death; tho' it was cheating Heav'n, 
But 1 forgave him that. } 

Dor. And lighted o'er LScornfullj. 
The Wrongs himielf ſuſtain'd in Property: i 
When his bought Slaves were ſeiz d by Force, no La. 
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Of his conſider'd, and no Coſt repaid 8 
Muf. Not wholly li o'er, not 1 
some modeſt Hints of private Wrongs I 3 | 
= Dor. Two Thirds of all he ſaid: There he began 
= To ſhew the Fulneſs of his Heart; there ended: 
some ſhort Excurſions of a broken Vow 
He made indeed, but flat inſipid Stuff: 
But when he made his Loſs the Theme, he flouriſh'd, 
Reliev'd his fainting Rhetorick with new I 5th 
And thunder'd at oppreſſing Tyranny. | 
Myf. Why not, when Sacrilegious Pow'r wou'd ſeize 
My Prope Ro 'tis an Affront to Heav'n, 
Whoſe Pe tho unworthy, I ſuſtain. 
Dor. You've made ſuch ſtrong Alliances above, 
That 'twere Profaneneſs in us Laiety 
To offer earthly Aid. 
I tell thee, Mats, if the World were WY 
They wou'd not wag one Finger in your Quarrele. 
Your Heav'n you promiſe, but our Earth you covet : 
The Phaetons of Mankind, who fire that World, 
Which you were ſent by Preaching but to warm. 
Bend. This goes beyond the Mark. 
Muf. No, let him rail; * 
His Prophet works within n ; 
He's a rare Convert. 
Dor. Now his Zeal yearns 
To ſee me burnt ; he damns me from his Church, 
Becauſe I wou'd reſtrain him to his Duty: 
Is not the Care of Souls a Load ſufficient ? 
Are not your holy Stipends paid for this ? 
Were you not bred apart from worldly Noiſe, 
To ſtudy Souls, their Cures and their Diſeaſes ? 
If this be ſo, we aſk you but our own: 
Give us your whole Employment, all your Care: 
The Province of the Soul is large enough 
To fill up every Cranny of your 'Time, 
And leave you much to 1 if one Wretch 
Be damn'd by your Ne 
Bend. [to the Mufti ] fe ſpeaks but Reaſon. 
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Dor. Why then theſe foreign Thoughts ofState-Employ. 


Abhorrent to y our Function and your Breeding ? [ments, 


Poor droaning Truants of unpractis'd Cells, 
Bred in the Fellowſhip of bearded Boys, 
What wonder is it if you know not Men? 
Yet there you live demure, with down-caſt Eyes, 
And humble as your Diſcipline requires: 
But, when let looſe from — to live at large, 
Your little Tincture of Devotion dies: 
Then Luxury ſucceeds, and ſets agog 
With a new Scene of yet untaſted Joys, 
You fall with greedy Hunger to the Feaſt. 
Of all your College Virtues, nothing now 
But your original [gnorance remains; 
Bloated with Pride, Ambition, Avarice, 
You ſwell, to counſel Kings, and govern Kingdoms. 
Ma. He prates as if Kings had not Conſciences, 
And none requir'd Directors but the Crowd. 
Dor. As private Men they want you, not as Kings; 
Nor wow'd you care t inſpect their publick Conſcience, 
But that it draws D encies of Pow'r, 
And earthly Intereſt which you long to ſway : 
Content you with monopolizing Heav'n, 
And let this little hanging Ball alone ; 
For give you but a Foot of Conſcience there, 
And you, like Arabimedes, toſs the Globe. 
We know your Thoughts of us that Laymen are, 
Lag Souls, and Rubbiſh of remaining Clay, 
Which Heav'n, grown weary of more perfect Work, 
Set upright with a little Puff of Breath, 
And bid us paſs for Men. M 
Mf. I will not anſwer, | 
Baſe ftoul-mouth'd Renegade; but I'll pray for thee, 


To ſhew my Charity. Exit Mufti. | 


Dor. Do; but forget not him who it moſt : 
Allow thy ſelf ſome Share : He's gone too ſoon ; 
I had-to tell him of his holy Jugglings ; 
Things that wou'd ſtartle Faith, and make us deem 
Not this, or that, but all Religions falſe. 
Bend. Our holy Orator has loſt the Cauſe: LA 
| ut 
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But I ſhall yet redeem it. —{To Dorax.] Let him go; 
For I have ſecret Orders from the Emperor, 
Which none but you muſt hear: I muſt confeſs, 


J cou'd have wiſh'd ſome other Hand had brought em. | 


When did you ſee your Pris'ner, great Sebaſtian? 
Dor. You might as well have aſk'd me, when I ſaw 

A creſted Dragon, or a Baſiliſk ; 

Both are leſs Poiſon to my Eyes and Nature. 

He knows not I am I; nor ſhall he fee me, 

Till Time has perfected a lab'ring Thought, 

That rowls within my Breaſt. 

Bend. "Twas my Miſtake : 

I gueſs'd indeed that Time, and his Misfortun 

And your — Duty had effac'd 

The Mem'ry of paſt Wrongs ; they wou'd in me, 

And I judg'd you as tame, and as forgiving. 

Dor. Forgive him ! no : I left my feolith Faith, 
Becauſe it wou'd oblige me to Forgiveneſs, 

Bend. I can't but grieve to find you obſtinate : 

For you muſt ſee him; tis our Emp'ror's Will, 

And ſtrict Command. 

Dor. ] laugh at that Command. [him. 

Bend. You muſt do more than fee ; ſerve, and reſp«& 

Dor. See, ſerve him, and reſpe&, and after all 
My yet uncancell'd Wrongs, I muſt do this! 

But I forget my ſelf. r 
Bend. Indeed you do. 

Der. The Emp'ror is a Stranger to my Wrongs ; 

I need but tell my Story, to revoke 

'This hard Commiſſion. 

Bend. Can you call me Friend, 

And think I cou'd negle& to ſpeak, at full, 

Th' Aﬀronts you had from your ungrateful Maſter ? 
Dor. And yet enjoin'd my Service and Attendance ? 
Bend. And yet enjoin'd 'em both : Wou'd that were 

He tkrew'd his Face into a harden'd Smile, Call; 

And ſaid Sebaftian knew to govern Slaves. 

Dor. Slaves are the Growth of Africt, not of Europe: 
By Heav'n, I will not lay down my Cemmiſſion ; 
Not at his Foot, I will not _—_ ſo low; 
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But if there be a Part in all his Face 
More ſacred than the reſt, I'll throw it there. 2 
Bend. You may; but then you loſe all future Mean 
Of Vengeance on Sebaſizan, when no more 9 
Alcade of this Fort. oe 
Dor. That Thought eſcap'd me. 3 
Bend. Keep your Command, and be reveng'd on bot; 
Nor ſooth your felf ; you have no Pow'r t'affront him; 
The Emp'ror's Love protects him from Inſults. 3 
And he who ſpoke that proud, i!l-natur'd Word, 4 
Following the Bent of his impetuous Temper, YA 
May force your Reconcilement to Sebaſtian : 
Nay bid you kneel, and kiſs th' offending Foot, 
That kick'd you from his Preſence. * a 
But think not to divide their Puniſhment ; 
You cannot touch a Hair of leath'd Sebaſtian, 
While Muley-Moluch lives. 
Dor. What meaus this Riddle ? 3 
Bend. Tis out: There needs no OEdipus to ſolve it. 
Our Emp'ror is a Tyrant, fear'd and hated; «7 4 
I ſcarce remember in his Reign, one Day 
Paſs guiltleſs o'er his execrable Head. 
He thinks the Sun is loſt that ſees not Blood : 
When none is ſhed we count it Holiday. 
We, who are moſt in Favour, cannot call 
This Hour our own : —you know the younger Brother, 
Mild Muley-Zeydan ? 7 
Dor. Hold, and let me think. 
Bend. The Soldiers idolize you, 
He truſts you with the Caſtle, 
The Key of all his Kingdom. 
Dor. Well; and he truſts you too. 
Bend. Elſe I were mad, 
To hazard ſuch a daring Enterprize. | 
Der. He truſts us both; mark that, ſhall we betray 
A Maſter, who repoſes Life and Empire Caim; 
On our Fidelity ? I grant he is a I y rant, ; $4? 
That hated Name my Nature moſt abhers; 
More, as you fay, has loaded me with Scorn, 
E\'n with the lait Contempt, to ſerve Seba, bian. 
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Vet more he know he vacates my revenge ; 
Which but by this Revolt I cannot compals : 
But, while he truſts me, *twere ſo baſe a Part 
To fawn, and yet becray ; I ſhou'd be hiſs'd 
And whoop'd in Hell for that Ingratitude. 
Bend. Confider well what I have done for you. 
Dor. Conſider thou what thou wou'dſt have me do. 
Bend. You've too much Honour for a Renegade. 
Dor. And thou too little Faith to be a Fav'rite. 
Is not the Bread thou eat'ſt, the Robe thou wear'ſt, 
Thy Wealth and Honours, all the pure Indulgence 
Of him thou wouldſt deftroy ? 
And wou'd his Creature, nay, his F riend betray him ? 
Why then no Bond is left on human Kind: 
Diſtruſts, Debates, immortal Strifes enſue; 
Children may murder Parents, Wives their Huſbands; 
All muſt be Kapine, Wars and Deſolation, 
When Truſt and Gratitude no longer bind. 
Bend. Well have you argued in your own Defence; 
You, who have burit aſunder all thoſe Bonds, 
And turn'd a Rebel to your native Prince. 
Dor. True, I rebell'd: But when did I betray ? 
Indignities, which Man cou'd not ſupport, 
Provok'd my Vengeance to this noble Crime: 
But he had ſtrippd me firſt of my Command, 
Diſmiſs'd my Service, and abſoly'd my Faith ; 
And, with Aſdainfal Language, dar'd my Work. 
I but accepted War, which he denounc'd. 
Elſe had you ſeen, not Dorax, but Alonzo, 
With his couch'd Lance againſt your foremoſt Moors, 
Perhaps too tarn'd the Fortune of the Day; 
Made Aftict mourn, and Portugal triumph. 
Bend. Let me embrace thee. 
Dor. Stand off Sycophant, 
And keep Infection diſtant. 
Bend. * and honeſt. 
Dor. In ſpite of thy Temptations. 
Bend. Call em Tryals : | 
They were no more: Thy Faith was held i in Balance, 


And nicely weigh'd by Jealouſy of Pow'r, 
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Vaſt was the Truſt of ſuch a Royal Charge; | 
And our wiſe Emperor might juftly fear = . 
Sebaſtian might be freed arid reconcil'd, | 
By new Obligements, to thy former Love. 

Dor. I doubt thee till ; thy Reaſons were too ftrong, 
And driven too near the Head, to be but Artifice : A 
And after all, I know thou art a Stateſman, 

Where Truth is rarely found. 9 

Bend. Behold the Emperor; | | 1 

Enter Emperor, Sebaſtian, and Almeyda. 1 

Aſk him, I beg thee, to be juſtify'd, | 
If he employ'd me not to foord thy Soul, 1 
And try the Footing whether falſe or firm. { 
Dor. Death to my Eyes, I fee Sebaſtian with him! 


Muſt he be {crv'd ! avoid him; if we meet, I 
It muſt be like the Crufh of Heav'n and Earth, 1 1 
'T*involve us both in Ruin. Exit. 5 


Bend. Twas a bare faving Game I made with Borax, 

But better ſo than loſt: he cannot hurt me, a 

That I precaution'd ; I muſt ruin him. | 

But now this Love; ay, there's the gath'ring Storm 

The Tyrant muſt not wed A/meyda ; no, 

'That ruins all the Fabrick I am raifing. 

Yet ſeeming to approve * me 'Time, 

And gaining Time gains all. 2 
[ Benducar goes and waits behind the Emperor. 

The Emperor, Sebaſtian, and Almeyda advance to the © 

| Front 7 the Stage: Cuards and Attendants. ; 

Emp.to Seb. Ibade em ſerve you, and if they obey not, 
I keep my Lions keen within their Dens, | 
To ſtep their Maws with diſobedient Slaves. 

Seb. If J had conquer'd, 
They cou'd not have with more Obſervance waited : 
Their Eyes, Hands, Feet, 

Are all ſo quick, they ſeem thave but one Motion, 
To catch my flying Words. Only the Al/cade 
Shuns me, and with a grim Civility 

Bows, and declines my Walke. 

Emp. A Renegade 
I know no more of him: But that he's brave, 
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And hates your Chriſtian Sect. If you can frame 
A farther Wiſh, give wing to your Deſires, 
And name the thing you want. 
Seb. My Liberty; | 
For were ev'n Paradiſe it ſelf my Priſon, 
Still I ſhou'd long to leap the Cryſtal Walls. | 
Emp. Sure our two Souls have ſomewhere been ac- 
In former Beings : Or ſtruck out together, e 
One Spark to Africk flew, and one to Portugal. 
Expect a quick Deliverance: [urning to Almeyda].Here's 
Of Kindred Soul to both : Pity our Stars [a Third, 
Have made us Foes ! I ſhou'd not wiſh her Death. 
Alm. I aſk no Pity ; if I thought my Soul 
Of Kin to thine, ſoon wou'd I rend my Heart-ftrings, 
And tear out that Alliance : But thou Viper 


HFaſt cancell'd Kindred, made a Rent in Nature, 


And thro' her holy Bowels gnaw'd thy Way, 
Thro' thy own Blood to Empire. 
Emp. 'This again: | 
And yet ſhe lives, and only lives t'upbraid me. 
Seb. What Honour is there in a Woman's Death! 
Wrong'd as ſhe ſays, but helpleſs to Revenge; 
Strong in her Paſſion, impotent of Reaſon, 
Too weak to hurt, too fair to be deſtroy'd. 
Mark her Majeſtick Fabrick ; ſhe's a Temple 


Sacred by Birth, and built by Hands divine 


Her Soul's. the Deity that lodges there: 
Nor is the Pile unworthy of the God. ; 
Emp. She's all that thou canſt ſay, or I can think. 


| But the Perverſeneſs of her clam'rous Tongue 


» "IDE * 3 


Strikes Pity deaf. 

Seb. Then only hear her Eyes; | 
Tho' they are mate, they plead ; nay more command: 
For beauteous Eyes have arbitrary Power. 
All Females have Prerogative of Sex, 

The Shees even of the ſalvage Herd are ſafe : 
All when they ſnarl or bite, have no Return 


But Courtſhip from the Male. BRI 
Emp. Were She not She, and I not Maley-Meolach, 
I 692% aA 


She's Miſtreſs of inevitable Charms, 


56 Don SEBASTIAN, 


For all but me; nor am I ſo exempt, 
But that——I know not what I was to . 
But I am too obnoxious to my Friends, 
And ſway'd by your Advice. 
Seb. Sir, I advis'd not; 
By Heav'n, I never counſel'd Love but Pity. 
Emp. By Heav'n thou didſt: Deny it not, thou didſt: 


For what was all that Prodigality 
Of Praiſe, but to enſlave me — 
Seb. Sir 
. Emp. No more: 


Thou haſt cotvinc'd me, that ſhe's worth my Love. 
Seb. Was ever Man ſo ruin'd by himſelf? ce, 3 
Alm. ThyLove; that odious Mouth was never framd 

To ſpeak a Word fo ſoft : 4 


Name Deach again, for that thou canſt pronounce We 

With horrid Graze, becoming of a Tyrant. E 

Love is for human Hearts, and not for thine, 1 
Where the brute Beaſt extinguiſhes the Man. 4 


Emp. Such if I were, yet rugged Lions love, 
And grapple, and compel their falvage Dames. —- 
Mark, my Sebaſtian, how that ſullen Frown, [She frownr. 
Like laſhing Lightning, opens angry Heaven; 
And while it kills, delights. But yet, inſult not 
Too ſoon, proud Beauty, I confeſs no _ 

Seb. No Sir, I faid fo, and I witneſs for 
Not Love, but noble Pity mov'd your Mi 
Int'reſt might urge you too to ſave her Life ® 
For thoſe who wiſh her Party loſt, might murmur 


At ſhedding Royal Blood. 6 
Emp. Right, thou inſtruct'ſt me: "0 
Int'reſt of State requires not Death, but Marriage, . 1 


- 'T*anite the jarring Titles of our Line. 
Seb. —11— all I plead, [ Alat. 
Like Wildfire thrown againſt the Winds, returns 

With double Foree to burn me. 

Emp. Cou'd I but bend, to make my a Foe 
The Partner of my Throne, and of my Bed 

Alm. Still thou diſſembleſt; but I read thy Heart, 
And Know the * of my oym Charms W 


Y 11 Shad 
"Wy * 48 


And I am pleas'dfor my Revenge thou doſt. 

Emp. And thou haſt Cauſe. 

Alm. I have, for I have Power to make thee wretched. 
Be ſure I will, and yet deſpair of Freedom. | 

Emp. Well then, J love, 
And 'tis below my Greatneſs to difown it: 

Love thee implacably, yet hate thee too; 

Wou'd hunt thee bare-foot, in the mid-day Sun, 
Thro' the parch'd Defarts, and the ſcorching Sands, 
T' enjoy thy Love, and once enjoy*d, to kill thee. 

Alm. "Tis a falſe Courage, when thou threatneſt me; 

Thou canſt not ſtir a Hand to touch my Life: 
Do not I ſee thee tremble while thou ſpeak'ſ|t ? 
Lay by thy Lion's Hide, vain Conqueror, 

And take the Diftaff ; for thy Soul's my Slave. 

| Emp. Confuſion! How thou view'ſt my very Heart! 
J cou'd as ſoon 
Stop a Spring Tide, blown in, with my bare Hand, 

As this 1mpetuous Love: Yes, Iwill wed thee : 
In ſpite of thee, and of my ſelf, I will. 

Alm. For what? te People Africa with Monſters, 

Which that unnatural Mixture muſt produce? 
No, were we join'd, ev'n tho? it were in Death, 
Our Bodies burning in one Funeral Pile, 

= The Prodigy of Thebes.whu'd be renew'd, * 
And my divided Flame ſhou'd break — _ 

Emp. Serpent, I will engender Poiſon with thee 3 
Join Hate with Hate, add Venom to the Birth ; 
Our Off. ſpring, like the Seed of Dragons Teeth, 
Shall iſſue arm'd, and fight themſelves to Death. 

4 Alm. I'm calm again, thou canſt not marry me. 

Emp. As Gleams of Sunfhine ſoften Storms to Showers, 
So if you ſmile, the Loudneſs of my Rage 
In gentle Whiſpers ſhall return, but this 
That nothing can divert my Love but Death. 

Alm. See how thou art deceiv'd, I am a Chriſtian ;] 
"Tis true, unpractis d in my new Belief, 

Wrongs I reſent, nor pardon yet with Eaſe: 
Thoſe Fruits come late, and are of flow Increaſe 
In haughty Hearts, like mine: Now, tell thy ſeif 
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If this one Word deſtroy not thy Deſign : 
Thy Law permits thee not to marry me. 
Emp. "Tis but a ſpecious Tale, to blaſt my Hopes, 
And baffle my Pretenſions. Speak Sebaſtian, 
And as a King, ſpeak true. 
Seb. Then, thus adjur'd, 
On a King's Word *tis Truth, but Truth ill tim'd ; 
For her dear Life is now expos'd anew ; 
Unleſs you wholly can put on Divinity, 
And graciouſly forgive. 
Alm. Now learn by this, 
The little Value I have left for Life, 
And trouble me no more. 
Emp. I thank thee, Woman; | 
Thou haſt reſtor'd me to my native Rage; 
And I will ſeize my Happineſs by force. 


Seb. Know Mulcy-Molxch, when thou dar'ft attempt 


Emp. Beware, I wou'd not be provok'd to uſe 


N 
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A Conquerors Right, and therefore charge oy Silence. 


If thou would'ſt merit to be thought my Friend, 
] leave thee to perſuade her to Compliance : 

If not, there's a new Guſt in Raviſhment, 
Which I have never try'd. 


Bend. They muſt be watch'd ; [ Afede. ; 


For ſomething I obſery'd creates a Doubt. | 


[Exit Emp. and Bend. 
Seb. I've been tos tame, have baſely born my Wrong, 


And not exerted all the King within me: 
I heard him, O ſweet Heav'ns, he threat'ned Rape; 
Nay, inſolently urg'd me to T_T thee, 
Ev'n thee, thou Idol of my Soul and Eyes; 
For whom I ſuffer Life, and drag this Being. 
Alm. You turn my Priſon to a Paradile ; 
But I have turn'd your Empire to a Priſon : 
In all your Wars good Fortune flew before you; 
Sublime you fat in Triumph on her Wheel ; 
Till in my fatal Cauſe your Sword was drawn, 
The Weight of my Misfortunes dragg'd you down. 


Seb. And is't not ſtrange, that Heav'n ſhould bleſs my 1 
In common Cauſes, and deſert the beſt ? [Arms 
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Now in your greateſt, laſt Extremity, 
When I wou'd aid you moſt, and moſt deſire it, 


I bring but Sighs, the Succours of a Slave. 


Alm. Leave then the Luggage of your Fate behind 
To make yonr Flight more eaſy, leave Almeyda : 
Nor think me left a baſe ignoble Prey, 

Expos'd to this inhuman Tyrant's Luſt ; 
My Virtue is a Guard beyond my Strength, 
And Death, my laſt Defence, within my Call. 

Seb. Death may be call'd in vain, and cannot come; 
Tyrants can tie him up from your Relief: | 
Nor has a Chriſtian Privilege to die. 

Alas thou art too young in thy new Faith; 

Brutus and Cato might diſcharge their Souls, 

And give them Furlo's for — World: 

But we like Centries, are oblig'd to ſtand 

In Starleſs Nights, and wait th' appointed Hour. 
Alm. If ſhunning Ill be good 

Ta. thoſe who cannot ſhun it but by Death, 
Divines but on undiſcover'd Worlds, 

And draw the diſtant Landſcape as they pleaſe : 
But who has e' er return'd from thoſe bright Regions, 
'To tell their Manners, and relate their Laws ? 
I'll venture landing on that happy Shore 

With an-unſully'd Body and white Mind; 

If I have err'd, ſome kind Inhabitant 

Will pity a ſtray*d Soul, and take me home. 

Seb. Beware of Death, thou canſt not die unperjur'd, 

And leave an unaccompliſh'd Love behind. 
Thy Vows are mine; nor will I quit my Claim: 
'The Tye of Minds are but imperfe& Bonds, 

Unleſs the Bodies join to ſeal the Contract. 

Alm. What Joys can you poſſeſs, or can I give, 
Where Groans of Death ſucceed the Sighs of Love ? 
Our Hymen has not on his Saffron Robe; . 
But muffled up in Mourning, downward holds 
His 2 extinguiſh'd with his Tears. 

Seb. The Ged of Love ſtands ready to revive it 
With his Ztherial Breath. $i 

Alm. "Tis late to join, — — 


* 
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Seb. Nay, rather let us haſte it, ere we part: 
Our Fouls for want of that — 7 here, 
May wander in the ſtarry Walks abeve, 


And, forc'd on worſe Companions, miſs our ſelves, 


Alm: The Tyrant will not long be abſent hence; 


And ſoon I ſhall be raviſh'd from your Arms. 


Seb. Wilt thou thy ſelf become the greater Tyrant, 
And give not Love, while theu haſt Love to give? 
In dangerous Days, when Riches are a Crime, 
The Wiſe betimes make over their Eſtates : 

Make o'er thy Honour, by Deed ef Truſt, 
And give me Seizure of the mighty Wealth. 

Alm. W hat ſhall I do! O teach me to refuſe ! 

I wou'd ; and yet I tremble at the Grant. 
For dire Preſages fright my Soul by Day, 

And boding Viſions — my nightly Dreams; 
Sometimes, methinks, I hear the Groans of Ghoſts; 


Thin, hollow, Sounds, and lamentable Screams; 


Then, like a dying Echo, from afar, 
My Mother's Veice, that cries, Wed not, Almeyda ! 
Forewarn'd Almeyda, Marriage is thy Crime. 
Seb. Some envious Demon, to delude our Joys; 
Love is not Sin, but where tis ſinful Love. 
Alm. Mine is a Flame fo holy and ſo clear, 
That the white Taper leaves no Soot behind ; 
No Smoak of Luft ; but chaſte as Sifter*s Love, 
When coldly they return a Brother's Kiſs, 


| Without the Zeal that meets at Lovers Mouths. 


Seb. Laugh then at fond Preſages; I had ſome ; 
Fam'd Noftradamas, when he took my Horoſcope, 
Foretold my Father, I ſhowd wed with Inceſt : 
Ere this unhappy War my Mother dy'd ; 
And Siſters I had none; vain Augury ! 

A long religious Life, a holy Age, 
My Stars aſſign'd me too; 1mpoſſible : 
For how can Inceſt ſuit with Holineſs, 
Or Prieftly Orders with a Princely State? 
Alm. Old venerable Avarez ! — 
Seb. But why that Sigh in naming that goed Man? 
An. Your Father's Counſellor and Confident —— 


[S ighing. 
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Twas in that fatal Moment, he diſcover'd 


hen knock'd his aged Breaſt, and inward groan'd ; 
of thoſe whom belt he lov'd, and cou d not fave. 
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geb. He was; and, if he lives, my ſecond Father. 
Alm. Mark d our Farewel, when going to the Fight, 
ou gave Almeyda for the Word of Baitel : 


The Love that long we labour'd to conceal. 
I know it; tho' my Eyes ſtood full of Tears, 
Yet thro! the Miſt I ſaw him ſtedfaſt gaze: 


Like ſome ſad Prophet, that foreſaw the Doom 


Seb. It ſtartles me ! and brings to my Remembrance, 
That, when the-Shock of Battle was WR” 7 
He wou'd have much complain'd (but had not Time) 
Of our hid Paſſion ; then, with lifted Hands, 
He begg'd me by my Father's Sacred Soul, 
Not to eſpouſe you, if he dy'd in Fight : 
For if he liv'd, and we were Conquerors, | 
He had ſuch Things to urge againſt our Marriage, 
As, now declar'd, wou'd blunt my Sword in Battel, 
And daſtardize my Co , | 
Alm. My Blood cruddles, 
And cakes about my Heart. 
Seb. I'll breath a Sigh, ſo warm inte thy Boſom, 
Shall make it flow again. My Love, he knows not 
Thou art 4 Chriſtian ; that produc'd his Fear : 
Leſt thou ſhou'dſt ſooth my Soul with Charms ſo ſtrong, 
That Heav'n might prove too weak. . 
Alm. There muſt be more: 
This cou'd not blunt your Sword. 
Seb. Yes, if I drew it, with a curſt Intent, 
To take a Misbeliever to my Bed; 
It muſt be ſo. 
Alm. Let 
Seb. No, thou ſhalt nct plead 


With that fair Mouth, againſt the Cauſe of Love. 


Within this Caſtle is a Captive Prieſt, 

My Holy Conſeſſor, whoie free Acceſs 

Not ev'n the barb'rous Victors have refas'd ; 

This Hour his Hands ſhall make us one. ; 
Alm. I go, with Love and Fortune, two blind Guides, 

| | : >" 
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To lead my Way : half loth, and half conſenting, 
If, as my Soul forebodes, ſome dire Event oe 
Purſue this Union, or ſome Crime unknown, þ 
Forgive me Heav'n, ; and all ye Bleſt above, 9 
Excuſe the Frailty of unbounded Love. [ Exeunt an 
3 
4 


SCE N-iE IL Suppes'd a Garden; wit 
Lodging Rooms behind it, or on the Sides. 
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Enter Mufti, Antonio as 4 Slave, and Johayma the | | 

| Mufti's Wife. , : 
Muf. And how do you like him? look upon hin 
well; he's a perſonable Fellow of a Chriſtian Dog. 
Now I think you are fitted for a Gardiner: Ha, what 
ſay'ſt thou, Fohayma ? | 3 
b. He may make a ſhift to ſow Lettice, raiſe Me. 
lons, and water a Garden-Plat: but otherwiſe a very 
filthy Fellow : how odiouſly he ſmells of his Country 
Garlick ! fugh, how he ſtinks of Spain. 4 


Muf. Why Honey-bird, I bought him on ſe for 
2 T Chriſtian $ 


* 
1 
* 


thee ; didſt not thou ſay thou long' dſt for 
Slave? 

Job. Ay, but the Sight of that loathſome Creature ha: 
almoſt cur d me; and how can I tell that he's a Chriſ. 
tian? and he were well ſearch'd, he may prove a - 
for ought I know. And beſides, I have always long d 

for an Eunuch ; for they ſay that's a civil Creature, and 
_ almoſt as harmleſs as your ſelf, Husband : Speak Fel- 
low, are not you ſuch a kind of peaceable Thing? 

Ant. I was never taken for one in my own Country; 
And not very peaceable neither, when I am well pro- 
vok'd. 6 | 
Muff: To your Occupation, Dog; bind up the Jeſſa- 
mines in yond' Arbour, and handle your Pruning-Knife © 
with Dexterity ; tightly I ſay, go tightly to your Buſi- 
neſs : you have coſt me much; and muſt earn it in your 7 
Work; here's plentiful Proviſion for you, Raſcal, Sal- 
ladding in the Garden, and Water in the Tanck, and | 
on Ho:ydays the licking of a Platter of Rice when you | 


deſerve it. YH 
a Job. E 


* 
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Fob. What have you been bred up to, Sirrah, and 
© what can you perform to recommend you to my Service ? 
Ant. [making Legs.] Why Madam, I can perform as 
much as any Man, in a fair Lady's Service. I can play 
upon the Flute, and fing ; I can carry your Umbrella,and 
fan your Ladyſhip, and cool you when you are too hot ; 
in fine, no Service either -by Day or by Night ſhall come 
amiſs to me; and beſides, am of ſo quick an Apprehen- 
fion, that you need but wink upon me at any Time, to 
make me underſtand my Duty. [She winks at him. 
Ant. Very fine,ſhe has tipt the Wink already.—[ Aſide. 
Job. The Whelp may come to ſomething in Time, 
when I have enter'd him into his Bufineſs. | 
Muf. A very malapert Cur, I can tell him that; I 
de not like his Fauning ; you muſt be taught your Di- 
ſtance, Sirrah. Strikes him. 
Job. Hold, hold He has deſerv'd it I confeſs ; but 
for once let his Ignorance plead his Pardon ; we muſt not 
diſcourage a Beginner. Your Reverence has taught us 
Charity ev'n to Birds and Beaſts : here you filthy = 
take this little Alms to buy you Plaiſters. - 
[ Gives him a Piece 4 Money. 
| Ant. Money, and a Love-Pinch in the Infide of my 
Palm into the Bargain. I[Alat. 
N Enter à Servant. * | 
Serv. Sir, my Lord Benducar is coming to wait on 
you, and is already at the Palace Gate. 
Muf. Come in, Jobayma, regulate the reſt of my 
Wives, and Concubines, and leave the Fellow to his Work. 
Job. How ſtupidly he ſtares about him, like a Calf 
new come into the World : I ſhall teach you, Sirrah, to 
know your Bufineſs a little better : this Way you 
aukward Raſcal, here lies the Arbour, muſt I be ſhew- 
ing you eternally ? [ Turning him about. 
Muf. Come away, Minion ; you ſhall ſhew him no- 


g. 

Job. I'll but bring him into the Arbour, where a Roſe- 
tree and a Myrtle-tree are juſt falling for want of a Prop: 
if they were bound together, they wouꝰd help to keep up 
one another: He's a raw Gardiner, and tis but Cha- 
rity to teach him, Muf. 


you 
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Maf. No more Deeds of Charity to Day; come in, 
uy ſhall think you a little better diſpes'd than I cou 
wiſh you. BRANT *+ "v3 

Job. Well, go before, I will follow my Paſtor. » 
Mf. So you may caft a gn Eye behind you; In 
before me; and you Saucineſs, mind your Pruning. U 
knife; or I may chance to uſe it for you. 6. 
| [Exeunt Mufti and Johayma, g 
Ht. [alone.] Thank you for that, but I am in no 
ſuch haſte to be made a Muſulman. For his Wedlock, 
for all her Haughtinefs, I find her coming. How far 
« Chriſtian ſhould refift,  T partly know; but how far m 
a leud young Chriſtian can refiſt, is another Queſtion, 7? 
She's tolerable, and I am a poor Stranger, far from bet. 
ter Friends, and in a bodily Noceflity : Now have I a 7 
ſtrange Temptation to try what other Females are be. 
' longing to this Family: I am not far from the Womens 
Apartment I am ſure; and if theſe Birds are within di- 
ſtance, here's that will chackle em together. [pulls ont 
bis Flute. ] IIf there be variety of Moors Fleſh in this 
holy 3 *twere Madneſs to lay out all my Money 
upon the firft Bargain. [ He plays. 
* [4 Grate opens, and Morayma the Mufti's Daughter © 
appears at it. . 

Ant. Ay there's an Apparition! This is a Morſe!l 
worthy of a Mani; this is a reliſhing bit in Secret; 
this is the Myſtery of his Alcoran, that muſt be reſer- 
ved from the Knowledge of the profane Vulgar. This 
is the Holiday Devotion; fee, ſhe beckons too. — ©? 
6+ Hos [She beckons to him. 

Mor. Come a little nearer, and ſpeak ſoftly. d. 
Ait. I come, I come, TI warrant thee ; the leaſt Twin- 
kle had brought me to thee ; ſuch another kind Sylla- 
ble or two wou'd turn me to a Meteor, and draw me 
up to thee. | | | b. 

Mor. I dare not ſpeak, for fear of being overheard ; but 
if you think my Perfon worth your Hazard, and can de- 
ſerve my Love— the re{ this Note ſhall tell you 
{throws down a Handkerchief.] No more, my Heart 
goes with you. [ Exit from the _ 
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Ant. O thou pretty little Heart ; art thou flown hither ? 
u keep it warm I warrant it, and brood upon it in the 
ew Neſt: but now upon my Treaſure trove, that's 
A npt up in the Handkerchief ; No peeping here, tho I 
Dong to be ſpelling her Arabick Scrawls and Pot-hooks. 
nut I muſt carry off my Prize as Robbers do; and not 
i think of ſharing the Booty before I am free from Dan- 
a. ger, and out of Eye-ſhot from the other Windows. If 
ber Wit be as poynant as her Eyes, I am a double Slave. 


L 4 Our Northern Beauties are meer Dough to theſe : In- 


f pid white Earth, meer Tobacco-pipe Clay: with no 
ef more Soul and Motion in em than a Fly in Winter. 


Here the warm Planet ripens and ſublimes 

The well-bak'd Beauties of the Southern Climes ; 

Our Cupid's but a Bungler in his Trade; 

His keeneſt Arrows are in Africt made. [Exit. 
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A T, errace-IWalk 3 or ſome other publick Place 

; in the Caſtle of Alcazar. 

5 1 mperor M uley-Moluch, and Benducar, 

4 Emp. MI. PI! not believe it; tis Impoſture; 
Improbable they ſhould preſume t' attempt, 

Impoſſible they ſhould effect their Wiſh. OS 


Bend. Have patience till I clear it. 
Emp. I have none: | 


Go bid our moving Plains of Sand lie ſtill, 
And ſtir not, when the ſtormy South blows high: 
From top to bottom thou haſt toſs'd my Soul, 

And now *tis in the Madneſs of the Whirl, 

Requir'ſt a ſudden ſtop ? unſay thy Lye, 

That may in time do ſomewhat, 

Zend. I have done: Fe: 
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For, ſince it pleaſes you it ſhou'd be forg'd, 
Tis fit it ſnou'd: far be it from your Slave 
To raiſe Diſturbance in your Sacred Breaſt. 
Emp. 3 is my Slave as well as thou; 
Nor durſt offend my Love by that Preſumption. 
Bend. Moſt ſure he ought not. 
Emp. Ihen all Means were wanting; 
No Prieſt, no Ceremonies of their Sex; 
Or, grant we theſe Defe&s cou'd be ſupply'd, 
How cou'd our Prophet do an Act fo baſe, 
So to reſume his Gifts, and curſe my Conqueſts, 
By making me unhappy ?- No, the Slave | 
That told thee ſo abſurd a Story, ly'd. = 
Bend. Yet till this Moment I have found him faithful 
He ſaid he ſaw it too. | . 
mp. Diſpatch ; what ſaw he? | 
Bend. Truth is confidering, with what Earneſtneſs 2 
Sebaſtian pleaded for Almeyda's Life, ; 
Inhanc'd her Beauty, dwelt upon her Praiſe. —— *? 
Emp. O ſtupid, and unthinking as I was! | 
I might have mark'd it too; *twas groſs and palpable! } 
Bend. Methought I trac'd a Lover ill diſguis'd ; 
And ſent my Spy, a ſharp obſerving Slave, 
T' inform me better, if I sd aright. 
He told me, that he ſaw Sebaſtian's Page 
Run croſs the Marble Square, who ſoon return'd, 
And after him there lagg'd a puffing Fryar ; 
Cloſe wrapt he bore ſome ſecret Inſtrument 
Of Chriſtian Superſtition in his Hand; 
My Servant follow'd faſt, and thro' a Chink 
Perceiv'd the Royal Captives Hand in Hand: 
And heard the hooded F ather mumbling Charms, 
That make thoſe Miſbelievers Man and Wife; 
Which done, the Spouſes kiſs'd with ſuch a Fervour, 
And gave ſuch furious Earneft of their Flames, 
That their Eyes ſparkled, and their mantling Blood 
Flew fluſhing o'er their Faces. 
Emp. Hell confound 'em ! 
Bend. The Reverend Father with a holy, Leer, 
Saw he might well be ſpar'd, and ſoon withdrew : ra 
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his forc'd my Servant to a quick Retreat, 

For fear to be diſcover'd ; guels the reſt. 

En. I do. My Fancy is too exquiſite, 

BD nd tortures me with their imagin'd Bliſs. we 

Eome Earthquake ſhou'd have riſen and rent the 

3 Ground, 

Fave ſwallow'd him, and left the longing Bride 

In Agony of unaccompliſh'd Love. [Walks diſorderly. 

; Enter the Mufti. 

Bend. In an unlucky Hour LAlide. 

hat Fool intrudes, raw in this great Affair, 

\nd uninſtructed how to ſtem the Tide. , 

[Coming up te the Mufti afide. 

The Emp'ror muſt not marry, nor enjoy ; 

eep to that Point; ſtand firm, for all's at Stake. 

[Emp. ſeeing bim. ] You Druggerman of Heaven, muſt 
I attend | 

our droaning Prayers? Why came ye not before ? 

Doſt thou not know the Captive King has dar'd 

To wed 4l/meyda ? Cancel me that Marriage, 

And make her mine; about the Buſineſs, quick. 
Expound thy Mabomet; make him ſpeak my Senſe, 
Or he's no Prophet here, and thou no Mu/?:, 90 
Unleſs thou know'ſt the Trick of thy Vocation, 
To wreſt and rend the Law to pleaſe thy Prince. 

Muf. Why, verily the Law is monſtrous plain: 
There's not one doubtful Text in all the Alcoran, 
Which can he wrench'd in favour to your Project. 

Emp. Forge one, and foiſt it into ſome By-place 
Of ſome old rotten Roll ; do't, I command thee : 

Muſt I teach thee thy Trade ? 
Muf. It cannot be, ; 
For Matrimony being the deareſt Point 
Of Law, the WD ve it all by Heart: 
A Cheat on Procreation will not paſs. 
Beſides, th* Offence is ſo exorbitant, [ In a higher Dont. 
To mingle with a miſbelieving Race, 
That ſpeedy Vengeance wou'd purſue your Crime, 
And Holy Mahomet launch himſelf from Heav'n 
Before th unready Thunderbolts were form'd. 


Emp. 
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Emperor taking bim by the Throat with one Hand, Snatch 
out his Sword <with the other, and points it to bis Brea I 
Emp. Slave, have I rais'd thee to this Pomp and Pow'r, 

To Fs ey againſt my Will? Know I am Law ; . 

thou, not Mahomet's Meſſenger, but mine; 

Make it, 1 charge thee, make my Pleaſure lawful ; 

Or firſt 1 ſtrip thee of thy ghoſtly "Greatneſs, 

Then ſend thee poſt to tell thy Tale above ; 

And bring thy vain Memorials to thy Prophet 

Of Juſtice done below for Diſobedience. 5 
Mi, For Heaven's fake hold, the reſpite ofa Moment q 

To think for you 7 
Emp. And for thy ſelf — = 
Muf. For both. : 
Bend. Diſgrace, and Death, and Avarice have 161 

him! an 
Muf. is true, our Law forbids to wed a Chriſtian 

But it forbids you not to raviſh her. 

You have a Conqueror's Right upon your Slave; 

And then the more deſpight you do a Chriſtian, 

You ſerve the Prophet more, who loaths that Sect. 
Emp. O now it mends ; and you talk Reaſon, Mufti. 

But ſtay! I promis'd F reedom to Sebaſtian. 

Now Mou d T grant it, his revengeful Soul 

Wou'd ne'er forgive his violated Fed. 1 
Muf. Kill him, for then you give him Liberty; | 

His Soul is from his earthly Priſon freed. 
Emp. How happy is the Prince who has a Churchman 

So learn'd and plant to expound his Laws 
Bend. Two things J humbly offer to your Prudence. 
Emp. Be brief, but let not either thwart my Love. 
Bend. Firſt, Since our holy Man has made Rape lawful, 

Fright her with that ; proceed not yet to Force: 

Why ſhou'd yon pluck the green diftaftefu Fruit 

From the unwilling Bough, 

When it may ripen of it ſelf, and fall ? | 
Emp. Grant hera Day ; tho' that's too much to give 

Out of a Life which I devote to Love. 
Bend. Then next, to bar 

All future Hopes of her defir'd Sehaftian," 

Let Dorax be enjoin'd to bring his Head. 
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Emp. [to the Mufti. ] Go, Mi, call him to receive 
| his Orders. | [Exit Mufti, 
nate thy Counſel; her Deſires new rous'd, | 
nd yet unſlak'd, will kindle in her Fancy, 

XA nd make her eager to renew the Feaſt, 

Bend. [ Ade. Dorax, I know before, will diſobey 2 
FT here's a Foe's Head well cropt —— 

hut this hot Love precipitates my Plot; 

And brings it to Projection ere its Time. 

ter Sebaſtian and Almeyda, band in hand; upon fight 
the Emperer, they ſeparate, and ſeem diſturb dl. 

Ain. He breaks at unawares upon our W 

And like a Midnight Wolf invades the Fold: 

X Make ſpeedy Preparation of your Soul, 

And bid it arm apace : He comes for Anſwer, 
And brutal Miſchief fits upon his Brow. 

Seb. Not the laſt Sounding cou'd ſurprize me more, 
That ſummons drouzy Mortals to their Doom, 

When calPd in haſte they fumble for their Limbs, 

And tremble unprovided for'their Charge : 

My Senſe has been ſo deeply plung'd in Joys, 

The Soul out- ſlept her Hour; and ſcarce awake, 

Wou'd think too late, and cannot: But brave Minds 

At worſt can dare their oy ; 
= Emp. [comi to them | Have you perform'd 
8 Your ivr — treated with E 

Seb. I had no Tine. 

Emp. No, not for my Affairs, 

But for your own too Huch. 

Seb. You talk in Clouds, explain your Meaning, Sir. 

Emp. Explain yours firſt : What meant you hand in hand, 
Aud when you ſaw me, with a guilty Start 5 
You loos'd your Hold, affrighted at my Preſence? 

Seb. Affrighted! | P 

Emp. Yes, aitoniſh'd and confounded. 

Seb. What mak'it thou of thy ſelf, and what of me? 
Art thou ſome Ghoſt, ſome Dæmon, or ſome God, 
That 1-ſhou'd ſtand aſtoniſh'd at thy Sight? 

If thou cou'dſt deem ſo meanly of my Courage, 
Why didit thou not engage me Man for Man, 
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And 


For ſuch a Night I would be what I am. 
Hid in the facred Treaſure of the Paſt ; 


O mighty Purchaſe of a boaſted Bliſs ! 
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And try the Virtue of that Gorgon Face, 
To ftare me into Statue ? 

Emp. Oh, thou art now recover'd, but by Heay'y, ® 
Thou wert amaz'd at firſt, as if ſurpriz'd Ar 
At unexpected Baſeneſs brought to light. 1 
For know, ungrateful Man, that Kings, like Gods, | | 
Are every where; walk in th' Abyſs of Minds, | 
And view the dark Receſſes of the Soul. 

Seb. Baſe and ungrateful never was I thought; I 
Nor till this Turn of Fate, durſt thou have call'd me; 
But, ſince thou boaſt'ſt th Omniſcience of a God, 
Say in what Cranny of Sebaſtian's Soul, 9 
Unknown to me, ſo loath'd a Crime is lodg'd? 1 

Emp. Thou haſt not broke my Truſt repos'd in thee! 

Seb. Impos d but not receiv d: Take back that Falſhoi 

Emp. Thon art not marry'd to Almeyda? | 

Seb. Yes. 

Emp. And own'ſt the Uſurpation of my Love ? 

Seb. I own it in the Face of Heav'n and thee, 
No Uſurpation, but a lawful Claim, 

Of which I ſtand poſſeſt 

Emp. Sh' has choſen well, 
Betwixt a Captive and a Conqueror. 

Alm. Betwixt a Monſter and the beſt of Mes. 
He was the Envy of his neighb'ring Kings; 

For him their fighing Queens deſpis'd their Lords, 
And Virgin Davghters bluſh'd when he was nam'd. 
To fare "his noble Chains is more to me, 
Than all the ſalvage Greatne!: of thy Throne. 

Seb. Were I to chuſe again, and knew my Fate, 


1 2 


The Joys I have poſſeſt are ever mine; 
Out of thy Reach behind Eternity, 


But bleſt Remembrance brings em hourly back. 
Emp. Hourly indeed, who haſt but Hours to live: 


To dream of what thou hadſt one fugitive Night, 
And never ſhalt have more. 


Seb. Barbarian, thou canſt part us but a Moment ; = 
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ee ſhall be one again in thy Deſpight ; 
Vie is but Air, id 
hat yields a Paſſage to the whiſtling Sword, 
=D nd cloſes when tis gone. | 
In. How can we better die than cloſe embrac' 
ucking each others Souls while we ex ah 
nich ſo transfus d, and mounting both at once, 
ne Saints deceiv'd ſhall by a ſweet Miftake 
Hand up thy Soul for mine, and mine for thine. 
Emp. No, I'll untwiſt you ; 
have occaſion for your Stay on Earth : 
Met him mount firſt, and beat upon the Wing, 
nd wait an Age for what I here detain ; 
or ſicken at immortal Joys above, | 
nd languiſh for the Heav'n he left below. [join'd ? 
Alm. Thou wilt not dare to break what Heav'n has 
En. Not break the Chain, but change a rotten Link, 
\nd rivet one to laſt. 
Think'ſ thou I come to Right and Wrong ? 
hy lingers Dorax thus ? Where are my Guards, 
[Benducar goes out for the Guards, and returns. 
o drag that Slave to Death? [Pointing to Sebaſtian. 
Now ſtorm and rage, 
Call vainly on thy Prophet, then defy him 
or wanting Power to ſave | | 
Seb. That were to gratify thy Pride : I'll ſhew thee 
How a Man ſhou'd, and how a King dare die: 
So even, that my Soul ſhall walk with Eaſe 
Out of its Fleſh, and ſhut out Life as calmly 
As it does Words; without a Sigh to ndte 
One Struggle in the ſmooth diſſolving Frame. 
Alm.[ to the Emp. ] Expect Revenge from Heav'n, inhu- 
Nor hope t aſcend Sebaftian's H oly Bed. [man Wretch; 


Flames, Daggers, Poiſons, the ſacred Steps; 
Thoſe are the promis'd Pleaſures of my Love. 

Emp. And theſe might fright another, but not me; 
Or me, if I defign'd to give you Pleaſure : 
I ſeek my own, and while that laits, you live. 
b Enter two of the Guards. 
C0, bear the Captive to a ſpeedy Death, 


el | And 
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And ſet my Soul at eaſe. = 
Alm. I charge you hold, ye Miniſters of Death; 
Speak, my Sebaſtian ; 
Plead for thy Life: Oh aſk it of the Tyrant; 
"Tis no Diſhonour, truſt me, Love, tis none: 
I would die for thee, but I cannot plead ; 
My haughty Heart diſdains it, ev'n for thee, 
Still filent ! will the King of Portugal 
Go to his Death like a b Sacrifice? 
Beg him to fave my Life in ſaving thine. 
Seb. Farewel, my Life's not worth another Word. 
Emp. [to the Guards.) Perform your Orders. 
Alm. Stay, take my Farewel too : 
Farewel the Greatneſs of 4/meyda's Soul! 
Look, Tyrant, what Exceſs of Love can do, y 
It pulls me down thus low, as to thy Feet; [ Knees to hin 
. Nay to embrace thy Knees with loathing Hands, | 
Which bliſter when they touch thee : Y: et ev'n thus, 
Thus far I can to fave Sebaſfian's Life. 
Emp. A ſecret Pleaſure trickles through my Veins : 
It works about the Inlets of my Soul! ; 
'To feel thy Touch ; and Pity tempts the Paſs ; 
But the tough Metal of my Heart reſiſts ; 
*Tis — with the ſoft Fire, not melted down. | 
Alm. A Flood of ſcalding Tears will make it run: 
Spare him, Oh ſpare ; can you pretend to Love, 
And have no Pity ? Love and that are Twins. 
Here will I grow ; * 
Thus compaſs you with theſe ſupplanting Cords, 
And pull ſo long till the proud Fabrick falls. 1 
Emp. Still kneel, and ſtill embrace; tis double Pleaſun 
So to be ugg d and fee Sebaſtian die. 3 
Alm. Look, Tyrant, when thou nam'ſt Sebaſtian} 
Thy very Executioners turn pale. [Death, 
Rough as they are, and harden'd in their Trade . 
Of Death, they ſtart at an anointed Head, 
And tremble to approach : — He hears me not ; 
Nor minds th*'Impreflion of a God on Kings; 
Becauſe no Stamp of Heay'n was on his Soul 


But the reſiſting Maſs drove back the Seal. 
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Say 


| Say, tho thy Heart be Rock of Adamant, 


And this one Day of reſpite to reſolve. 


© a thy laſt Breath to thine : I curſe thee not; 
For who can better curſe the Plague or Devil, 


y He ſhall not groan to Hearing: when J ſend, 


Inſtruct me how to bribe thee : Name thy Price; 
Lo, I reſign my Title to the Crown; 
end me to Exile with the Man J love, 
And Baniſhment is Empire. 
And this extinguiſh'd thine ; thou givꝰ'ſt me nothing. 


That's ſomewhat ſure; a mighty Sum of Murder, 


1 Almeyda dooms her dear Sebaſtian's Death! * 
The Skies are huſh'd, no grumbling Thunders roul ; 
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vet Rocks are not impregnable to Bribes: 


Emp. Here's my Claim; 
| [ Clapping his Hand to his Sword. 


Alm. My Father's, Mother's, Brother's Death I pardon: 


Of innocent and kindred Blood ſtruck off. 
My Prayers and Penance ſhall diſcount for theſe, 
And beg of Heav'n to charge the Bill on me: 
Behold what Price I offer, and how dear 
To buy Sebaſtian's Life. 

Emp. Let After-reck'nings trouble fearfub Fools; 
['ll ſtand the Trial of thoſe trivial Crimes: 
But, ſince thou begg'ſ me to preſcribe my Terms, 
The only I can offer are thy Love; 


Grant or deny, for thy next Word is Fate ; 
And Fate is deaf to Pray'r. 


Alm. May Heav'n be ſo [ Rifing up. 


Than to be what they are? That Curſe be thine. 


Now, do not ſpeak, Sebaſtian, for you need not; 
But die, for I reſign your Life: Look, Heav'n, 


But 1s there Heay'n ? for I begin to doubt ; 


Now take your ſwing, ye Impious ; fin unpuniſh'd ; 

Eternal Providence ſeems over-watch'd, 

And with a flumb'ring Nod aſſents to Murder. 
Enter Dorax attended by three Soldiers. 

Emp. Thou mov'ſt a Tortoiſe-pace to my Relief. 
Take hence that, once a King; that ſullen Pride 
That ſwells to Dumbneſs ; lay him in the Dungeon, 
And fink him deep with Irons ; that when he wou'd, 
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The next Commands are Death. 
Alm. Then Prayers are vain as :Curſes. 
Emp. Mach at one | 

In a Slave's Mouth, againſt a Monarch's Pow'r. 

'This Day thou haſt to think ; 30 

At Night, if thou wilt curſe, thou ſhalt curſe'kindly ; 

Then I'll provoke thy Lips; lay. ſiege ſo cloſe, 

That all thy fallying Breath ſhall turn to Bleſſings. 

Make haſte, ſeize, force her, bear her hence. 

Alm. Farewel, my laſt Sebaſtran “ 

J do not beg, I challenge Juſtice now; 

O Pow'rs, if Kings be your peculiar Care, 

Why plays this Wretch with your Prerogative ? 

Now flaſh him dead, now cramble him to Aſhes ; 

Or henceforth live confin'd in your own Palace; 

And look not idly out upon a World. 

That is no longer yours. ; 
[She is carried off iruggling, Emp. and Bend. follow. 
[Sebaſtian fruggies in his Guards Arms, and ſhakes off 3 | 

one of them; but two others come in, and hold him; © 
he ſpeaks not all the while. _ 
Dor. I find Pm but a half-ftrain'd Villain yet; [ Ade. 

But mungril-miſcluievous ; for my Blood boil'd, 3 

To view this brutal Act; and my ſtern Soul 

Tugg'd at my Arm to draw in her Defence. 

Down thou rebelling Chriftian in my Heart; bo 

Redeem thy Fame on this Sebaſtian firit ; [Walks a turn. 

Then think on others Wrongs, when thine are righted. 

But how to right*em ? on a Slave difarm'd ; 2 

Defenceleſs and ſubmitted to my Rage ? 

A baſe Revenge is Vengeance on my ſelf; 


| [Walks again. © 

J have it, and I thank thee honeſt Head, 1 

Thus preſent to me at my great Neceſſity: $ 
[ Comes up to Sebaſtian. 


You know me not ? 
Seb. I hear Men _ thee 8 or ; 
Dor. * Tis well, you know enough for once, you |! 1 

You were ſtruck mute before, ” f 2 

Seb. Silence became me tnen. 

Dor. Yet we may talk hercaſter. 


Seb. 
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geb. Hereafter is not mine 
Diſpatch thy Work, good Executioner. (Falſhood 
Dor. None of my Blood were Haugmen: add that 
To a long Bi!l that yet remains unreckon'd. | 
Seb. A King ot thou 2 — have a Reck' ning. 
Dor. A ter Sum perhaps you can pay. 
Mean rk ſhall make 2 fEnan madbar Debe. 
. Ives him his Sword. 
Take this, and uſe it at your greateſt Need. 
Seb. This Hand and this have been acquainted well; 


I Looks on it.] It ſhou'd have come before into my Graſp, 


To kill the Raviſher. 
Dor. Thou heard'ſ the Tyrant's Orders; guard thy Life - 

When 'tis attack'd, and 22 it like a Man. 
Seb. I'm ſtill without thy Meaning, but I thank thee. 
Dor. Thank me when I ask Thanks, thank me with 
Seb. Such ſurly Kindneſs did I never ſee ! (that. 
Dor. {to the Captain of his Guards. | Muza, draw out 

a File, pick Man by Man, 

Such who dare die, and dear will {ell their Death. 

Guard him to th* utmoſt ; now conduct him hence, 

And treat him as my Perſon. 
Seb. Something like | | 

That Voice methinks I ſhou'd have ſomewhere heard : 

But Floods of Woes have hurry'd it far off, 

Beyond my kenn of Soul. [¶ Exit Seb. with the Soldiers. 
Dor. But I ſhall bring him back, ungrateful Man, 


| Salus. 
I ſhall, and ſet him full before thy Sight, b 
When I ſhall front thee, like ſome ſtaring Ghoſt, 
With all my Wrongs about me. — What io ſoon 
Return'd ? this Haſte is boding. 
Enter to him Emperor, Benducar, and Mufti. 
Emp. She's ſtill inexorable, F aq imperious, 
2 2 „ Bacchus 1 rn 1 — 
uick ye falſe Phygjans of my Min 
ke {ſpeedy Death, Wu 
Bend. What can be counſell'd while Sebaſtian lives ? 
The Vine will cling, while the tall Poplar ſtands, 


But that cut down, creeps to the next Support, 


And twines as cloſely there. 
D 2 E mp. 
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Emp. That's done with Eaſe, I ſpeak him dead ; pro- 
Myuf. Proclaim your Marriage with Almeyda next, (ceed. 
That Civil Wars may ceaſe; this gains the Croud : f 
Then you may ſafely force her to your Will: E 
For People fide with Violence and Injuſtice, 7 
When done for publick Good. 
Emp. Preach thou that Doctrine. 1 
Bend. 'T unreaſonable Fool has broach'd a Truth 3 
: TA. 
That blaſts my Hopes; but ſince 'tis gone ſe far 1 2 
He ſhall divulge 4/meyda is a Chriſtian: | 
If that produce no Tumult, I deſpair. 
Emp. Why ſpeaks not Dorax ? 


Ko! 
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Dor. Becauſe my Soul abhors to mix with him. 3 


Sir, let me bluntly ſay, you went too far, 

To truſt the Preaching Pow'r on State- A fairs 

To him or any heav'nly Demagogue. 

"Tis a Limb lopt from your Prerogative, 

And ſo much of Heav'n's Image blotted from you. 
Muf. Sure thou haſt never heard of holy Men 

(So Chriſtians call *em) fam'd in State Affairs; 


Such as in Spain, Xymenes, Albornex, 4 


In England Woolſey ; match me theſe with Laymen. 

{ or. How you triumph in one or two of theſe, 
Born to be Stateſmen, happ'ning to be Churchmen ! 
Thou call'ſt em holy: ſo their Function was: 
But tell me, Mufti, which of em were Saints? 
Next Sir, io you; the Sum of all is this, 
Since he claims Pow r from Heav'n, and not from Kings, 
When *tis his _— 3 2 Heav'n 
To preach you down ; and Ages oft de 
On F ours, e in — 8 

Emp. I'll truſt his Preaching while I rule his Pay, 
And |{ dare truſt my Afgcans, to hear 
Whatever he dare pred 

Dor. You know em not. 
The Genius of your Moors is ny 3 z 
They ſcarcely want a Guide to move their Madneſs ; 
Prompt to rebel on every weak Pretence, 
 Bluſtering when courted, crouching when oppreſt ; 
Wiſe to themielves, and Fools to all the World; 

Reſtleſs 
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Reſtleſs in Change, aud perjur'd to a Proverb. 
They love Religion ſweeten'd to the Senſe ; 
A good, luxurious, table Faith. 
Thus Vice and Godlineſs, prepoſt'rous Pair, 
Ride Cheek by Jowl ; but Churchmen hold the Reins. 
And whene'er Kings wou'd lower Clergy Greatneſs, 
They learn too late what Pow*'r the Preachers have, 
And whoſe the Subjects are: the Mufti knows it; 
Nor dares deny what paſs'd betwixt us two. 
Emp. No more, whate'er he ſaid was my Command. 
Dor. Why then no more, fince you will hear no more ; 
Some — are reſolute to their own Ruin. 
Emp. Without your meddling where you are not aſk d, 
Obey your Orders, and diſpatch ON 
Dor. Truſt my Revenge; be ſure I wiſh him dead. 
Emp. What mean'ſt thou? What's thy Wiſhing to my 
Diſpatch him, rid me of the Man I loath. (Will ? 
Der. J hear you, Sir, I'll take my Time, and do't. — 
Emp. Thy Time? What's all thy Time? What's 
thy whole Life 
To my one Hour of Eaſe ? No more Replies, 
But ſee thou doſt it; Or —— | 
Dor. Choak in that Threat; I can ſay Or as loud. 
1 Emp. Tis well, I ſee my Words have no Effect, 
S But I may ſend a Meſſage to diſpoſe you. [ I going off. 
Dor. Expect an Anſwer worthy of that Meſſage. 
Muf. The Prophet ow'd him this: [ Afede. 
And thank'd be Heav'n, he has it. 
Bend. By holy Alba, I conjure you ſtay, 
And judge not raſhly of ſo brave a Man. 
[ Draws the Emperor aſide, and whiſpers him. 
Pll give you Reaſons why he cannot execute 
Your Orders now, and why he will hereafter, | 
Muf. Benducar is a Fool to bring him off, [Afide. 
Pl work my own Revenge, and ſpeedily. | 
Bend. 'The Fort is his, the Soldiers Hearts are his ; 
A thouſand Chriſtian Slaves are in the Caſtle, 
Which he can free to reinforce his Pow'r; _ 
Your Troops far off, beleaguering Larache, 
Yet in the Chriſtian Hands. 
D 3 | Emp. 
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Emp. I grant all this; 
But = — he muſt die: 
Bend. He ſhall by Poiſon; 
Tis here, the deadly Drug prepar'd in Powder, 
Hot as Hell Fire : — then, to prevent his Soldiers 
From riſing to revenge their Gen'ral's Death, 
While he is ſtruggling with his mortal Pangs, 
The Rabble on the ſudden may ve rais'd . 
To ſeize the Caſtle. SV 
Emp. Do't ; *tis left to thee. 4 
Bend. Yet more; but clear yeur Brow ; for he ob- 


ſerves. [ They 4 again. 
Dor. What, will the Fav'rite prop my falling Fortunes? 
O Prodigy of Court! [ Afide, © 


Emp. and Bend. return to Dor. 
Emp. Your Friend has fully clear'd your Innocence, 
I was too haſty to condemn unheard : 
And you, perhaps, too prompt in your Replies, 
As far as fits the Majeſty of Kings, 
I aſk Excule. 
Dor. I'm ſure I meant it well. H 
Emp. I know you did. this to our Love re. 
new'd. [ Emp. Drinks, 7 
Benducar, fill to Dorax. A 
| Bend. turns, and mixes @ Powder init. 
Der. Let it go round, for all of us have need 3 
To quench our Heats; tis the King's Health, Pen- 
ducar. [ He drinks. © 
And I wov'd pledge it, tho I knew *twere Poiſon. 3 
Bend. Another Bowl; for what the King has touch'd, 
And you have pledg'd, is ſacred to your Loves. F 
[ Drinks out of another Bowl. | 
Muf. Since Charity becomes my Calling, thus 4 
Let me provoke your Friendſhip: And Heav'n bleſs it, 
As I intend it well : 
[Drinks, and turning aſide pours ſome Drops out of a | 
little Vial into the Bowl; then preſents it to Dorax. 
Der. Heav'n make thee honeſt, 
Oa that Condition we ſhall ſoon be Friends. — [ Drinks. 
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Mus. Yes, at our —_— in another World; [ Aide. 
For thou haſt drunk thy Paſsport out of this. 
Not the Nonacrian Font, nor Lethe's Lake, 
Cou'd ſooner numb thy nimble Faculties, 
Than this, to Sleep eternal. 
Emp. Now farewel, Dorax, this was our firſt Quarrel, 
And 1 dare propheſy, will prove our laſt. | 
3 Emp. ai Bend. and the Multi. 
Dor. It may be ſo: I'm ſtrangely diſcompos'd : 
Quick Shootings thro' my Limbs, and pricking Pains, 
Qualms at my Heart, Convulſions in my Nerves, 
Shiv'rings of Cold, and Burnings of my Entraik 
Within my little World make Medley-War, 
Loſe and regain, beat, and are beaten back, 
As momentary Victors quit their Ground. 
Can it be Poiſon! Poiſon's of one Tenour, 
Or hot, or cold ;” this neither, and yet both. 
Some deadly Draught, ſome Enemy of Life 
Boils in my Bowels, and works out my Soul. 
Ingratitude's the Growth of every Clime ; 
25 the Scene remov'd, is Portugal. 
f all Court Service learn the common Lot: 
To- day 'tis done, To- morrow *tis forgot. 
Oh, were that all! my honeſt Corps muſt lie 
Expos'd to Scorn, and publick Infamy : 
My ſhameful Death will be divulg'd alone; 
The Worth and Honour of my Soul unknown. [ Exir. 


SCENE H. 4 Night-Scene of the Muſfti's 
Garden, where an Arbour is diſcover d. 


Enter Antonio. 

Ant. She names her felf Morayma; the Mufti”s only 
Daughter, and a Virgin ! This is the Time and Place that 
ſhe appointed in her Letter, yet ſhe comes not. Why 
thou ſweet delicious Creature, why to torture me with 
thy Delay Dar'ſ thou be falſe tothy Aſſignation? What, 
in the Cool and Silence of the Night, and to a new 
Lover? Pox on the Hypocrite thy Father, for inſtructing 
thee ſo little in the ſweeteſt Point of his Religion. _— : 
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I hear the ruſtling of her Silk Mantle. Now ſhe comes, 
now ſhe comes; no hang't, that was but the Whiſtling 
of the Wind thro' the Orange-trees. Now again, I hear 
the pit-a-pat of a pretty Foot thro' the dark Alley: No, 
*tis the Son of a Mare that's broken looſe, and munch. XR 
ing upon the Melons : Oh, the Miſery of an ex. 
pecting Lover! Well, Pll e'en deſpair, go into my Ar. 
bour, and try to fleep; in a Dream I ſhall enjoy her in 
deſpight of her. [ Goes to the Arbour, and lies down. 
Enter Johayma wrapt up in a Mooriſh Mantle. 
Job. Thus far my Love has carry'd me, almoſt with. 
out my Knowledge whither I was going: Shall I go on, 
ſhall I diſcover my ſelf ? — What an Injury am I doing 
to my old Husband ! —— Yet what Injury, fince he's 
old and has three Wives, and fix Concubines beſides |* 
me! *tis but ſtealing my own T'ythe from him. i 
| [She comes a little nearer the Arbour. © 
Ant. [raiſing himſelf a little, and looking. ] At laſt tis 
ſhe, this is no Illuſion I am ſure ; *tis a true She-devil | 
of Fleſh and Blood ; and ſhe cou'd never have taken a | 
fitter Time to tempt me | 
Fob. He's young and handſome 
Ant. Yes, well enough, I thank Nature. [ Afade. Þ 
Job. And I am yet neither old nor ugly: Sure he 

| f 


will not refuſe me. ; 
Ant. No, thou may*ft pawn thy Maidenhead upon't g 
he wonnot. | [ 4fide. 
Fob. The Mufti wou'd feaſt himſelf upon other Wo- 
men, and keep me faſting. l 
Ant. O, the holy Curmudgeon ! | [ 4fede. Þ 
Job. Wou'd preach Abſtinence, and practiſe Luxury! F 
but I thank my Stars, I have edify'd more by his Ex- 
ample than his Precept. | 
Ant. Moſt divinely argu'd ; ſhe's the beſt Caſuiſt in 
all Africk. [ Afede. 
[ He ruſhes out and embraces her. 
J can hold no longer from embracing thee, my dear 
Morayma ; the old unconſcionable Whorſon thy Father, 
could he expect cold Chaſtity from a Child of his be 


tting ? 
"0 4 Jol. 
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Job. What Nonſenſe do you talk? do you take me 


| for the Muf?/'s Daughter? Barnus. 


Ant. Why, are you not, Madam? [Throwing off her 

Job. I find you had an Appointment with Morayma. 

Ant. By all that's good, the nauſeous Wife. [ Aide. 

Job. What, you are confounded, and ſtand mute? 

Ant. Somewhat nonpluſt I confeſs, to hear you deny 
your Name ſo poſitively ; why, are not you Morayma 
the Mufti's Daughter? Did not I ſee you with him, did 
not he preſent me to you? Were you not ſo charitable as 
to give me Money ? Ay, and to tread upon my Foot, 
and ſqueeze my Hand too, if I may be ſo bold to re- 
member you of paſt Fayours ? 

Job. And you ſee I am come to make em good, but 
I am neither Morayma nor the Mauſti's Daughter. 

Ant. Nay, I know not that: but I am ſure he is old 
enough to be your Father; and either Father, or Re- 
verend Father I heard you call him. 

Job. Onee again, how came you to name Morayma ? 

Ant. Another damn'd Miſtake of mine: For asking 


one of my Fellow-Slaves, who were the chief Ladies 


about the Houſe, he anſwer'd me, Morayma and Fo- 
bayma; but ſhe, it ſeems, is his Daughter, with a Pox 
to her, and you are his beloved Wife. 
{ Fob. Say your beloved Miſtreſs if you pleaſe; for 
that's the Title F defire. This Moon-ſhine grows of- 
fenſive to my Eyes; come, ſhall we walk into the Ar- 
bour ? there we may rectify all Miſtakes. 
Ant. That's cloſe and dark. 
Job. And are thoſe Faults to Lovers? 
Ant. But there I cannot pleaſe my ſelf with the fight 
of your Beauty. 
Job. Perhaps you may do better. 
Ant. But there's not a Breath-of Air ſtirring. 
Job. The Breath of Lovers is the ſweeteſt Air; but 
you are fearful. 2 
Ant. 1 am conſidering indeed, that if Iam taken with 
you 
Job. The beſt way to avoid it, is to retire, where we 
may not be diſcoyered, 
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Ant. Where lodges your Husband ? | 

Job. Juſt againſt the Face of this open Walk. a 

Ant. Then he has ſeen us already, for ought I know, 

Fob. You make ſo many Difficulties, I fear I am dif. 
pleaſing to you. | f 

Ant. [ Aſide.] If Morayma comes, and takes me in the | 
Arbour with her, 1 have made a fine Exchange of that 
Diamond for this Pebble. | A, : 

Job. You are much fallen off, let me tell you, from 
the Fury of your firſt Embrace. % F | 

Ant. I confeſs, I was ſomewhat too furious at firſt, |? 
but you will forgive the Tranſport of my Paſſion; now 
I have confider'd it better, I have a Qualm of Conſcience. | 

Jeb. Of Conſcience l why, what has Conſcience to do 
with two young Lovers that have Opportunity? 

Ant. Why truly, Conſcience is ſomething to blame for | 
interpoſing in our Matters: but how can I help it, if 
have a Scruple to betray my Maſter? q 

Jab. There muſt be ſomething more in't; for your | 

' Conſcience was very quiet when you took me for Morayma. 

Ant. I grant you, Madam, when I took you for his 


- 
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Daughter; for then I might have made you an honou- 
rable Amends by Marriage. : 

Job. You Chriſtians are ſuch peeking Sinners, you Þ 
tremble at a Shadow in the Moonſhine. | 


: Ant. And you African, are ſuch Termagants, you ſtop Þ 
* J muſt be plain with you, you ate married, 
and to a holy Man, the Head of your Religion: go back 
to your Chamber, go back I ſay, and confider of it for 
this Night; as I will do on my Part: I will be true to 
vou, and invent all the Arguments I can to comply with | 
vou; and who knows, but at our next Meeting, the 
ſweet Devil may have more Power over me? I am true | 
Fleſh and Blood, I can tell you that fer your Comfort. 
Job. Fleſh without Blood I think thou art; or if any, 
tis as cold as that of Fiſhes. But I'll teach thee, to thy | 
Coſt, what Ven e is in ſtore ſor refuſing a Lady, 
who has offer d her Love Help, help, there; 
Will no- body come to my Aſſiſtance? 
Ant. What do you mean, Madam ?. for n ſake 
| CACE : 
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Peace ; your Husband will hear you; think of your 
own Danger, if you will not think of mine. 
F.. Ingrateful Wretch, thou deſerv'ſt no Pity : 
Help, help, Husband, or I ſhall be raviſh'd: the Vil- 
lain will be too ſtrong for me. Help, help, for Pity of a 
r diſtreſſed Creature. 
Ant. Then I have nothing but Impud-nce to aſſiſt 
me: I muſt drown her Clamour, whate'er comes on't. 
[He takes out bis Flute, and plays as loud as.he 
can poſſibly, and ſhe continues crying out. 
Enter the Mufti in his Night-Gown, and two Servants. 

Muf. O thou Villain, what horrible Impiety art thou 
committing ? What, raviſhing the Wife af my Boſom ? 
Take him away, ganch him, impale him, rid the World 
of ſuch a Monſter. F [Servants ſeize him. 

Ant. Mercy, dear Maſter, Mercy : Hear me firft, and 
after, if I have deſerv'd Hanging, ſpare me not: What 
have you ſeen to provoke you to this Cruelty ? 

Muf. I have heard the Outcries of my Wife; the 
Bleatings of the r innocent Lamb: ſeen nothing, 
ſay'ſt thou? If I fee the Lamb lie bleeding, and the 
Butcher by her with his Knife drawn, and bloody, is not 
that Evidence ſufficient of the Murder? I come too late, 
and the Execution is already done. | 

Ant. Pray think in Reaſon, Sir, is a Man to be put to 
Death for a Similitude ? No Violence has been eommit- 
ted; none intended: the Lamb's alive: and if I durſt 
tell you ſo, no more a Lamb than I am a Butcher. 

Job. How's that, Villain, dar'ſt thou accuſe me? 
» Ant. Be patient, Madam, and 1 but Truth, and 
I' do any thing to ſerve you: I ſay again, and ſwear it 
too, I'll do any thing to ſerve you. 

Job. [ Afade. ] I underſtand him; but I fear tis now too 
late to ſave him : — Pray hear him ſpeak, Husband ; 
perhaps he may ſay ſomething for himſelf; I know not. 

Myf. Speak thou, has he not violated my Bed, and 
thy Honour ? ; 

Fob. I forgive him freely, for he has done nothing. 
What he will do hereafter, to make me Satisfaction, 


himſelf beſt knows, 
Ant. 
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Ant. Any thing, any thing, ſweet Madam : I ſhall 
refuſe no Drudgery. 
Mf. But did he mean no Miſchief ? Was he endea. 
youring nothing ? ' 
Job. In my Conſcience, I begin to doubt he did not, 
Muf. Tis impoſſible z then what meant all theſs 
Outcries ? 2 
Fab. I heard Muſick in the Garden, and at an un- 
ſeaſonable time of Night, and I ſtole ſoftly out of my 
Bed, as imagining it might be he. 3 
Muf. How's that, Fohayma? Imagining it was he, 
and yet you went ? 
Job. Why not, my Lord, am not I the Miſtreſs of 
the Family? and is it not my Place to ſee good Orders 
kept in it ? I thought he might have allur'd ſome of the 
She-Slaves to him; and was reſolv'd to prevent what 
might have been betwixt him and them; when, on the 


ſudden, he ruſh'd out upon me, caught me in his Arms [| 


with ſuch a Fury 

Muf. I have heard hug. away with him , 

Job. Miſtaking me no doubt, for one of his Fellow. 
Slaves: With that, affrighted as I was, I diſcover'd my 
ſelf, and cry'd aloud : But as ſoon as ever he knew me 
the Villain let me go, and I muſt needs ſay, he ſtarted. 
back, as if I were ſome Serpent ; and was more afraid 
of me than I of him. g 

Myf. O thou Corrupter of my Family, that's Cauſe | 
enough of Death ; once again, away with him. 

Joh. What, for an intended 'Treſpaſs ? No Harm has 
heen done, whatever may be. He coſt you five hundred 
Crowns, I take it. 

Muf. Thou ſay'ſ true, a very conſiderable Sum: He 
ſhall not die, tho' he had committed Folly with a 
Slave; tis too much to loſe by him. 

Ant. My only Fault has ever been to love playing in 
the dark, and the more ſhe cry'd, the more I play d; 
that it might be ſeen I intended nothing to her. 

Muf. Lo your Kennel, Sirrah, mortify your Fleſh, 
and conſider in whoſe Family you are. 

Job. And one thing more, remember from henceforth 
to obey better. ' Mf. 
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Muf. [Afide.) For all her Smoothneſs, I am not quite 


cur d of my Jealouſy ; but I have thought ofa Way that 
will clear my Doubts. | Exit Muf.auith Joh. and Servants. 


Aut. I am mortify d ſufficiently already, without the 


Help of his Ghoſtly Counſel. Fear of Death has gone 
fa with me in two Minutes, than my Conſcience 
X wou'd have gone in two Months. I find my ſelf in a 
very dejected Condition, all over me; poor Sin lies dor- 
mant, Concupiſcence is retir'd to his Winter-Quar- 
ters; and if Morayma ſhou'd now appear, I ſay no more, 


but alas for her and me 


[Morayma comes out of the Arbour, ſhe fleals 
behind him, and claps him on the Back. 
Mor. And if Morayma ſhou'd appear, as ſhe does ap- 
pear, alas you ſay for her and you! 
Ant. Art thou there, my ſweet Temptation ! my Eyes, 


my Life, my Soul, my All! 


Mor. A mighty Compliment, when all theſe, by your 


& own Confeſſion, are juſt nothing. 


Ant. ay, thou cameſt to new create me; | 
thou doſt not know the Power of thy own Charms: 


Let me embrace thee, and thou-ſhalt fee how quickly 


I can turn wicked. 
Mor. ¶ tepping back. ] Nay, if you are ſo dangerous, tis 
beſt keeping you at a Diſtance? ; I have no Mind to warm 


a frozen Snake in my Boſom; he may chance to recover, 


and ſting me for my Pains. 

Ant. Conſider what I have ſuffer'd for thy Sake al- 
ready; and make me ſome Amends: two Diſappoint- 
ments in a Night! O cruel Creature! 

Mor. And you may thank your ſelf for both: I came 
eagerly to the Charge, before my Time, thro? the Back- 
Walk behind the Arbour ; and you, like a freſh-water 
Soldier, ſtood guarding the Paſs before: If you mils'd 
the Enemy, you may thank your own Dulneſs. 

Ant. Nay, if you will be uſing Stratagems, you ſhall 
give me Leave to make uſe of my Advantages, now I 
have you in my Power: We are fairly met; I'Il try it 
cut, and give no Quarter, 


Mer 
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Mor. By your Favour, Sir, we meet upon Treaty . 


now, and not upon Defiance. 


Ant. If that be all, you ſhall have Carte blanche in. 


mediately; for I long to be ratifying. 


Mor. No, now I think on't, you are already enter! 
into Articles with my Enemy Fohayma : Any thing ty | 
ſerve you, Madam; I ſhall refuſe no Drudgery : Whok 
Words were thoſe, Gentleman? Was that like a Ca.. 


lier of Honour? | 
Ant. Not very heroick ; but Self-preſervation is a Point 
above Honour and Religion too. — Antonio was a R 


I muſt confeſs ; but you mult give me leave to love him. 
Mor. To beg your Life ſo baſely ; and to preſent your 


Sword to your Enemy: Oh Recreant ! 


Ant. If I had died honourably, my Fame indeed wou'l 4 


have ſounded loud, but I ſhou'd never have heard the 


Blaſt*: Ceme, don't make your ſelf worſe-natur'd than l 


you are; to ſave my Life, you wou'd be content I ſhou'd | 


£2 


promiſe any thing. 
Mor. Yes, if I were ſure you wou'd perform nothing. 


Ant. Can you ſuſpect I would leave you for Fohayma? 
Mor. No, but I can expect you wou'd have both of 
us: Love is covetous, I muit have all of you; Heart for | 
Heart is an equal Truck: In ſhort, I am younger; I think 


. 
I 


handſomer, and am ſure I love you better; ſhe has been 


my Step-Mother theſe fifteen Years : You think that's Þ 
her Face you ſee, but *tis only a daub'd Vizard : She | 
wears an Armour of Proof upon't ; an Inch thick of 

Paint, beſides the Waſh : Her Face is ſo fortify'd, that 


3 can make no Approaches to it, witheut à Shovel. 


ut for her Conſtancy, I can tell you for your Comfort, 


ſhe will love till Death, I mean till yours; for when ſhe 
has worn you out, 'ſhe will certainly diſpatch you to 
another World, for fear of telling Tales ; as ſhe has al- 
ready ſerv'd three Slaves, your Predeceſſors of happy 
Memory in her Favours. She has made my Pious Fa- 
ther a three-pil'd Cuckold to my Knowledge ; and now 
ſhe wou'd be robbing me of my ſingle Sheep too. 

Ant. Pr'ythee prevent her then; and at leaſt take the 
Shearing of me firſt. a 
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Wr. No, I'll have a Butcher's Pen'worth of you; 


| &r& ſecure the Carcaſs, and then take the Fleece into 
FE the Bargain. 


Ant. Why ſure, you did not put your ſelf and me to 


al this Trouble, for a dry Come: off; by this Hand 


[ Taking it. 
Mor. Which you ſhall never touch, but vpon better 


Aſſurances than you imagine. [ Pulling ber Hand away. 


Ant. I'll marry thee, and make a Chriſtian of thee, 


j thou pretty damn'd Infidel. 


Mor. I mean you ſhall ; but no Earneft, till the Bar- 
gain be made before Witneſs; there's Love enough to- 


| be had, and as much as you can turn you to, never 
doubt, but all upon honourable Terms. 


Ant. I vow and ſwear by Love; and he's a Deity in 


all Religions. 


Mor. But never to be truſted in any : he has another 


4 Name too, of a worſe Sound. Shall I truſt an Oath, 


iſhing, your Cheeks fluſh- 


when I fee your Eyes lan 
eart throbbing 7 No, I'll not 


ing, and can hear your 


come near you: He's a fooliſh Phyſician who will feel 


the Pulſe of a Patient, that has the Plague-ſpots upon him. 
Ant. Did one ever hear a little Moppet argue fo per- 
verſly againſt ſo {ou a Cauſe! Come, prithee let me 
anticipate a little of my Revenue. . 
Mor. You wou'd fain be fingering your Rents before-- 
hand; but that makes a Man an ill Huſband ever after. 
Conſider, Marriage is a painful Vocation, as you ſhall 
prove it: manage your Incomes as thriftily as you can, 
you ſhall find a hard Taſk on't te make even at the 
Year's End, and yet to live decently. 
Ant. I came with a Chriſtian Intention to revenge my 
= upon thy Father, for being the Head of a falls Re- 
ion. 

2 And ſo you ſhall ; I offer you his Daughter for 
your Second: but ſince you are ſo preſſing, meet me 
under my Window to morrow, Night,. Body for Body, 
about this Hour ;. I'll ſſip down out of my Lodging, 
and bring-my Father in my Hand, 

Ant. How, thy Father! 


Mor. 
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Mor. I mean all that's good of him; his Pearls, a 
Jewels, his whole Contents, his Heart and Soul; as much 
as ever I can carry ! I'Il leave him his Alcoran ; thar, Þ 
Revenue enough for him: Every Page of it is Gold and“ 
Damord. He his the Turn of an Eye, a demure Smile, 
and a godly Cant, that are worth Millions to him. 1 
forgot to tell you, that I will have a Slave prepar'd at tie 
Poftern Gate, with two Horſes ready ſaddled: No more, 
for I fear I may be miſs d; and think I hear em calling 
for me if you have Conſtancy and Courage—_ PF 
Ant. Never doubt it: And Love in abundance, t | 
wander with thee all the World over. ; 

Mor. The value of twelve hundred thouſand Crown | 
in a Caſket ! | 

Ant. A heavy Burden, Heaven knows! but we mut! 
pray for Patience to ſupport it. : 

Mor. Beſides a willing Titt that will venture her Cory | 
with you: —-— Come, I know you long to have a part. | 
ing Blow with me; and therefore to ſhew I am in Chari. | 


— Li es her, + 


Ant. Once more for Pity ; that I may 
your upon my Lips till we meet again. 2 
Mor. No; frequent Charities make bold Beggars: And 
beſides I have learnt of a Falconer, never to feed up a Þ 
Hawk when I wou'd have him fly: That's enough 
but if you wou' d be nibling, here's a Hand to ſtay your Þ 
Stomach. [King her Hand. 
Ant. L hus conquer'd Infidels, that Wars may ceaſe, Þ 
Are forc'd to give their Hands, and ſign the Peace. | 
Mor. Thus Chriſtians are outwitted by the Foe ; 

You had her in your Pow'r, and let her go. 
If you releaſe my Hand, the Fault's not mine; 
You ſhou'd have made me Seal as well as Sign. , 
[She runs off, he follows ber to the Door; then com. b 
back again, and goes out at the other. | 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
| Benducar's Palace in the Caſtle of Alcazar. 


Band. MY future Fate, the Colour of my Life, 


LSolus. 
My All depends on this important Hour: 


Tunis Hour my Lot is weighing in the Scales, 
And Heav'n, perhaps, is 
Almezda and a Crown, have puſh'd me forward: 


oubting what to do. 


'Tis fix'd, the Tyrant muſt not raviſh her: 


4 He and Sehba/lian ſtand betwixt my Hopes: 


He moſt; and therefore firſt to be diſpatch'd. 


I muſt prevent, by being firſt in Action. 


- F. Theſe and a thouſand Things are to be done 


In the ſhort Compaſs of this rowling Night, 
And nothing yet perform'd, 


None of my Emiſſaries yet return'd. 


Enter Hal Firſi Servant. 

Oh Haly, thou haſt held me long in pain. 
What haſt thou learnt of Dorax ? is he dead? 

Haly. Two Hours I warily have watch'd his Palace; 
All Doors are ſhut, no Servant peeps abroad ; 
Some Officers with ſtriding Haſte paſs'd in, 
While others outward went on quick Diſpatch; 
Sometimes huſh'd Silence ſeem'd to reign within; 
Then Cries confus'd, and a joint Clamour follow'd ; 
Then Lights went gliding by, from Room to Room, 
And ſhot like thwarting Meteors croſs the Houſe, 
Not daring further to enquire, I came 
With ſpeed, to bring you this imperfe& News. 

Bend. Hence I conclude him either dead or dying : 
His mournful Friends, ſummon'd to take their Leaves, 
Are throng'd about his Couch, and fit in Council. 
What thols caballing Captains may defign, 


To 
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To Multy-Zeydan fly with ſpeed, deſire him. 1 
To take my laſt Inſtructions; tell th* Importance, I 
And haſte his Preſence here. [Exit Ha Ti 
How has this Poiſon loſt its wonted Way? 2 h 
It ſhould have burnt its Paſſage, . not have linger d 
Tn the blind Labyrinths and creoked Turnings = 
Of human Compoſition ; now it moves 1 
Like a ſlow Fire that works againſt the Wind, 
As if his ſtronger Stars had interpos'd. 
Enter Hamet. 
Well Hamer, are our Friends the Rabble rais'd ” 
From = ha what Meflage ?. 
Ham. at you wiſh : 
The Streets are thicker in this Noon of Night, 5 
Than at the Mid-day Sun: A drouzy Horror e 
Sits on their Eyes, like Fear not well awake: 1 
All croud in heaps, as at a Night-atarm _ 
The Bees drive out upon each others Backs, 
T'imboſs their. Hives in Cluſters ; all aſk News: 
Their buſy. Captain runs the weary Round 
To whiſper Orders; and commanding Silence, 
Makes not Noiſe ceaſe, but deafens it to Murmurs. | 
Bend. Night waſtes apace: When, when will heap 
Ham. He. only waits your Summons. [pear! 
Bend. Haſte their Coming. 
Let Secrecy and Silence be enjoin'd N 
In their cloſe March: What News from the Lieutenant? 
Ham. I left him at the Gate, firm to your Intereſt, 
T' admit the Townſmen at their firſt Appearance. N 
Bend. Thus far tis well: Go haſten Mu fla pha. N 
| [Exit Hamet, | 
Enter Orchan, the third Servant. 3 
O, Ozchan, did I think thy Diligence 9 
Wou'd lag behind the reſt ? what from the Mai? 4 
Orc. I ſought him round his Palace; made enquiry Þ 
Of all the Slaves: in ſhort J uſed your Name, | 
And urg'd th' Importance home; but had for anſwer, 
That ſince the Shut of Evening none had ſeen him. 
Bend. O the curſt Fate of all Conſpiracies ! 
They move on many Springs; if one but fail, 
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And haſte your ſ. 
The Officer who guards the Gate is yours: 
When you have gain'd that Paſs, divide your Force; 


- 


hat e'er a Muſti was not in the way, 


ben Tumults and Rebellion ſhou'd be broach'd. 
tay by me; thou art reſolute and faithful; 
IF have Employment worthy of thy Arm. [Walks. 


Enter Muley-Zeydan. 
Mal. Zeyd. You ſee me come impatient of my Hopes, 


And cager as the Courſer for the Race: 


all in readineſs ? 


Fend. All but the Mufti. 


Mul. Zeyd. We muſt go on without him. 
Bend. True we muſt; 


For 'tis ill ſtopping in the full Career, 
Howe'er the * 


be dangerous and wide. 


Orc. [ Looking out.) I ſee the Blaze of Torches from 


And hear the trampling of thick-beating Feet; [afar 3 
This way they move. 


Bend. No doubt, the Emperor. 

e muſt not be ſarpriz'd in Conference. 

ruſt to my 1 Tyrant's Death ; 
to join with Muſtapha. 


Your ſelf in Perſon head one choſen 


rer 
. * a - 


And march toppreſs the Faction in Conſult 
With dying Dorax : Fate has driven 'em all 
Into the Net: You muſt be bold and ſudden : 


Spare none, and if you find him ſtruggling yet 
With Pangs of Death, truſt-not his rowling Eyes 
And heaving Gaſps ; for Poiſon may be falſe, 
The home Thruſt of a friendly Sword is ſure. 
Mul. Zeyd. Doubt not my Conduct: They 
Mercy may wait without the Gate one Night, 
At Morn I'll take her in 
Bend. Here lies your Way, 
You meet your Brother there. 
Mul. Zeyd. May we ne'er meet: 
For like the Twins of Leda, when I mount, 


rz'd; 
ſur» 


He gallops down the Skies — [Exit Mal. _ 
2 
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he reſtiff Machine ſtops — In an ill Hour he's abſent; 
Fris the firſt Time, and ſure will be the laſt 
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Is he no more? ſay that, and make me happy. 
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Bend. He comes ; Now Heart 
Be ribb'd with Iron for this one Attempt ; 
Set ope thy Sluices, ſend the vigorous Blood 
Through every Active Limb for my Relief: 
Then take thy Reſt within thy quiet Cell, 
For thou ſhalt drum no more. 

Enter Emperor and Guards attending him. 


Emp. What News of our Affairs, and what of De, 


Bend. May all your Enemies be like that Dog, 
Whole parting Soul is labouring at the Lips. 
Emp. The People, are they rais'd ? 
Bend. And marſhall'd too; 
Juſt ready for the March. 
Emp. Then Pm at eaſe. 


Bend. The Night is yours, the . Hoſt of Heavif 
e | 


Shines but for you; but moſt the Star of Love, 
That twinkles you to fair Almeyda's Bed. 
Oh there's a Joy, to melt in her Embrace, 
Diſſolve in Pleaſure ; 
And make the Gods curſe Immortality, 
That ſo they cou'd not die. | 
But haſte, and make em yours. 

Emp. I will; and yet 
A kind of Weight hangs heavy at my Heart; 
My flagsing Soul flies under her own Pitch; 
Like Fowl in Air too damp, and lugs along, 
As if ſhe were a Body in a Bod, 
And not a mounting Subſtance made of Fire. 
My Senſes too are dull and ſtupify'd, 
Their Edge rebated; ſure ſome III a , 
And ſome kind Spright knocks ſoftly at my Soul, 
To tell me Fate's at hand. 

Bend. Mere Fancies all. 
Your Soul has been before-hand with your Body, 
And drunk ſo deep a Draught of promis'd Blits, 
She ſlumbers o'er the Cup; no Danger's near, 
But of a Surfeit at too full a Feaſt. 

Emp. It may be ſo; it looks ſo like the Dream 
That overtook me at my waking Hour, 
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Fi; Morn ; and Dreams they ſay are then divine, 
WW hen all the balmy Vapours arg exhal'd, 

Ind ſome o'erpow'ring God continues Sleep. 
vas then methought 4/meyda, ſmiling, came 
ended with a Train of all her Race, 

hom in the Rage of Empire I had murder'd. 
Nut now, no longer Foes they gave me Joy | 
Df my new Conqueſt, and with helping Hands 
Heavd me into our Holy Prophet's — 

no bore me in a purple Cloud to Heav'n. 

Zend. Good Omen, Sir; I wiſh you in that Heay'n 
Four Dreams portends you, 

ich preſages Death LAlide. 
X Emp. Thou too wert there; 

And thou methought didſt puſh me from below, 

With thy full Force to Paradiſe. 4 
= Bend. Yet better. 

= Emp. Hah! what's that grizly Fellow that attends 
= Bend. Why aſk you, Sir? [thee ? 
= Emp. For he was in my Dream; 

Ind help'd to heave me up. | 

= Bend. With Prayers and Wiſhes ; 

For I dare ſwear him honeſt. 

En. That may be; 

t yet he looks Damnation. 

Bend. You forget 

he Face wou'd pleaſe you better : Do you love, 

d can you thus forbear ? | 

Emp. I'll head my People; 

hen think of Dalliance when the Dangers o'er, 

y warlike Spirits work now another way z 

nd my Soul's tun'd to Trumpets. 

Zend. You debaſe your ſelf, 

go think of mixing with th ignoble Herd. 

Wet ſuch perform the ſervile Work of War, 

Ich who have no Almeyda to enjoy. | 

WI hat, ſhall the People know their God-like Prince 
Wkulk'd in a nightly Skirmiſh ? Stole a Conqueſt, 
Headed a Rabble, and profan'd his Perſon, : 
Moulder'd with Filth, born in a Tide of Ordure, prep 
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Secures Retreat: Leave open all behind us; 
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And ſtifled with their rank offenſive Sweat ? 
Emp. I am off again : I will not proſtitute 
The Regal Dignity fo far, to head em. 
Bend. There ſpoke a King. 
Diſmiſs your Guards to be employ'd elſewhere 
In ruder Combats : You will want ne Seconds 
In thoſe Alarms you ſeek. l 
Emp. Go join the Croud ; [To the Gurk 
Benducar, thou ſhalt lead em in my Place. [ Ex.Guy 
The God of Love once more has ſhot his Fires 
Into my Soul ; and my whole Heart receives him. 
Almeyda now returns with all her Charms ; 
I feel her as ſhe glides along my Veins, 
And dances in my Blood: So when our Prophet 
Had long been hamm'ring in his lonely Cell, 
Some dull, infipid, tedious Paradiſe, 
A briſk Arabian Girl came tripping by ; 
Paſſing ſhe caſt at him a fide-long Glance, 
And look'd behind in hopes to be purſu'd : 
He took the Hint, embrac'd the flying Fair ; 
And having found his Heav'n, he fix'd it there. | 
7: CE xit It 
Bend. That Paradiſe thou never ſhalt poſſeſs. dr 
His Death is eaſy now, his Guards are gone ; 
And I can fin but once to ſeize the Throne. 
All After- acts are ſanctify d by Power. 
Orc. Command my Sword and Life. 
Bend. I thank thee Orchan, 
And ſhall reward thy Faith: This Maſter-Key 
Frees every Lock, and leads us to his Perſon : 
And ſhou'd we miſs our Blow, as Heav'n forbid, 
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And firſt ſet wide the _ Garden Gate, 


Which 1s his private Paſlage to the Palace : M 
For there our Mutineers appoint to meet, 1 
And thence we may have Aid. Now ſleep ye Stars, elf, 
That ſilently o'erwatch the Fate of Kings; I 
Be all propitious Influences barr'd, 'orf 


And none but murd'rous Planets mount the Guard. M 
[Exit with OrciiWroc 
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A Night SCENE of the Mufti's Garden. 


er the Mufti alone, in 4 Slawe's Habit, like that of 
Antonio. 
M. This tis to have a ſound Head- piece; by this I 
ave got to be chief of my Religion; that is, honeſtly 
xeaking, to teach others what 1 neither know nor be- 
re my ſelf. For what's Mahomert to me, but that I 
Et by him? Now for my Policy of this Night: I have 
ew d up my ſuſpected Spouſe in her Chamber. No 
Wore Embaſhes to that luſty young Stallion of a Gard'ner. 
Next, my Habit of a Slave; I have made my ſelf as like 
Sim as I can, all but his Youth and Vigour ; which when 
had. I paſs'd my Time as well as any of my Holy Pre- 
eceſſors. Now, walking under the Windows of my Se- 
iglio: If Fohayma look out, ſhe will certainly take me 
Sr Antonio, and call to me; and by that I ſhall know 
hat Concupiſcence is working in her; ſhe cannot come 
own to commit Iniquity, there's my Safety; but if ſhe 
peep, if ſhe put her Noſe abroad, there's Demonſtration 
her pious Will: And I'll not make the firſt Precedent 
dr a Church- man to forgive Injuries. 
ner Morayma running to him with a Cashet in her 
Hand, and embracing him. 
Mor. Now I can embrace you with a good Conſcience ; 
ere are the Pearls and Jewels, here's my Father. 
Muf. I am indeed thy Father; but how the Devil didſt 
ou know m2 in this Diſguiſe? And what Pearls and 


ewels doſt thou mean? 
What have I done, and what 


4 


* 
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Mr. [Going back.] 
ill now become of me ! 
Muff. Art thou mad, Morayma ? 
Mor. I think you'll make me fo. 
Msf. Why, what have I done to thee ? Recollect thy 
lf, and ſpeak Senſe to me. 
Mer. "Then give n.e leave to tell you, you are the 
orlt of Fathers. 
Myf. Did I think I had begotten ſuch a Monſter ? 
roceed my dutiful Child, proceed, proceed. ab 
ore - 
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Mor. You have been raking together a Maſs of Wealy 
by indirect and wicked Means: the Spoils of Orphay 
are in theſe Jewels, and the Tears of Widows in the 
Pearls. | a 

Muff. Thou amazeſt me ! | 

Mor. I wou' d do ſo. This Casket is loaded with you 
Sins; tis the Cargo of Rapines, Simony, and Extoni.ſ 
ons ; the r of thirty Years Muftiſhip convemm 
into Diamonds. 8 3 

Muff. Would ſome rich railing Rogue would ſay as mug 
to me, that I might ſqueeze his Purſe for Scandal. 

Mor. No, Sir, you get more by pious Fools tha 
Railers, Iwhen you infinuate into their Families, manage 
their Fortunes while they live, and beggar their Hein 
by getting Legacies, when they die. And do you think 
I'II be the Receiver of your Theft? I diſcharge my Co- 
ſcience of it: Here take again your filthy Mamma, Þ 
and reſtore it, you had beſt, to 4 true Owners. 

Myf. I am finely documented by my own Daugh- 
ter. 
Mor. And a great Credit for me to be ſo: Do bu 
think how decent a Habit you have on, and how be. 
coming your Function to be diſguis'd like a Slave, au 
Eves-dropping under the Women's Windows, to be f. 
luted, as you deſerve it richly, with a Piſs- pot. If! 
had not known you caſually by your ſhambling Gate, 
and a certain Reverend Aukwardneſs that is natural to al 
of your Function, here you had been expos'd to the 
Laughter of your own Servants; who have been in 
ſearch of you thro' the whole Seraglio, peeping unde! 
every Petticoat to find you. 

Muf. Pr'ythee Child reproach me no more of human 
Failings ; they are but a little of the Pitch and Spots 
of the World that are ſtill ticking on me; but I hope 
to ſcour em out in time: I am better at bottom that 
thou think'ſt; I am not the Man thou tak'ſt me for. 

Mor. No, to my Sorrow, Sir, you are not. 

Muff. It was a very odd Beginning tho' methought, 
to ſee thee come running in upon me with 9 1 
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Embrace; prithee what was the Meaning of that vio - 
kent hot Hug ? 

Mor. I am ſure I meant nothing by it, but the Zeal 
and Affection which I bear to the Man of the World, 
whom I may love lawfully. 

Muf. But thou wilt not teach me at this Age the Na- 
ture of a dloſe Embrace: 

Mor. No, indeed: for my Mother - in- law complains, 


© that you are paſt teaching: ut if you miſtook my in- 
nocent Embrace for Sin, I wiſh heartily it had been 


rr 


given where it would have been more acceptable. 

Muf. Why this is as it ſhould be now = Take the Trea- 
ſure again, it can never be put into better Hands. 

Mor. Yes to my Knowledge but it might. I have 
confeſs'd my Soul to you, if you can underfland me 
rightly ; I never diſobey d you till this Night; and now 


| fince through the Violence of my Paſſion, I have been 
ſo unfortunate, I humbly beg your Pardon, your Bleſ- 


fing, and your Leave, that upon the firſt Opportunity I 
may go for ever from your Sight; for Heay'n knows, 


I never deſire to fee you more. 


Muf. [Wiping his Eyes.) Thou mak'ſt me weep at th 
Vain 7 kl Seas Daughter, we will not part. 4 

Mor. Indeed, dear Daddy, but we will. 

Muf. Why, if I have been a little pilfering, or ſo, I 
take it bitterly of thee to tell me of it; fince it was to 
make thee rich ; and I hope a Man may make bold with 
his own Soul, without Offence to his own Child : Here 
take the Jewels again, take em I charge thee upon thy 
Obedience. 

Mor. Well then, in virtue of Obedience I will take 
— 435 on my Soul, I had rather they were in a better 

and. 

Muf. Meaning mine I know it. 

Mor. Meaning his whom I love better than my Life. 


, Muf. That's me again. 


Mor. I would have you think fo. 

Myf. How thy good Nature works upon me ; well, I 
can do no leſs than venture Damning for thee,and I may 
put fair for it, if the Rabble be order'd to riſe to Night. 

Vo. VI. E Euter 
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Enter Antonio in an African rich Habit. 

Ant. What do you mean, my Dear, to ſtand talking 
in this ſuſpicious Place, juſt-underneath Fohayma's Win- 
dow i [To the  Mufti.] You are well met Comrade, i | 
know you are the Friend of our Flight; are the Horſes 
ready at the Poſtern Gate ? | 

Muf. Antonio, and in diſguiſe? now I begin to ſmell 
a Rat. ; 
Ant. And I another, that out-ſtinks it; falſe Nora- 
ma, haſt thou thus betray'd me to thy Father! 
Mor. Alas, I was betray'd my ſelf: He came diſguisd Þ 
like you, and I poor Innocent ran into his Hands: | 

Muf. In good time you did ſo ; I laid a Trap for a 
Bitch Fox, and a worſe Vermine has caught himſelf in it: : 
You wou d fain break lapſe now, though you left a Limb 

ehind you; but I am yet in my own Territories and in 
call of Company, that's my Comfort. - : 

Ant. ¶ Taling him by the Throat. No; I have a Trick 
left to put thee paſt thy ſquec king: I have give thee | 
the Quinzey ; that ungracious 'Tongue ſhall preach ng 
more falſe Doctrine. | 

Mor. What do you mean? you will not throttle him? 
eonlider he's my Father. | | 

Ant. Prithee let us provide firſt for our own Safety; if, 
J do not conſider him, he will conſider us with a V en- 
geance afterwards. ; 

Mor. You may threaten him for crying out, but for 
my ſake give him back a little Cranny of his Windpipe, 
and ſome Part of Speech. 

Ant. Not ſo much as one ſingle Interjection: Come a- 
way Father. in- law, this is no Flace for Dialogues ; when 

qu are in te Moique you talk by Hours, and there no 
Man muſt interrupt you; this is but like for like, good 
Father: in- la w-; now I am in the Pulpit, tis your Turn 
to hold your Tongue. [| He ftruggles.] Nay if you will 
be hanging back, I ſhall take care you ſhall hang for- 
Ward. | 

[ Pulls him along the Stage with his Sword at his Reins. 

Mor. T*other way to the Arbour with him; and make 
haite before we are diſcover'd. 1 
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"Art. If I only bind and gag him there, he may com- 
mend me hereafter for civil Uſage ; he deſerves not ſo 
much favour by any Action of his Life. | | 

Mar. Yes, pray bate him one, for begetting your Miſ- 


treſs. | 
Ant. J would, if he had not thought more of thy Mo- 
ther than of thee; once more come along in ſilence, my 


Job. [At the Balcony. ] A Bird in a Cage may 
peep at leaſt, tho ſhe muſt not fly; what Buſtle's there 
beneath my Window ? Antonia by all my Hopes, I 
know him by his Habit ; but what makes that Woman 
with him, and a Friend, a Sword drawn, and haſtin 
hence ? this is no time for Silence : Who's within ? cal 
there, where are the Servants ? why Omar, Abedin, Ha 
ſan, and the reſt, make haſte and run into the Garden 
there are Thieves and Villains; arm all the Family, and 
ſtopꝰ em. 

Arr [Turning back.) O that Scriech Owl at the Win- 


| Pythagorean Father-in-Law. 


dow! we ſhall be purſu'd immediately; which way ſhall 


we take? 

Mor. ¶ Giving him the Caſket. ] Tis impoſſible to eſcape 
them : tor the way to our Horles lies back again by the 
Houſe; and then we {hail meet em full in the Teeth : 
here take theſe Jewels : thou mayſt leap the Walls and 
get away. ; 

Ant. And what will become of thee then, poor kind 
Soul ? 

Mor. T muſt take my Fortune ; when you are got ſafe 
into your own Country, I hope you will beſtow a Sigh 
on the Memory of her who lov'd you. 

Ant. It makes me mad, to think how many a good 


Night will be loſt betwixt us! take back thy Jewels; 


'tis an empty Caſket without thee ; beſides, I ſhould ne- 
ver leap well with the Weight of all thy Father's Sins a- 
bout me; thou and they had been a Bargain. 

ry Prithee take em, *twill help me to be reveng'd 
on him. | 


F Ant, No; they'll ſerve to make thy Peace with 
im. 
E 2 Mor. 
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" Mor. I hear em coming: ſhift for your ſelf at leaf ; 
remember I am yours for ever. 
[Servants crying, this way, this way, behind the Scenes. 
Ant. And I but the nay Shadow of my ſelf without 
thee ! Farewell Father-in-Law, that ſhou'd have been, if 
I had not been curſt in my Mother's Belly New 
which way Fortune ? 
Runs amazedly backwards and ds. 
* [Servants within, Follow, follow, yonder are the Villains, 
Ant. O here's a Gate open; but it leads into the 
Caſtle; yet I mutt venture it. [ Going out, 
[ 4 Shout behind the Scenes where Antonio is going out, 
Ant. There's the Rabble in a Mutiny ; what is the 
Devil up at Midnight! However tis good herding 
in a Croud. [ Runs out. 
[Mufti runs to Morayma, and lays hold on her, then 
fnatches away the Caſket. 
Muf. Now, to do things in order, firſt I ſeize u 
the Bag, and 3 the Baggage: for thou art but 
my Fleſh and Blood, but theſe are my Life and Soul. 
Mor. Then let me follow my Fleſh and Blood, and 
keep to your ſelf your Life and Soul. 
Muf. Both or none, come away to Durance. 
Mor. Well if it muſt be ſo, agreed, for I have another 
Trick to play you; and thank yourſelf for what ſhall 
follow. 


Enter Servants. 

Job. [From above.] One of them took through the 
private way into the Caſtle ; follow him be ſure, for theſe 
are yours already. 

Mor. Help here quickly, Omar, Abedin; I have hold 
on the Villain that ſtole my Jewels; but tis a luſty Rogue, 
and he will prove too ſtrong for me; what ! help I ſay, 
do you not know your Maſter's Daughter? 

AU. Now if 1 cry out, they will know my Voice; 
and then I am diſgrac'd for ever: O thou art a ve- 
nomous Cockatrice ! 

Mor. Of your own Begetting. [The Servants ſeize him. 
1 Serv, What a glorious Deliverance have you had, 
Madam, from this bloody-minded Chriſtian ! 

| Mor. 
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Mor. Give me back my Jewels, and carry this no- 
torious Malefactor to be puniſh'd by my Father. 

T'll hunt the other dry-foot. . 

[Takes the Fewels, and runs out after Antonio at 
the ſame Paſſage. 

1 Serv. I fong to be handſelling his Hide, before we 
bring him to my Maſter. 

2 Serv. Hang him for an old covetous Hypocrite : he 
deſerves a worſe Puniſhment himſelf for keeping us ſo 
hardly. 

I 3 Ay, wou'd he were in this Villain's place: 
thus F wou' d lay him on, and thus. Beats him, 

2 Serv. And thus wou'd J revenge my ſelf of my laſt 
Beating. He beats him too, and then the reſt. 

Muf. Oh ! ho, ho! _ 

1 Sexy. New ſuppoſing. you were the Mufti, Sir. 

Beats him again. 

Muf. The Devil's in that ſuppoſing Raſcal; I can 
bear no more x and Jam the Ma: Now ſuppoſe your- 
felyes my Servants, and hold your Hands: an anointed: 


Halter take you all. 


r Serv. My Maſter ! you will pardon the Exceſs of 
our Zeal for you, Sir; indeed we all took you for a 
Villain, and ſo we us'd you. 

Muf. Ay, ſo I feel you did; my Back and Sides are a- 
bundant Teſtimonies of your Run Rogues, and 
any fr back my Jewels, and my fugitive Daughter: 
tun, I fay. 

[ They run to the Gate, and the firſt Servant runs 
back again. 

r Serv. Sir, the Caſtle is in a moſt terrible Combuſ- 
tion; you may hear em hither. | | 
Muf. Tis a laudable Commotion : the Voice of the 
Mobile is the Voice of Heaven. I muſt retire a little, 
to = me of the Shave, and to aſſume the Mui; and 
then I will return: for the Piety of the People muſt be 
encouraged ; that they may help me to recover my Je- 


wels and my Daughter. [Exit Mufti and-Serwants.- 
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The SCENE c. iges ts the Caftle-Yard, 


And diſcovers Antonio, Muſtapha, and the Rabble /fpin- 
ing : They come forward. 


Ant, And ſo at length, as I inform'd you, I ſcap'dout 
ef his covetous Clutches; and now fly to your illuſtrious 
Feet for my Protection. 

Muft. Thou ſhalt have it, and now defy the 2Muf7:. *Tis 
the firſt Petition that has been made to me ſince my Ex- 
altation to Tumult; in this ſecond Night of the Month 
Abib, and in the Year of the Hegira; —the Lord knows 
what Year ; but *tis no matter : for when I am ſettled, 
the Learned are bound to find it out for me: for I am 
reſolv'd to date my Authority over the Rabble like o 
ther Monarchs. 

Ant. I have always had a Longing to be yours again; 
tho? I could not compatls it before, and had defign'd you 
a Caſket of my Maſter's Jewels too; for I knew the Cuſ- 
tom, and wou'd not have appear'd before a Great Per- 
ſon, as you are, without a Preſent ; but he has de 
frauded my good Intentions, and baſely robb'd you of 
*em : tis a Prize worthy a Million of Crowns, and you 
carry your Letters of Marque about you. 

Mu}. I ſhall make bold with his Treaſure, for the Sup- 

rt of my new Government. The People gather about him. 

What do theſe vile — agpemgny ſo near our Per- 
ſon ? your Savour is offenſive to us; bear back there, 
and make room for Honeſt Men to approach us; theſe 
Fools and Knaves are always impudently crouding next 
to Princes, and keeping off the more deſerving ; bear 
back, I fay. [They make @ wider Circle. 

That's dutifully done ! now ſhout to ſhew your Loyal- 
ty. [ 4 great Shout. ] Hear'ſt thou that, Slave Antonio? 

eſe obſtreperous Villains ſhout, and know not for what 
they make a Noiſe. You ſhall ſee me manage 'em, that 
you may Judge what ignorant Beaſts they are. For whom 
do you ſhout now ? Who's to live and reign ? tell me that, 
the wiſeſt of you. 

1 Rabble. Even who you pleaſe, Captain. Mut 


>, WEL TE IR Ou b W : , 
_ nnn a 


be 
2 
$- 
5 
be 
2 
& 


King ef Poxrve A. 103 
Ma. La you there; I told you ſo. 
2 Kabble. We are not bound to know who is to live 
and reign ; our Buſineſs is only to riſe upon Command, 
and plunder. ' 
3 Rabble. Ay, the richeſt of both Parties; for they 
are our Enemies. 
Muft. This laſt F ellow is a little more ſenſible than the 


reſt; he has enter'd ſomewliat into the Merits of the 


Cauſe. 

1 Rabble. If a poor Man may ſpeak his Mind, I think, 
Captain, that your ſelf are the fitteſt, to Live and Reign, 
I mean not over, but next and immediately under the 
People; and thereupon I ſay, A Muflapha, 4 Muftapha ! 

| [ All cry, A Muflapha, A Muſtapha I 

Muft. J muſt confeſs the Sound is pleaſing, and tickles 
the Ears of my Ambition; but alas, good People. it muſt 
not be! I am contented to be a poor ſimple Viceroy; 
but Prince Maley-Zeydan is to be the Man: I ſhall take 
care to inſtruct him in the Arts of Government, and in 
his Duty to us all: and therefore mark my Cry, 4 Mu- 
ley Zeydan, A Muley-Zeydan ! 

{All cry, A Muley-Zeydan, A Muley-Zeydan ! 

Muft. Youſce,Slave Antonio, what I might have been. 

Art. Fobſerve your!Modefty. 

Muft. But for a foolith'Promiſe I made once to my 
Lord Benducar, to ſet up any one he pleas'd. 

Re-enter the Mufti avith his Servants. 

Ant. Here's the old Hypocrite again; now ftand your 
ground, and bate him not an inch. Remember the Jewels, 
the rich and glorious Jewels; they are deſign'd to be 
yours, by virtue of Prerogative. 

Mut. Let me alone to pick a Quarrel, I have an old 
Grudge to him upon thy account. 

Ma [Making up to tbe Mobile.] Good People, here 
you are met together. . 

I Rabble. Ay, we know that without your telling; but 
why are we met together, Doctor? for that's it which no 
body here can' tell: | — 

2 Rabble. Why to ſee one another in the dark; an! 
t make Holiday at Midnight. 4 a 

| E 4 Map. 
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Muf. You are met as becomes good Muſulmen, o 
ſettle the Nation; for I muſt tell you, that tho” y' 
Tyrant is a lawful Emperor, yet your lawful Emperor 
is but a Tyrant © 

Ant. What Stuff he talks ! f 

Muft. Tis excellent fine Matter, indeed, Slave 4. | 


nie; he has a rare Tongue; Oh, he wou'd move a Rock! 


or Elephant ! | 

Ant. [ Afide.] What a Block have I to work upon! 
But ſtill remember the Jewels, Sir, the Jewels. [To hin. 

Mufi. Nay that's true on th'other fide : the Jewels muſt F 
be mine; but he has a pure fine way of Talking; my 
Conſcience goes along with him, but the Jewels have ſet 
my Heart againſt him. 

Muf. That your Emperor is a Tyrant is moſt mani- 
feft ; for you were born to be Tzrks, but he has play'l 
the Turk with you ; and 1s taking your Religion away, 

2 Rabble. We find that in our Decay of Trade: J 
have ſeen for theſe hundred Years, that Religion and 
Trade always go together. | 

Muf. He is now upon the point of marrying himſelf, 
without your Sovereign Conſent ; and what are the Ef- 
fects of Marriage ? 

3 Rabble. A ſcolding domineering Wife, if ſhe 
prove honeſt ; and if a Whore, a fine gaudy Minx, that 
robs our Counters every Night, and then goes out, and 
ſpends it upon our Cuckold-makers. 

Myuf. No, the natural Effects of Marriage are Chil- 
dren: Now on whom wou'd he beget theie Children? 
Even upon a Chriſtian! O horrible ; how can - you be- 
lieve me, tho' I am ready to ſwear it upon the Alco- 
ran! Yes, true Believers, Boa may believe, that he is 
going to beget a Race of Miſbelievers. 

Muft. That's fine in earneſt; I cannot forbear hearken- 
ing to his enchanting Tongue. | 

Ant. But yet remember: 

Muft. Ay, ay, the Jewels! now again J hate him; but 
yet my Conſcience makes me liſten to him. 

* Therefore to conclude all, Believers, pluck. up 
your ,and pluck down the Tyrant: ——_ .— 


King of PoR TUGAL. 105 


Courage of your Anceſtors ; remember the Majeſty of 
the People, remember your ſelves, your Wives and Chil- 
= dren; and laſtly, above all, remember your Religion, and 
our holy Mahomet ; all theſe require your timous Aſſiſ- 
tance ; ſhall I ſay they beg it? No, they claim it of you, 
by all the neareſt and deareſt Tyes of theſe three P's, Self- 
Preſervation, our Property, and our Prophet. Now an- 

ſwer me with an unanimous chearful Cry, and follow me, 
who am your Leader, to a glorious Deliverance. 

[All cry, A Mufti, 4 Mufti! and are following bim 

off the Stage. 

Ant. Now you ſee what comes of your fooliſh Qualms 
of Conſcience; The Jewels are lok, and they are all 
leaving you. 

Muft. What, am I forſaken of my Subjects? Wou'd 
the Rogue purloin my liege People from me ! I charge 
you in my own Name come back ye Deſerters, and 
hear me ſpeak. 

1. Rabble. What, will he come with his Balderdaſh, 
after the Mu/ti”s eloquent Oration ? 

2. Rabble. He's our Captain, lawfully pick'd up and 
elected apon a Stall; we will hear him. | 

Omnes. Speak, Captain, for we will hear you. 

Muft. Do you remember the glorious Rapines and 
Robberies you have committed? your breaking open 
and gutting of Houſes, your rummaging of Cellars, 
your demoliſhing of Chriſtian Temples, and bearing oft 
in Triumph the ſuperſtitious Plate and Pictures, the Or- 
naments of their wicked Altars, when all rich Mova- 
bles were ſentenc'd for Idolatrous, and all that was Ido- 
latrous was ſeiz'd ? Anſwer firſt for your Remembrance, 
of all theſe Sweetneſſes of Mutiny ; for upon thoſe 

Grounds I ſhall proceed. 

- Ones. Yes, we do remember, we do remember. 

Mufl. Then make much of your retentive Faculties. 
And who led you to thoſe Honey-Combs ? Your Mufti ? 
No, Believers, he only preach'd you up to it, but durſt 
not lead you; he was but your Counſellor, but I was yeur 
Captain; he only loo'd you, but *twas I that led you. 
— That's true, that's true. . 

E 5 Ant. 
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Ant. There you were with him for his Figures. 

Mat. I think I was, Slave Antonio. Alas I was 
ignorant of my own Talent — Say then, Believers, wi 
you have a Captain for your Mufti? Or a Mufti; fo 
your Captain? And further to inſtruct you how to cry, 

ill you have a Mufti, or no Mufti ? 

Omnes. No Mufti, no Mufti. 

Muft. That I laid in for em, Slave Antonio. 
Do I then ſpit upon your Faces? do I. diſcourage Ro 
bellion, Mutiny, Rapine, and Plund'ring? You may 
think I do, Believers, but Heav'n forbid : No, I en- 
courage you to all theſe laudableUndertakings ; you ſhall 

lunder, you ſhall pull down the Government ; but you 
ſhall do this upon my Authority, and not by his wick- 
ed Inſtigation. | 

3. Rabble. Nay, when his Turn is ſerv'd, he may 
preach up Loyalty again, and Reſtitution ; that hz 
might have another Snack among us. 

1. Rabble. He may indeed; for *tis but his ſaying ti 
Sin, and then we muſt reſtore; and therefore I wou'd 
have a new Religion, where half the Commandment 
ſhou'd be taken away, the reſt mollify'd, and there 
ſhould be little or no Sin remaining. 

Omnes. Another Religion, a new Religion, another 
Religion. Te 

Muff. And that may eaſily be done, with the help of a 
little Inſpiration : For I muſt tell you I have a Pigeon 
at home, of Mai#met's own Breed; and when TI have 
learnt her to pick Peaſe out of my Ear, reſt fatisfy'd till 
then, and you ſhall have another. But now I think on't, 
J am inſpir'd already, that *tis no Sin to depoſe the Mufti. 

Ant. And good reaſon, for when Kings and Queens 
are to be diſcarded, what ſhou'd Knaves do any longet 
in the Pack ? | 

Omnes. He is depos'd, he is depos'd, he is depos'd. 

Muft. Nay, if he and his Clergy will needs be preach- 

' Ing up Rebellion, and giving us their Bleſſing, tis but 
Juſtice they ſhou'd have the Firſt- Fruits of it — Slave An- 
tonio, take him into Cuſtody; and doſt thou hear Boy, be 

ure to ſecure the little tranſitory Box of Jewels; 4 
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he be obſtinate, put a civil Queſtion to him upon tlie 
Rack, and he ſqueeks I warrant him. 


Ant. ¶ Seixing the Mufti. ] Come my quondam Maſter, 


you and I muſt change Qualities. 

Myf. J hope you will not be fo barbarous to torture 
me; we may preach Suffering to others, but alas, holy 
Fleſh is too well pamper'd to endure Martyrdom. 

Muft. Now, late Mufti, not forgeiting my firſt Quar- 
rel to you, we will enter-ourſelvcs with the Plunder of 
your Palace: tis good to ſanctify a Work, and begin a 
God's Name. 

1 Rabble. Our Prophet let the Devil alone with the 
laſt Mob. | 

Mob. But he takes care of this himſelf. 

As they are going out, enter Benducar leading Almeyda : 


He wwith a Saword in one hand; Benducar's Slave fol- 


hows, wvith Muley-Moluch's Head upon a Spear. 
Mut. Not ſo much Haſte, Mafters ; come back again; 
you are ſo bent upon Miſchief, that you take a Man 
upon the firſt Word of Plunder. Here's a Sight for 
you; the Emperor is come upon his Head to viſit you. 
[Bowing. ] Moſt Noble Emperor, Now I hope you will 
not hit us in the Teeth, that we have pull'd you down, 


for we can tell you to your Face, that we have exalted - 
you. Oy [ They all cout. 
Bend. [to Almeyda apart.] Think what I am, and 


what your ſelf may be, 
In being mine: refuſe not proffer'd Love, 
That brings a Crown. 
Alm. [to him.] J have reſolv'd. 
And theſe ſhall know my Thoughts. 
Bend. [to her.] On that I build 
He comes up to the Rabble. 
Joy to the People for the Tyrant's Death! 
Oppreſſion, Rapine, Baniſhment, and Blood 
Are now no more; but ſpeechleſs as that Tongue 
That lies for ever ſtill. 
How is my Grief divided with my Joy, | 
When I muſt ewn I kill'd him Bid me ſpeak, 
For not to bid me, is to difallow . 
What for your ſakes is done. 


— x 
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Muff. In the Name of the People we command you 
fpeak : But that pretty Lady ſhall ſpeak firſt ; for we 
have taken ſomewhat of a liking to her Perſon. Be not 
afraid, Lady, to ſpeak to theſe rude Raggamuffins: 
There's nothing ſhall offend you, unleſs it be 
an't pleaſe you. [Making a Leg. 

Alm.Why ſhou'd I fear to ſpeak, who am your Queen? 
My peaceful Father ſway'd the Scepter long; 

And you enjoy'd the Bleſſings of his Reign, 
While you deſerv'd the Name of Africans. 
Then, not commanded, but commanding you, 
Fearleſs I ſpeak : know me for what I am. 
Bend. How ſhe aſſumes! I like not this L 
. A 1 

Alm. I was not born ſo baſe to flatter Crouds, oy 

And move your Pity by a whining Tale : 

Your Tyrant wou'd have forc'd me to his Bed; 

But in th*Attempt- of that foul Brutal Act, 

Theſe loyal Slaves ſecur'd me by his Death. 

| [Pointing- to Bend, 
Zend. Makes ſhe no more of me than of a Slave? 


F772 
Madam, I thought I had ãnſtructed you [To As 
To frame a Speech more ſuiting to the Times: 
The Circumſtances of that dire Deſign, 
Your. own Deſpair, my unexpected Ka, 
My Life endanger'd by his beld Defence, 
And after all, his Death, and your Deliverance, _ 
Were Themes that ought not to be {lighted o'er. 
Muß. She might have paſs'd ever all your petty Bu- 
finefles, and no great matter: But the raifing of my 
Rabble is an loit of Conſequence; and not to be 
mumbled up in Silence, for all her Pertneſs. 
Alm. When Force invades the Gift of Nature, Life, 
The eldeſt Law of Nature, bids defend: 
And if in that Defence a Tyrant fall, 
His Death's his Crime, not ours. 
Suffice it that he's dead: all Wrongs die with him: 
When he can wrong no more, I pardon him: 
Thus I abſolve my ſelf; and him excuſe, 
'Who fav'd my Life and Honour, but praiſe neither. : 
Bend. 


” ww «os 


_ King of Pot Tucar: tog 
Bend. Tis cheap to pardon, whom you woald not pay-: 


© But what ſpeak I of Payment and Reward ! 


, - ads 5 _— * . 
C oo 
2 898 1 


o Woman, you are yet no Queen, 


Nor more than a proud haughty Chriſtian. Slave: 
As ſuch I ſeize my Right. [ Going te lay hold — 
Alm. [drawing a Dagger. ] Dare not to app me; 


Now Africans, 
— himſelf to you; to me he ſtood 


Confeſs d before, and own'd his Inſolence 


T” eſpouſe my Perſon, and aſſume the Crown, 

A2 5 my Right: for this he ſlew. your Tyrant; 
Oh no, he only chang'd him for a worſe ; 

Embas'd your Slavery by his own. Vileneſs, . 

And loaded you with more ignoble Bonds: 


2 Then think me not ungratetul, not to ſhare, 


Th' imperial Crown with a preſuming Traiter. 


© He fays I am a Chriſtian; true I am, 


But yet no Slave: If Chriſtians can be thought 
Unkit to govern theſe of ether Faith, . 


| 'Tis left for you to judge. 


Rend. I have not Patience; ſhe. conſumes the Time- 


u idle Talk, and owns her falſe Belief: 


Seize her by Force, and bear her hence unheard. 

Alm. [to the People.] No, let me rather die your Sa- 
Than live his Triumph; . (crifice, 
I throw my ſelf into my Peoples Arms; 

As you are Men, compaſſionate my Wrongs, 
And as Men prote& me. | 

Ant. Something muſt be done to fave her. 

[fide to Muſt. ] This is all addreſs'd to you, Sir: She 
ngled you out with her Eye, as Commander in chief 

of the Mobility. 

MIA. Think'& thou ſo, Slave Antonio 5 

Ant. Moſt certainly, Sir, and you cannot in Honour 
ANITA now look to your hits, and make your 

ortung. . 

Mufi. Methought indeed ſhe. caft.a kind Leer towards 
me : Qur Prophet was but juſt ſuch another Scoundrel 
as I am, till he rais'd himſelf to Power, and conſequent- 
ly to Holineſs, by marrying his Maſter's Widow: I am 
reſolvd I'll put forward for my ſelf: for why ſhou'd T 
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be my Lord Bendueay's Fool and Slave, when I ny 
be my own Fool and his Maſter ? 

Bend. Take her into Poſſeſſion, Muftapha. N 

Muft. That's better Counſel than you meant it: Ve, 
T do take her into Poſſeſſion, and into Protection too: 
What ſay you, Maſters, will you ſtand by me? 

Omnes. One and all; one and all. 

Bend. Haſt thou betray'd me, Traitor ? Mafti, Speak, 
and mind 'em of Religion. [Mufti akes his Head, 

Muft. Alas, the poor Gentleman has gotten a Coli 
with a Sermon of two Hours long, and a Prayer of four; 
and beſides, if he durſt fpeak, Mankind is grown wiſe 
at this time of Day than to cut one another's Throat: 
about Religion. Our Marti's is a green Coat, and the 
Chriſtian's is a black Coat; and we muſt wiſely go to. 
gether by the Ears, whether green or black ſhall iweey 
our Spoils. [Drums within, and Shout, 

Bend. Now we ſhall ſee whoſe Numbers will prevail; 
The conquering Troops of Muley-Zeydan come, 

To cruſh Rebellion, and eſpouſe my' Cauſe. 

Mat. We will have a fair Trial of Skill for't, I can 
tell him that. When we have diſpatch'd with Muli 
Zeydan, your Lordſhip ſhall march in equal Proporti- 
ons of your Body, to the four Gates of the City, and 
every Tower ſhall have a Quarter of you. 

Antonio draws them up, and takes Alm. by the 
Hand. Shouts again, and Drums. 

Enter Dorax and Sebaſtian attended by African Soldier: 
and Portugueſes. Almeyda and Sebaſtian run into each 
other's Arms, and both ſpeak together. | 
Seb. and Alm. My Sebaſtian!“ My Almeyda ? 

Alm. Do you then live ? 

Seb. And live to love thee ever. 

Bend. How | Dorax and Sebaſtian ſtill alive! 
"The Moors and Chriſtans join'd ! 1 thank thee, Prophet. 

Dor. The Citadel is ours; and Muley-Zeydan | 
Safe under Guard, but as becomes a Prince. 

Lay down your Arms: Such baſe Plebeian Blood. 
Wou' d only ſtain the Brightneſs of my Sword, 
And blunt it for ſome nobler Work behind. 
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Muft. I ſuppoſe you may put it up without offence to 
any Man here preſent. For my Part, I have been loyal 
to my Sovereign Lady: tho' that Villain Benducar, and 


£ that Hypocrite the Mufti, would have corrupted me; 


but if thoſe two *ſcape publick Juſtice, then 1 and all 


N my late honeſt Subjects here deſerve Hanging. 


Bend. {To Dor. ] I'm ſure I did my Part to poiſon thee, 


; What Saint ſoe'er has ſodder'd thee again a 
A Doſe leſs hot had burſt thro? Ribs of Iron. 4 


Muf. Not knowing that, I poiſon'd him once more, 
And drench'd him with a Draught ſo deadly cold, 
That, hadſt not thou prevented, had congeal'd 
The Channel of his Blood, and froze him dry. 

Bend. Thou interpoſing Fool, to mangle Miſchief, 


And think to mend the perfect Work of Hell. 


Dor. Thus when Heaven pleaſes, double Poiſons cure. 
J will not tax thee of Ingratitude 
To me thy Friend, who haſt betray'd thy Prince: 
Death he deſerv'd indeed, but not from thee. 
But Fate, it ſeems, reſerv'd the worſt of Men 
To end the worſt of Tyrants. 


Go bear him to his Fate, a 


And ſend him to attend his Maſter's Ghoſt. 
Let ſome ſecure my other poiſoning Friend, 
Whoſe double Diligence preſerv'd my Life. 

Ant. You are Allen into good Hands, Father-in- 
Law ; your ſparkling Jewels, and Morayma's Eyes 
may prove a better Bail than you deſerve. | 

Muf. The beſt that can come of me, in this Con- 
dition, is to have my Life begg'd firſt, and then to 
be begg'd for a Fool afterwards. 

[Exit Antonio avith the Mufti, and at the ſame 
time Benducar is carry d off. 

Dor. [to Muf?.] You and your hungry Herd depart un- 
For Juſtice cannot ſtoop ſo low, to reach ſtouch'd ; 
The groveling Sin of Crouds ; but curſt be they 
Who truſt Revenge with ſuch mad Inſtruments, 
Whoſe blindfold Bufines is but to deftroy : 

And like the Fire commiſſion'd by the Winds, 
Begins on Sheds, but rowling in a Round, 
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On Palaces returns. Away ye Skum, 
That ſtill riſe upmoſt when the Nation boils: 
Ye Mongrel Work of Heay'n, with humane 8 


hapes,, 
Not to be damn'd or ſav'd, but breathe and — : 


That have but juſt enough of Senſe, to know 
The Maſter's Voice when rated, to depart. 


[Ex. Muſtapha and Rabil, 


Alm. With Gratitude as low, as Rnees can pay 


[ Kneeling to him F 


To thoſe bleſt. holy. Fires, our Guardian Angels, 
Receive theſe Thanks : till Altars can be rais'd. 
Der. Ariſe fair Excellence, and pay no Thanks, 
 [ Raifing ber 1 
Till Time diſcover what I have deſerv'd. 
Seb. More than Reward can anſwer. 
If Portugal and Spain were join'd to Africa, 
And the main Ocean crufted into Land,. 
If Univerſal Monarchy were mine, 
Here ſheu'd the Gift be plac'd. 
Dor. And from ſome Hands I ſhou'd refuſe that Gif: 
Be not too prodigal of Promiſes ; 
But ftint your Bougty to one only Grant,. 
Which I can aſk with Honour. | 
Seb. What:I am 
Is but thy Gift, make what thou canſt of me, 


Secure of no 9 
Dor. [to Seb.] Diſmiſs your Train. 

DIZ An] You, Madam, pleaſe one Moment to retire; 
Sebaſtian gn, to the Portugueſes 7 ge: Almeyda bou- 
ing to him, goes off alſo : The Atricans follow. her. 

Dor. ¶ To the Captain of the Guard.] With you one 
Word in private. [Goes out with the Captain. 
Seb. [folus.) Reſerv'd Behaviour, open Nobleneſs, 
A long myſterious Track of ſtern Bounty. 
But now the Hand of Fate is on the Curtain, 
And draws the Scene to ſight. 
Re-enter Dorax, having taken off his Turbant, and pu 
on a Peruke,. Hat, and Crawvat. 
Der. Now do you know me? 
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Ses. Thou ſhou'dſt be Alonzo. 

Dor. So you ſhou'd be Sebaſtian : 

© But when Sebaſtian ceas'd to be himſelf, 
I ceas'd to be Alonzo. 

Seb. As ina Dream 
J ſee thee here, and ſcarce believe mine Eyes. 

Dor. Is it fo ſtrange to find me where my Wrongs, 
And your inhuman "Tyranny have ſent me? 

Think not you dream: or, if you did, my Injuries. 
Shall call ſo loud, that Lethargy ſhou'd wake; 
And Death ſhou'd give you back to anſwer me. 

A thouſand Nights have bruſh'd their balmy Wings 
= Over theſe Eyes, but ever when they clos'd, 
Vour Tyrant Image forc'd 'em ope again, 

And dry'd the Dews they brought. 

The 1 Hour is come at length, 

Buy manly Vengeance to redeem my Fame: 

And that once clear'd, eternal Sleep is welcome. 
Seb. I have not yet forgot I am a King; 

| Whoſe Royal Office is Redreſs of Wrongs : 

If I have wrong d thee, charge me Face to Face; 
] have not yet forgot I am a Soldier. 

Dor. Tis the firſt Juſtice thou haft ever done me; 
Then tho? I loath this Woman's War of Tongues, 
Yet ſhall my Cauſe of Vengeance firſt be clear 
And Honour be thou Judge. 

deb. Honour befriend us both. 

Beware, I warn thee yet, to tell thy Griefs 
In Terms becoming Majeſty to hear: 
I warn thee thus, becauſe I know thy Temper 
Is inſolent and haughty to Superiors : 
How often haſt thou brav'd my peaceful Court, 
Fil'd it with noiſy Brawls, and windy Boaſts ; 
And, with paſt Service, nauſeouſly repeated, 
R d ev'n me thy Prince? 
or. And well I might, when e Reward, 
The Part of Heav'n in Kings : for Puniſhment | 
1 Hangman's Work, and — for Devils. 
I muſt, and will reproach thee with my Service, 
Tyrant (it irks me ſo te call my Prince.) +, 


But juſt Reſentment and hard Uſage coin'd 
Th unwilling Word; and grating as it is, 
Take it, for 'tis thy Due. 

Seb. How, Tyrant! 

Dor. Tyrant. ä 

Seb. Traitor; that Name thou canſt not echo back: 
That Robe of Infamy, that Circumciſion 
Ill hid beneath that Robe, proclaim the Traitor: 
And, if a Name | 
More foul than Traitor be, *tis Renegade. 

Dor. If I'm a Traitor, think, and bluſh thou Tyrant, 
Whoſe Injuries betray'd me into 'T reaſon, | 
Effac'd my Loyalty, unhing'd my Faith, 

And hurry'd me from Hopes of Heaven to Hell. 
All theſe, and all my yet unfiniſh'd Crimes, 
When I ſhall riſe to plead before the Saints, 

I charge on thee, to make thy Damning ure. 

Sc5. Thy old preſumptuous Arrogance again, 
That bred my firſt Diflike, and then my Loathing. 
Once more. be warn'd, and know me for thy King. 

Dor. Too well I know thee, but for King no more: 
This is not Lisbon, nor the Circle this, 

Where, like a Statue, thou haſt ſtood beſieg'd 

By Sycophants, and Fools, the Growth of Courts: 
Where thy gull'd Eyes, in all the gaudy Round, 
Met nothing but a Lye in every Face; 

And the groſs Flattery of a gaping Croud, 

Envious who firſt ſnou'd catch, and firſt applaud 
The Stuff or Royal Nonſenſe : when I fpoke, 

My honeſt homely Words were carp'd, and cenſur'd, 
For want of Courtly Style: related Actions, 

'Tho' modeſtly reported, paſs'd for:Boaſts : 

Secure of Merit if I ask'd Reward, | 
Thy hungry Minions thought their Rights invaded, 
And the Bread ſnatch'd from Pimps and Paraſites. 
Henriquez aniwer'd, with a ready Lye, * 
To fave his King's, the Boon was begg'd before. 

Seb. What ſay ſt thou of Henriquez ? Now by Heav u, 
Thou mov'ſt me more by barely naming him, 
Than all thy foul unmanner d ſcurril Taunts. 
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| Dr. And therefore *twas to gaul thee, that I nam'd him- 
What Thing, that Nothing, but a Cringe and Smile; 
Fhat Woman, but more daub'd ; or if a Man, 
WCorrupted to a Woman: thy Man Miſtreſs. 

Seb. All falſe as Hell or thou. 
Dar. Ves; full as falſe 
Wa: that I ferv'd thee fifteen hard Campaigns, 
þ \nd pitch'd thy Standard in theſe foreign Fields : 
Wy me thy Greatneſs grew, thy Years grew with it, 
* But thy Ingatitude outgrew em both. 
= $4. I ſee to what thou tend'ſt, but tell me firſt, 
f thoſe great Acts were done alone for me; 
| If Love produc'd not ſome, and Pride the reſt ? 
Dor. Why, Love does all that's noble here below: 
Pat all th' Advantage of that Love was thine. 
For, coming fraughted back, in either Hand 
4 With Palm and Olive, Victory and Peace, 


I was indeed prepar'd to ask my own, 

(For Violantes Vows were mine before : ) 

Thy Malice had Prevention, ere I ſpoke ; 

And ask'd me Violante for Henriquez. | 
Seb. I meant thee a Reward of greater Worth. | 
Dor. N wanted, could Reward be hop'dJ 

Could the robb'd Paſſenger expect a Bounty "_ 

From thoſe rapacious Hands who ſtrippꝰd him firſt ? 
Seb. He had my Promiſe, ere I knew thy Love. 
Dor. My Services deſerv'd thou ſhouldft revoke it. 
Seb. Thy Inſolence had cancell'd all thy Service; 

To violate my Laws, even in my Court, | 

Sacred to Peace, and ſafe from all Affronts ; 

8 Ev'n to my Fze2, and done in my Deſpite, 

Under the Wing of awful Majeſty: | 7 
To ſtrike the Man I lov'd! 

Dor. Ev'n in the Face of Heav'n, a Place more ſacred, 
Would I have ttruck the Man, who, prompt by Power, 
Would ſeize my Right, and rob me of my Love : 

But, for a Blow proyok'd by thy Injuſtice, 
The haſty Product of a juſt Deipair, 
When he refus'd to meet me in the Field, 


That thou ſhould't makea Coward's Caufe thy own ? 
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Seb. He durſt: nay more, defir'd and begg'd wig 
To meet thy Challenge fairly: *twas thy Fault ¶ Tea 


To make it publick ; but my Duty, then 
To interpoſe, on pain of my Diſpleaſure, 
Betwixt your Swords. 

Dor. On pain of Infamy 
He ſhould have diſebey'd. 

Seb. Th' Indignity thou didſt was meant to me: 
Thy gloomy Eyes were caſt on me with Scorn, 
As who ſhould fay, the Blow was there intended ; 
But that thou didſt not dare to lift thy Hands 
Againſt anointed Power: — ſo was I forc'd 
To do a Sovereign Juftice to my ſelf, 

And ſpurn thee from my Preſence. 

Dor. Thou haſt dar'd 
To tell me, what I durſt not tell my ſelf: 

I durſt not think that I was ſpurn'd, and live ; 
And live to hear it boaſted to my Face. 

All my long Avarice of Honour loſt, | 
—_— in Youth, and hoarded up for Age; 
He has ; and hooting Bo dry-ſhod paſs 

Sounds. ng Boys may dry. , 
And gather Pebbles Com the naked Ford. 


Give me my Love, my Honour; give em back —— 
Give me Revenge, while I have Breath to ask it — 
Seb. Now by this henour'd Order which I wear, 
Mere gladly would I give, than thou dar'ſt ask it — 


Nor fhall the ſacred Character of King 
Be urg' d to ſhield me from thy bold Appeal. 
If J have injur'd thee, that makes us equal: 
The Wrong, if done, debas'd me down to thee. 
But thou haft charg'd me with Ingratitude ; 
Haſt thou not charg'd me? ſpeak. 
2 4 _ — have: 
thou diſown'ſt that Imputation, draw, 

And prove my Charge a — 

Seb. No; to diſprove that Lye I muſt not draw: 
Be conſcious to thy Worth, and tell thy Soul 
What thou haſt done this day in my Defence: 

Po fight thee, after this, what were it elſe 


onour's Fountain then ſeck'd back the Stream 
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12n owning that Ingratitude thou urgeſt ? 
That I bmus ſtands between two ruſhing Seas; 
Which mounting, view each other from afar : 
And ſtrive in vain to meet. 
Der. Pl cut that [fmus. 
Thou know'ſt I meant not to preſerve thy Life, 
Hat to reprieve it, for my own Revenge. 
I ay'd thee out of honourable Malice: 
Now draw ; I ſhould be loth to think thou dar'ft not: 
Beware of ſuch another vile Excuſe. 
Feb. O Patience, Heav'n ? 
Dor. Beware of Patience too; 
at's a ſuſpicious Word: It had been proper, 
Before thy Foot had ſpurn'd me; now tis baſe : 
vet, to diſarm thee of thy laſt Defence, 
I have thy Oath for my Security : 
The only Boon I begg'd was this fair Combat: 
Fight or be perjur'd now.; that's all thy Choice. 
deb. Now can I thank thee as thou wouldſt be tkank'd: 
Y [ Drawing. 
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Never was Vow of Honour better paid, 
If my true Sword but hold, than this ſhall be. 
[The ſprightly Bridegroom, on his Wedding-Night, 
More gladly enters not the Liſts of Love. 
Why 'tis Enjoyment to be ſummon'd thus. 
Go : Bear my Meſſage to Henriquez' Ghoſt ; 
And fay his Maſter and his Friend reveng'd him. 
Der. His Ghoſt ! then is my hated Rival dead? 
Seb. The Queſtion is beſide our preſent Purpoſe ; 
Thou ſeeſt me ready ; we delay too long. 
Dor. A Minute is not much in either's Life, 
When there's but one betwixt us; throw it in, 
And give it him of us who is to fall. 
Seb. He's dead: Make haſte, and thou mayſt yet 
o'ertake him. 
Dor. When I was haſty, thou delay'dft me longer. 
I pry'thee let me hedge one Moment more 
Into thy Promiſe: For thy Life preſerv'd, 
Be kind; and tell me how that Rival dy'd, 
Whoſe Death next thine I wiſti d. PR 
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Seb. If it would pleaſe thee, thou ſhou'dſt never knoy. 
But thou, like Jealouſy, enquir* a Truth, YN 
Which fonnd will torture thee: He dy'd in Fight; 
Fought next my Perſon ; as in Conſort fought : 
Kept Pace for Pace, and Blow for every Blow ; 

Save when he heav'd his Shield in my Defence; 

And on his naked Side receiv'd my Wound. 

Then when he could no more, he fell at once: 

But rowl'd his falling Body croſs their Way; 

And made a Bulwark of it for his Prince. 

Dor. I never can forgive him ſuch a Death! 

Seb. I propheſy'd thy proud Soul could not bear it. 
Now judge thy ſelf, who beſt deſerv'd my Love. 

I knew you both; and (durſt I fay) as Heav'n 
Foreknew among the ſhining Angel Hoſt 

Who would ftand firm, who fall. 

i Dor. Had he been tempted fo, fo had he fall'n; 
And ſo, had I been favour'd, had I ſtood. 

Seb. What had been, is unknown; what is, appear; 
Confeſs he juſtly was preferr'd to thee. | 
Dor. Had I been born with his indulgent Stars, 

My Fortune had been his, and his been mine. 
O worſe than Hell! what Glory have I loſt, 
And what has he acquir'd by ſuch a Death! 

IT ſhould have fallen by Schaſtian's fide, 

My Corps had been the Bulwark of my King. 
His glorious End was a patch'd Work of Fate, 
Ill ſorted with a ſoft effeminate Life; 8 

It ſuited better with my Life than his 

So to have dy'd : Mine had been of a Piece, 
Spent in your Service, dying at your Feet. 

Seb. The more effeminate and ſoſt his Life, 
The more his Fame, to ſtruggle to the Field, 
And meet his glorious Fate: Confeſs, proud Spirit, 
{For I will have it from thy very Mouth) 

That better he deſerv'd my Love than thou. 

Dor. O, whither would you drive me! I mutt grart, 
Yes I muſt grant, but with a ſwelling Soul, 
Henriquez had your Love with more Deſert: 

For you he fought, and dy*d ; I fought againſt re | 
4 1.19 
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Thro! all the Mazes of the bloody Field, 
unted your ſacred Life; which that I miſs'd 
as the propitious Error of my Fate, 
ot of my Soul; my Scui's a Regicide. 
Seb. Thou might'ſt have given it a more gentle Name: 
FT hou mean'ſt to kill a Tyrant, not a King. ¶ More calmly, 
Ppeak, didſt thou not, Alonzo? | | 
Dor. Can I ſpeak! 
Alas, I cannot anſwer to Alonzo : 
No, Doeraæ cannot anſwer to Alonzo : 
8 //-:29 was too kind a Name for me. 
hen, when I fought and conquer'd with your Arms; 
In that bleſt Age 1 was the Man you nam'd : 
Till Rage and Pride debas'd me into Dorax ; 
And loit like Lucifer my Name above. 
Seb. Yet twice this Day I ow'd my Life to Dorax. 
Dor. I ſav'd you but to kill you; there's my Grief. 
Seb. Nay, if thou canſt be griev'd, thou canſt repent ; 
Thou couldſt not be a Villain, tho' thou would : 
Thou own'ſt too much in owning thou haſt err'd ; 
And I too little, who provok'd thy Crime. 
Dor. O ſtop this headlong Torrent of your Goodneſs : 
It comes too faſt upon a feeble Soul, 
Half drown'd in 'Tears before; ſpare my Confuſion :; 
For Pity ſpare, and ſay not, firit you err'd. 
For yet I have not dar'd, thro' Guilt and Shame, 
To throw my ſelf beneath your Royal Feet. | 
| | [ Falls at his Feet. 
Now ſpurn this Rebel, this 2 * Renegade: 
"Tis juſt you ſhould, nor will I more complain. 
Seb. Indeed thou ſhouldit not aſæ Forgiveneſs firſt, 
But thou prevent'ſt me ſtill, in all that's noble. 
[Taking him up. 
Yes I will raiſe thee up with better News: 
Thy Violante's Heart was ever thine ; 
Compeli'd to wed, becauze ſhe was my Ward, 
Her Soul was abſent when ſhe gave her Hand : 
Nor could my I hreats, or his purſuing Courtſhip, 
Effect the Conſummation of his Love: 
do, ſtill indulging Tears, ſhe pines for thee, 
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A Widow and a Maid. ſme! 
Dor. Have I been curſing Heav'n, while Heav'n ble 
IT ſhall run mad with Extaſy of Joy: 
What, in one Moment, to be reconciPd 
To Heav'n, and to my King, and to my Love! 
But Pity is my Friend, and ſtops me ſhort, 
For my unhappy Rival: Poor Henriquez ! 
Seb. Art thou ſo generous too, to pity him ? 
Nay, then I was unjuſt to love him better. 
Here let me ever hold thee in my Arms: | Embracing hin, 
And all our Quarrels be but ſuch as theſe, 
Who ſhall love bet, and cloſet fhall embrace: 
Be what Henriquez was: Be my Alonzo. * 
Dor. What, my Alonzo, ſaid you? my Alonzo ! 
Let my Tears thank you; for I cannot ſpgak : 
And if I could, 10 
Words were not made to vent ſuch Thoughts as mine. 
Seb. Some ſtrange Reverſe of Fate muſt ſure attend 
This vaſt Profuſion, this Extra vagance 
Of Heav'n, to bleſs me thus. I'is Gold ſo pure, 
It cannot bear the Stamp, without Allay. 
Be kind, ye Powers, and take but half away : 
With eafe the Gifts of Fortune I reſign ; 
But, let my Love, and Friend, be ever mine. [Exeur, 
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Acer v. SCENE I. 
The SCENE is a Room of State, 


Enter Dorax and Antonio. 
Dor. TOY is on every Face, without a Cloud: 
As, in the Scene of opening Paradiſe, 
The whole Creation danc'd at their new Being: 
Pleas'd to be what they were; pleas'd with each other, | 
Such Joy have I, both in my ſelf, and Friends: S 
And double Joy that I have made em happy. 4 
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"Ant. Pleaſure has been the Bus neſs of my Life ; 
And every Change of Fortune eaſy to me, 
Becauſe I ſtill was eaſy to my elf, | 
The Loſs of her I lov'd would touch me neareſt ; 
Yet, if I found her, I might love too much, 

And that's uneaſy Pleaſure, 

Dor. If ſhe be fated | 
To be your Wife, your Fate will find her for you: . 
| Predeftinated Ills are never loſt, 

Ant. I had forgot ; 

T” enquire before, but long to be inform'd ; 

How, poiſon'd and betray'd, and round beſet, 

You could unwind your ſelf from all theſe Dangers ; 
And move ſo ſpeedily to our Relief 

Dor. The double Poiſons, after a ſhort Combat, 
Expell'd each other in their Civil War, a 
By Nature's Beneſit: and rous'd my Thoughts 
To guard that Life which now I found attack'd. 

I ſummon'd all my Officers in haſte, 

On whoſe experienc'd Faith I might rely : 

All came reſolv'd to die in my . 

Save that one Villain who betray'd the Gate. 
Our Diligence prevented the i 

We juſtly fear'd: So Muley-Zeydan found us 
Drawn up in Battle, to receive the Charge. 

Ant. But how the Moors and Chriſtian Slaves were 
You have not yet unfolded. - _ (join'd, +. 

Dor. That remains. 

We knew their Intereſt was the {ame with ours: 
And tho' I hated more than Death, Sebaſtian ; 
I could not ſee him die by vulgar Hands: 
But prompted by my Angel, or by his, 
Freed all the Slaves, and plac'd him next my elf, 
Becauſe I would not have his Perſon known. 
I need not tell the reſt, th' Event declares it. 
Ant. Your Conqueſts came of courſe ; their Men 
were raw, | 
And yours were diſciplin d: One Doubt remains, 
Why you induſtriouſſy coneea!'d the King, 
Who, known, had added Courage to his Men ? 
Vo r. VI. F 
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Dor. I am not hazard civil Broils betwixt 
His Friends and mine: Which might ent our Co 
Yet, had he fall'n, I had diſmiſs” 15 1 
Or if victorious, order'd his Eſcape. 

But I forgot a new. Increaſe of Joy, 
To feaſt him with Surprize ; I muſt about it: 
Expect my ſwift Return. [Exit Dora 

g Enter a Servant ts Antonio. 

Ser. Here's a Lady at the Door, that bids me tel 
you, ſhe1s come to make an end of the Game, that wa 
broken eff betwixt you. BI. 

Ant. What manner of Woman is ſhe? Does ſhe ng 
want two of the four Elements? has ſhe any thing about 
her but Air and Fire? | 

Ser. Truly, ſhe flies about the Room, as if ſhe had 
Wings inſtead of Legs; I believe ſhe's juſt turning into | 
a Bird: A Houſe- bird I warrant her: And ſo haſty to 
fly to you, that rather than fail of Entrance, ſhe would 
come tumbling down the Chimney, like a Swallow. | 

Enter Morayma. 

Ant. | Ranning to her, and embracing her.] Look if 
ſhe be not here already ! What, ho Denial it ſeems wil 
ſerve your turn? why, thou little Dun, is thy Debt 6 
preſſing ? | 
f Mor. Little Devil if you pleaſe: Vour Leaſe is out, 

good Mr. Conjurer; and I am come to fetch your Soul | 
and Body ; not an Hour of Leudneſs longer in this 
World for you. | 

Ant. Where the Devil haſt thou been? and how the WW 

Devil didſt thou find me here? 

Mor. I follow'd you into the Caſtle- yard: But there 
was nothing but Tumult and Confuſion :: And I was bo- | 
dily afraid of being pick'd up by ſome of the Rabble: 
Conſidering I had a double Charge about me —— my 
Jewels, and my Maiden-head. | 

Ant. Both of em intended for my -Worſhip's ſole 
Uſe and Property. 

Mar. And what was poor little I among 'em all? 

Ant. Not a mouthful a-piece : *Twas too much odds 
in Conſcience. | | 


Mir. 
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Mor. So ſeeking for ſhelter, I naturally ran to the 
old Place of Aſſignation, the Garden-Houſe : Where for 
want of Inſtinct, you did not follow me. | 

Ant. Well, for thy Comfort, I have ſecur'd thy Father; 
and I hope thou haſt ſecur'd his Effects for us. 

Mer. Yes, truly, I had the prudent Forefight to con- - 
fider that when we grow old, and weary of ſolacing one 


another. we might have, at leaſt, wherewithal to make 
| merry with the World; and take up with a worſe Plea- 


ſure of Eating and Drinking, when we were diſabled for 
a better. 

Ant. Thy Fortune will be &en too good for thee : 
For thou art going into the Country of Serenades and 
Gallantries ; where thy Street will be haunted every 
Night with thy fooliſh Lovers, and my Rivals; who 
will be ſighing, and finging under thy inexorable Win- 
dows, lamentable Ditties, and call thee cruel, and God- 
deſs, and Moon, and Stars, and all the poetical Names 
of wicked Rhyme. While thau and J are minding our 
Bus'neſs, and jogging on, and laughing at 'em, at lei- 
ſure Minutes; which will be very few, take that by 
way of threatning. | 

Mor. J am afraid you are not very valiant, that you 
huff ſo much beforehand. But, they ſay, your Charches 
are fine Places for Love-Devotion : Many a ſhe Saint is 
there worſhipped. | 

Ant. Temples are there as they are in all other Coun- 
tries, good Conveniencies for dumb Interviews: I hear 
the Proteſtants are not much reform'd in that Point nei- 
ther; for their Sectaries call their Churches by the natu- 
ral Name of Meeting-houſes. Therefore I warn thee in 

time, not more of Devotion than needs muſt, good 
uture Spouſe ; and always in a Veil: for thoſe Eyes of 
thine are damn'd Enemies to Mortification. | 

Mar. The beſt thing I have heard of Chriſtendom, 
is, that we Women are allow'd the Privilege of havin 
Souls; and I aſſure you, I ſhall make bold to beſtow 
mine upon ſome Lover, when ever you begin to go 
aſtray ; and if I find no Convenience in a Church, a 
private Chamber will ſerve the Turn. | 

F 2 Ants 


124 Dow SEBASTIAN, 
Ant. When that Day comes, I muſt take my Re. 


venge, and turn Gardener again: For I find I am mg 


given to — | 
Mor. But heed in the mean time, that ſome 
young Antonio does not ſpring up in your own Family, 
as falie as his Father, tho' of another Man's Planting. 
. Re-enter Dorax «with Sebaſtian and Almeyda. Sebaffin 
enters ſpeaking to Dorax, while in the mean time Ay. 
tonio prefents Moray ma to Almeyda. 
Seb. How fares our Royal Pris'ner, Muley-Zeydan ? 
Dor. Diſpos'd to grant whatever I deſire, 
To gain a Crown, and Freedom: Well I know him, 
Of eaſy Temper, naturally good, 
Aud faithful to his Word. 
Seb. Yet one thing wants, 
To fill the Meaſure of my Happineſs ; 
I'm ſtill in pain for poor Alvarez* Life. 
Dor. Releaſe that Fear, the good old Man is ſafe: 
J paid his Ranfom ; 
And have already order'd his Attendance. 
Seb. O bid him enter, for I long to ſee him. 
Enter Alvarez with a Servant, who departs whn 
| Alvarez is enter d. 
Av. Now by my Soul, and by theſe hoary Hairs, 
[ Falling down, and embracing the King's Kut, 
I'm ſo o'er-whelm'd with Pleaſure, that I feel 
A latter Spring within my with'ring Limbs, 
That ſhoots me out again. 
Seb. Thou good old Man! [ Raifing hin 
Thou haſt deceiv'd me into more, more Joys ; 
Who ſtood brim full before. 
Aly. O my dear Child! 
T love thee ſo, I cannot call thee King, 
Whom I ſo oft have dandled in theſe Arms 
What, when I gave thee loſt, to find thee living! 
"Tis like a Father who himſelf had *ſcap'd 
A falling Houſe, and after anxious Search, 
Hears from afar, his only Son within : 


And digs thro' Rubbiſh, till he drags him out 


To 


« Rea mA a4 
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To ſee the friendly Light 
Such is my Haſte, ſo trembling is my Joy, 
To draw thee forth from underneath thy Fate. 


Seb. The Tempeſt is o'er-blown ; the Skies are clear, 


And the Sea charm'd into a Calm fo ſtill, 
That not a Wrinkle ruffles her ſmooth Face. 
Alv. Juſt fuch ſhe ſhows before a riſing Storm: 
And therefore am I come with timely Speed, 
To warn you into Port. 
Alm. My Soul fore-bodes [ Mae. 
Some dire Event involy'd in thoſe dark Words ; 
And juſt diſcloſing in a Birth of Fate. | 


Av. 1 Heir of this vaſt Empire, 


Who ſtill ſurvives -Moluch's Branch? 
Dor. Ves, ſuch a one there is a Captive here, 
And Brother to the Dead. | 
Alv. The Pow'rs above 
Be prais'd for that: My Prayers for my good Maſter 
I hope are heard. 
Seb. Thou haft a Right in Heav'n. 
But why theſe Prayers for me ? 
Av. A Door is open yet for your Deliverance. 
Now you my Country-men, and you Almeyda, 
| Now all of us, and you (my All in one) 
May yet be happy in that Captive's Life. 
Seb. We have him here an honourable Hoſt 
For Terms of Peace: What more he can contribute 
To make me bleſt, I know not. 
Av. Vaſtly more: 
Almeyda may be ſettled in the Throne; 
And you review your native Clime with Fame: 
A firm Alliance, and eternal Peace, 
(The glorious Crown of honourable War) 
mY 2 in that Prince's Life Hp 
is fair Queen be given to Muley-Zeydan : 
And make her Love the Sanction 4 League. 
Seb. No more of that: His Life's in my diſpoſe; 
Pris' ners are not to inſiſt on Terms, 


Or if they were, yet he demands not thefe. 
F 3 Av. 
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Alu. You ſhould exact em. | 
Aim. Better may be made; 

Theſe cannct; I abhor the Tyrant's Race ; 

My Parents Murderers, my Throne's Uſurpers. 

But, at one Blow, to cut off all Diſpute, 

Know this, thou buſy, old, officious Man, 

I am a Chriſtian z now be wiſe no more; 

Or if thou wouldſt be ſtill thought wiſe, be filent. 

Av. O I perceive you think your Int'reſt touch'd: 
"Tis what before the Battel I obſerv'd: 1 
But I muſt ſpeak, and will. 

Seb. I pr'ythee Peace: 

Perhaps ſhe thinks they are too near of Blood. 
Atv. I wiſh ſhe may not wed to Blood more near. 
Seb. What if I make her mine? 

Alv. Now Heav'n forbid ! 

Seb. Wiſh rather Heav'n may grant. 

For, if I cou'd deſerve, I have deſery'd her: 

My Toils, my Hazards, and my Subjects Lives, 

Provided ſhe conſent) may claim her Love; 

And, that once granted, I appeal to theſe, 

If better I could chuſe a beauteous Bride. 

Ant. The faireſt of her Sex. 

Mor. The Pride of Nature. 

Dor. He only merits her; ſhe only him. 

So pair'd, ſo ſuited in their Minds and Perſons, 

That they were fram'd the Tallies for each other. 

If any Alien Love had interpos'd, | 

It muſt have been an Eye-ſore to Beholders, 

And to themſelyes a Curſe. 

Alv. And to themſelves 

'The greateft Curſe that can be, were to join. | 
Seb. Did not I love thee, paſt a Change to hate, 

That Word had been thy Ruin; but no more, 

I charge thee on thy Life, perverſe old Man. 
Alv. Know, Sir, I would be filent if I durſt : 

But, if on Shipboard, I ſhould ſee my Friend 

Grown Frantick in a raging Calenture, 

And he, imagining vain flowry Fields, 


Would headlong plunge himſelf into the Deep; 


Should 
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*hould I not hold him from that mad Attempt, 

Till his fick Fancy were by Reaſon cur'd ? 

Seb. I pardon thee th' Effects of doting Age; 

Vain Doubts, and idle Cares, and Over-Caution ; 

The ſecond Non-age of a Soul, more wile ; 

But now decay d, and ſunk into the Socket, 

Peeping by Fits, and giving feeble Light. 

Av. Have you forgot? 
Seb. Thou mean'ſt my Father's Will, 

In bar of Marriage to Almeyda's Bed : 

Thou ſeeſt my Faculties are ſt ill entire, 

Tho' th ine are much impair'd. I weigh'd that Will, 

And found twas grounded en our diff rent Faiths ; 

But, had he liv'd to ſee her happy Change, 

He would have cancell'd that harſh Interdict, 

And join'd, our Hands himſelf. 

Av. Still had he liv'd and ſeen this Change, 

He ſtill had been the ſame. 

Seb. I have a dark Remembrance of my Father; 

Eis Reas'nings and his Actions both were juſt ; 

And, granting that, he muit have chang'd his Meaſures. 
Alv. Yes, he was juſt, and therefore could not change. 
Seb. *Tis a baſe Wrong thou offer'ſt to the Dead. 

Av. Now Heav'n forbid, 

That I ſhould blaſt his pious Memory: 

No, I am tender of his holy Fame: 

For dying he bequeath'd it to-my Charge. 

Believe, I am; and ſeek to know no more, 

But pay a blind Obedience to his Will. 

For to preſerve his Fame I would be filent. 

Seb. Craz'd Fool, who wouldit be thought an Oracle, 

Come down from off the Tripos, and ſpeak plain: 

My Father ſhall be juſtify'd, he ſhall : 

'Tis a Son's Part to riſe in his Defence ; 

And to confound thy Malice, or thy Dotage. 

Atv. It does not grieve me that you hold me craz'd: 

But, to be clear'd at my dead Maſter's coſt, 

O there's the Wound ! but let me firit adjure you, 

By all you owe that dear departed Soul, 

No more to think of Marriage with A/meyda. 
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Seb. Not Heav'n and Earth combin'd can hinder it. 

Av. Then witneſs Heav'n and Earth, how loth I an 
To fay, you muſt not, nay you cannot wed. 
And fince not only a dead Father's Fame, 


But more, a Lady's Honour muſt be touch'd, 


Which nice as Ermines will not bear a Soil ; 
Let all retire : That you alone may hear 


What ev'n in Whiſpers I would tell your Ear. 


Alm. Not one of you depart ; I 
And were my Voice a Trumpet loud as Fame, 


[AU are going ont, 


you ſtay. 


To reach tne Round of Heav'n, and Earth, and Sea, 


All Nations ſhould be ſummon'd to this Place. 


So little do I fear that Fellow's Charge: 
So ſhould my Honour like a rifing Swan, 


Bruſh with her Wings the falling Drops away, 
And proudly plough the Waves. 
Seb. 'This noble Pride becomes thy Innocence : 


And I dare truſt my Father's Memory 


To ſtand the Charge of that foul forging To 


Alv. It will be ſoon diſcover'd if I forge : 


Have you not heard your Father in his Youth, 
When newly 
And made a long Abode in Philip's Court? 

Seb. Why ſo remote a Queſtion ? which thy ſelf 
Can anſwer to thy ſelf, for thou wert with him, 
His Fav'rite, as I oft have heard thee boaſt, 
And neareſt to his Soul. | 


d, travell'd into Spain, 


Alu. Too near indeed, forgive me gracious Heav'n, 


That ever I ſhould boaſt I was ſo near: 
The Confident of all his young Amours. 
And have not you, unhappy Beauty, heard, [7o Alm. 
Have you not often heard, your exil'd Parents 
Were refug'd in that Court, and at that Time ? 


Alm. Tis true: And often fince, my Mother own'd 


How kind that Prince was, to efpouſe her Cauſe ; 
She counſel d, nay, enjoin'd me on her Bleſſing, 
To ſeek the Sanctuary of your Court: 
Which gave.me firſt Encouragement to come, 
And with my Brother, beg S- baftian's Aid, 


Seb. 
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3. Thou help'ſt me well, to juſtify my War: 
1 Alm. ] My dying Father ſwore me, then a Boy, 
And made me kiſs the Croſs upon his Sword, 
Never to ſheath it, till that exiPd Queen 
Were by my Arms reſtor'd. 
Alu. And can you find 
No My ry couch'd in this Exceſs of Kindneſs ? 
pere Kings &er known, in this degenerate Age, 
So paſſionately fond of noble Acts, 
Where Intereſt ſhar'd not more than half with Honour? 
Seb. Baſe groveling Seul, who know'ft net Honour's 
But weigh'ſ it out in mercenary Scales; [Worth ; 
The ſecret Pleaſure of a generous AQ, 
Is the great Mind's great Bribe. 
Av. Show me that King, and I'll believe the Phœnix. 
But knock at you own Breaſt, and ask your Soul 
If thoſe fair fatal Eyes edg'd not your Sword, 
More than your Father's 2 and all your Vows ? 
If fo, and ſo your Silence grants it is, 
Know, King, your Father had, like you, a Soul; 
And Love is your Inheritanee from him. 
Almeyda's Mother too had Eyes, like her, 
And not leſs charming ; and were charm'd no leſs 
Than yours are now with her, and hers with you.. 
Alm. Thou ly'ſt, Impoſtor ; perjur'd Fiend, thou ly'ſt. 
Seb. Was't not enough to brand my Father's Fame, 
But thou muſt load a Lady's Memory? 
O infamous, O baſe, beyond Repair ! 
And to what End this ill-concerted Lye, 
Which palpable and groſs, yet granted true, 
It bars not my inviolable Vows ? 
Atv. Take heed, and double not your Father's Crimes; 
To his Adult'ry do not add your Inceſt. 
Know, ſhe's the Product of unlawful Love, 
And *tis your carnal Siſter you wou'd wed. 
Seb. Thou ſhalt not ſay thou wert condemn'd unheard ;; 
He, by my Soul, this Moment were thy laſt. 
Alm. But think not Oaths ſhall juſtify thy Charge; 
Nor Imprecations on thy curſed Head. 
For who dares lye to Heaven, thinks Heaven a JcR. 
F = Thou: * 
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Thou haſt confeſs'd thy ſelf the conſcious Pandar 
Of that pretended Paſſion ; 
A fingle Witneſs infamouſly known, 
Againſt two Perſons of unqueſtion d Fame. 
Alv. What Intereſt can I have, or what Delight 
To blaze their Shame, or to divulge my own ? 
If prov'd, you hate me; if unprov'd, condemn. 
Not Racks or Tortures cou'd have forc'd this Secret, 
But too much Care to ſave you from a Crime, 
Which would have ſunk you both. For let me fay, 
Almeyda's Beauty well deſerves your Love. 
Alm. Out baſe Impoſtor, I abhor thy Praiſe. 
Dor. It looks not like Impoſture ; but a Truth, 
On utmoſt Need reveal'd. 
Seb. Did I expect from Dorax this Return 2 
Js this the Love renew'd.? 
Der. Sir, I am ſilent; 
Pray Heav'n my Fears prove falſe. 
Seb. Away; you all combine to make me wretched. 
Alu. But hear the Story of that fatal Love; 
Where every Circumſtance ſhall prove another ; 
And Truth ſo ſhine by her own native Light, 
That if a Lye were mixt, it muſt be ſeen. 
Seb. No; all may ſtill be forg'd, and of a piece. 
No; I can credit nothing thou canſt ſay. 
Alu. One Proof remains: and that's your Father's 


Firm'd with his Signet; both ſo fully known, [Hand: 


That plainer Evidence can gang 4 
Unleſs his Soul wou'd want her 
And come on- Earth to ſwear. 

Seb. Produce that Writing. | 

A [to Dorax.] Alonzo has it in his Cuſtody. 
The ſame, which when his Nobleneſs redeem'd me, 
And in a friendly Viſit own'd himſelf 
For what he is, I then depoſited : 
And had his Faith to give it to the King. 

Dor. Untouch d, and ſeal'd, as when intruſted with me. 

* [Giving a feal d Paper to the King. 

Such TI reftore it with a trembling Hand, 
Leſt ought within diſturb your Peace of Soul. 


be, | 
eav'n awhile, 


Seb. 
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Seb. Draw near, Al/meyda : thou art moſt concern'd : 
[ Tearing open the Seals. 
For I am moſt in thee. 
Alanzo, mark the Characters: 8 
Thou know'ſt my Father's Hand, obſerve it well: 
And if th' Impoſtor's Pen have made one ſlip, 
That ſhews it Counterfeit, mark that and ſave me. 
Dor. It looks indeed too like my Mafler's Hand: 
So does the Signet: more I cannot fay ; 
But wiſh 'twere not ſo like. 
Seb. Methinks it owns 
The black Adult'ry, and Almeyda's Birth ; 
But ſuch a Miſt of Grief comes o'er my Eyes, 
I cannot, or I wou'd not read it plain. 
Alm. Heaven cannot be more true, than this is falſe. 
Seb. O cou'dſt thou prove it with the ſame Aſſurance! 
Speak, haſt thou ever ſeen my Father's Hand? 
An. No; but my Mother's Honour has been read 
By me, and by the World, in all her Acts ; 
In Characters more plain and legible 
Than this dumb Evidence, this blotted Lye. 
Oh that I were a Man, as my Soul's one, 
To prove thee Traitor, and Aſſaſſinate 
Of her Fame : thus moy'd I'd tear thee, thus : 
5 [ Tearing the Paper 
And ſcatter o'er the Field thy Coward Limbs, 
Like this foul Off-ſpring of thy forging Brain. 
| [Scat ring the Paper. 
Alv. Juſt ſo ſhalt thou-be torn from all thy Hopes. 
For know, proud Woman, know in thy deſpite, 
The moſt authentick Proof is {till behind. 
Thou wear'ſt it on thy Finger; *tis that Ring, 
Which match'd to that on his, ſhall clear the Doubt. 
'Tis no dumb Forgery : for that ſhall ſpeak ; 
And ſound a rattling Peal to either's Conſcience. 
Seb. This Ring indeed, my Father, with a cold 
And ſhaking Hand, juſt in the Pangs of Death, 
Put on my Finger; with a parting Sigh, 0 
And wou d have ſpoke ; but falter d in his Speech 
With undiſtinguiſh'd Sound. * 
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Alv. I know it well: 
For I was preſent : now Almeyda, Spe: K: 
And truly tell us, how you came by yours. 

Alm. My Mother, when I parted from her Sight 
To go to Portugal, bequeath'd it to.me, 
Preſaging ſhe ſhould never ſee me more: 
She pulPd it from her Finger, ſhed ſome Tears, 
Kiſs'd it, and told me twas a Pledge of Love, 
And hd a Myſtery. of great Importance 
Relating to my Fortunes. 

Alv. Mark me now, 
While I diſcloſe that fatal Myſtery. : 
Thoſe Rings, when you were born and thought another's, 
Vour Parent's glowing yet in ſinful Love, | 
Bid me beſpeak : a curious Artiſt wrought 'em, 
With Joints fo cloſe, as not to be perceiv'd; 
Yet are they both each other's Counterpart, 
Her Part had Juan inſcrib'd, and his had Zayda, 
(You know thoſe Names are theirs :) and in the midſt, 
A Heart divided in two halves was plac'd. 
Now if the Rivets of thoſe Rings inclos'd, 


Fit not each other, I have forg'd this Lye : 
But if they join, you muſt for ever part. | 
[Sebaſtian pulling of his Ring, Almeyda dbes the ſame, 


and gives it to Alv. who unſcrues both the Rings, and 
fits one half to the other. 


Seb. Now Life or Death. 
Alm. And either thine or ours. 
Tm loſt forever. | [Savoont, 
[The Women and Morayma take her up, and carry her 
off. | 
[Sebaſtian here fands amaz'd without Motion, his 
Eyes fixt upward. 
Seb. Look to the Queen my Wife; for I am paſt 
All row'r of Aid to her or to my ſelf. 
Alv. His Wife, ſaid he, his Wife ! O fatal Sound! 
For, had Nknow it, this unwelcome News K 
Had never reach'd their Ears. 


*. 
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they had ſtill been bleſt in Ignorance, | 
And I alone unhappy. | 
Dor. I knew it but too late, and durſt not ſpeak. 
Seb. [Starting out of his Amazement.] I will not live, - 
no not a Moment more ; . 
1 will not add one Moment more to Inceſt : 
I'll cut it off, and end a wretched Being. 
For, ſhou'd I live, my Soul's ſo little mine, 
And ſo much hers, that I ſhould ſtill enjoy. 
Ye cruel Powers, 
Take me as you have made me, miſerable ; 
You cannot make me guilty ; 'twas my Fate, 
And you made that, not I. [Draws his Sword. 
Ant. and Alv. lay hold on him, and Dorax wreſts- 
the Sword out of his Hand. 
Aut. For Heav'n's ſake hold, and recollect your Mind. 
Alv. Conſider whom you puniſh, and for what; 
Your ſelf unjuſtly : You have charg'd the Fault 
On Heav'n, that beſt may bear it. 
Tho” Inceſt is indeed a deadly Crime,. 
You are not ty, fince unknown *twas done, 
And known, been abhorr'd. | 
Seb. By Heav'n you're Traitors all, that hold my Hands. 
If Death be but Ceſſation of our Thought, 
Then let me die, for I would think no more. 
Pll boaſt my Innocence above; | 
And let em ſee a Soul they cou'd not ſully : 
I ſhall be there before my Father's Ghoſt; 
That yet muſt languiſn long in Froſts and Fires, 
For making me unhappy by his Crime: [Struggling again. 
Stand off, and let me take my fill of Death : 
For I can hold my Breath in your Deſpite, 
And ſwell my heaving Soul out, when I pleaſe. 
Alv. Heav'n comfort you! 
Seb. What, art thou giving Comfort F 
Wouldſt thou give Comfort, who haſt giv'n Deſpair? 
Thou ſeeſt Alonzo filent 3 he's a Man. | 
He knows, that Men abandon'd of their Hopes 
Shou'd aſk no Leave, nor ſtay for ſueing out 
A tedious Writ of Eaſe from lingering Heav'n, 


But 
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But help themſelves, as timely as they cou'd, 

And teach the Fates their Duty. 

Dor. [to Alv. and Ant.] Let him go. 

He is our King; and he ſhall be obey'd. 
Alv. What, te deſtroy himſelf? O Parricide ! 
Dor. Be not injurious in your fooliſh Zeal, 

But leave him free ; or by my Sword I ſwear, 

To hew that Arm away, that ſtops the Paſſage 

To his eternal Reſt. | | 

Ant. | Letting go his Hold.] Let him be guilty of his 
own Death if he pleaſes; for Ill not be guilty of mine, 
by holding him. Ide King ſhakes off Aly, 

Av. [to Dor.) Infernal Fiend, + 
Is this a Subject's Part? 

Dor. Tis a Friend's Office. 

He has convinc'd me, that he ought to die, 

And rather than he ſhould not, here's my Sword 

To help him on his Journey. | 

Seb. My laſt, my only Friend, how kind art thou, 
And how inhumane theſe ! 

Dor. To make the Trifle Death a thing of Moment ! 

Seb. And not to weigh th*zmportant Cauſe I had 
To rid my ſelf of Life! _ | | 

Dor. True; for a Crime | 
So horrid in the Face of Men and Angels, 

As wilful Inceſt iss 

Seb. Not wilful neither. 

Dor. Ves, if you liv'd, and with repeated Acts 
Refreſh'd your Sin, and loaded Crimes with Crimes, 
To ſwell your Scores of Guilt. 

Seb. True; if I liv'd. ü 

Dor. I ſaid fo, if you liv'd. 

Seb. For hitherto was fatal Ignorance,. 

And no intended Crime. 

Dor. That you beſt know : 
But the malicious World will judge the worft. 

Av. O what a Sophiſter has Hell procur'd, 
To argue for Damnation! | 

Dor. Peace, old Dotard. 


Mankind that always judge of Kings with ee... 
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Will think he knew this Inceſt, and purſu'd it. 
His oaly way to rectify Miſtakes, 
And to redeem her Honour, is to die. 
Seb. Thou haſt it right, my dear, my beſt Alonzo! 
And that, but petty Reparation too; 
But all I have to give. 
Dor. Your Pardon, Sir; 
You may do more, and ought. 
Seb. What, more than th? 
Dor. Death? why, that's Children's Sport; a Stage: 
Play, Death. 
We act it every Night we go to Bed. 
Death to a Man in Miſery is Sleep. 
Wou'd you, who perpetrated ſuch a Crime, 
As frighten'd Nature, made the Saints above 
Shake Heav'n's eternal Pavement with their Tremblin 
To view that Act, wou'd you but barely die? a 
But ſtretch your Limbs, and turn on t'other Side; 
To lengthen out a black voluptuous Slumber, 
And dream you had your Sitter in your Arms? 
Seb. To expiate this, can I do more than die? 
Dor. O yes: you muſt do more; you muſt be damn'd: 
You muſt be damn'd to all eternity; 
And ſure Self-Murder is the readieſt Way. 
Seb. How, damn'd ? 
Dor. Why, is that News ? 
Au. O, Horror! Horror“ 
Dor. What, thou a Stateſman, 
And make a Bus' neſs of Damnation 
In ſuch a World as this! why, tis a Trade: 
The Scrivener, Uſurer, Lawyer, Shop-keeper, 
And Soldier, cannot live but by Damnation. 
The Politician does it by Advance, 
And gives all gone -hand. 
Seb. O, thou Naß iven me ſuch a Glimpſe ef Hell, 
So puſh'd me fo , even to the Brink. 
Of that irremeable burning Gulph, 
That looking in th' Abyſs, I dare not leap. 
And now I ſee what good thou mean'ft my Soul, 
Aud thank thy. pious Fraud: thou haſt indeed 
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A d a Devil, but didſt an Angel's Work, | 
or. Twas the laſt Remedy, to give you Leiſure, 
For, if you cou'd but think, I knew you fafe. 
Seb. I thank thee, my Alonzo : I will live: 
But never more to Portugal return : 
For, to go back and reign, that were to ſhew 
Triumphant Inceſt, and pollute the Throne. 
Alu. Since Ignorance . 
Seb. O, palliate not my Wound; 
When you have 'd all you can, tis Inceſt : 
No, *tis reſolv'd, I charge you plead no more: 
I cannot live without A4/meyda's Sight, 
Nor can I ſee Almeyda, but I fin. 
Heav'n has inſpir'd me with a facred Thought, 
To live alone to Heav'n, and die to her. 
Dor. Mean you to turn an Anchoret ? 
Seb. What elſe ? 
The World was once too narrow for my Mind, 
But one poor little Nook will ſerve me now, 
To hide me from the reſt of human Kind. 
Africk has Deſarts wide enough to hold ; 
Millions of Monſters, and I am, ſure, the greateſt, 
Av. You may repent, and with your Crown too late. 
Seb. O never, never; 1 am paſt a Boy, 
A Scepter's but a Play-thing, and a Globe 
A bigger bounding Stone. He who can leave 
Almeyda, may renounce the reſt with Eaſe. 
Dor. O truly great 
A Soul fix'd kioh, and capable of Heav'n. 
Old as he is, your Uncle Cardinal 
Is not ſo far enamour'd of a Cl g | 
But he will thank you for the Crown you leave him. 
Seb. To pleaſe him more, let him believe me dead 3. 
That he may never dream I may return. 
Arzo, I am now no more thy King, 
But ftill thy Friend, and by that holy Name 
Adjure thee, to perform my laſt Requeſt : 
Make our Conditions with yon“ Captive King. 
Secure me but my ſolitary Cell; 
"Tis all I aſk him fora Crown reſtor d. 
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* I will do more: ; 
But fear not Muley-Zeydan ; his Toft Metal 
Melts down with eafy Warmth ; runs in the Mould, 


And needs no further Forge. [ Exit. Dor. | 
Re-enter Almeyda led by Morayma, and follow'd 
ber Attendants. 


Seb. See where ſhe comes again. 

By Heav'n, when I behold thoſe beauteous Eyes, 
| Repentance lags, and Sin comes hurrying on. 

Aim. This is too cruel ! 

deb. Speak*ſt thou of Love, of Fortune, or of Death, 
Or double Death? for we muſt part, Alneyda. 

Alm. I ſpeak of all. 

For all things that belong to us are cruel. 

But what's moſt cruel, we muſt love no more. 

O 'tis too much that I muſt never ſec you, 

But not to love you is impoſſible : 

No, I muft love you: Heav'n may bate me that, 
And charge that finful Sympathy of Souls 

Upon our Parents, when they lov'd. too well. 

Seb. Good Heav'n, thou ſpeak*ſt my Thoughts, and I 
Nay, then there's Inceſt in our very Souls; [ſpeak thing. 
For we were form'd too like. ; 

Alm. Too like indeed, 

And yet not for each other. . 
Sure when we part (for I reſolv'd it too, 
Tho' you propos'd it firſt) however diſtant, 
We ſhall — thinking of each other; 
And, the ſame Moment, for each other pray. 
Seb. But if a Wiſh ſhou'd come athwart our Prayers ! 
Alm. It wou'd do wel! to curb it, if we cou'd. 

Seb. We cannot look upon each other's Face, 
But, when we read our Love, we read our Guilt : 
And yet, methinks, I cannot chuſe but love. 

Alm. I wou'd have aſk'd you, if I durſt for Shame, 
If ſtill you lov'd ? you gave it Air before me. 

Ah, why were we not born both of a Sex ? 
For then we might have lov'd without a Crime. 
Why was not I your Brother? tho” that Wiſh 


Inyoly'd our Parents Guilt, we had not parted ; * 
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We had been Friends, and Friendſhip is no Inceſt. 
Seb. Alas, I know not by what Name to call thee? 
Siſter. and Wife are the two deareſt Names; 

And I wou'd call thee both? and both are Sin. 

Unhappy we! that ftill we muſt confound 

The deareſt Names into a common Curſe. 
Alm: To love, and be beiov'd, and yet be wretched! 
Seb, To have but one poor Night of ail our Lives; 

It was indeed a glorious, guilty Night: 

So happy, that, forgive me Heaven, I wiſh 

With all itz Guilt, it were to come again. 

Why did we know fo ſoon, or why at all, 

That Sin cou'd be conceal'd in ſuch a Bliſs ? 
Alm. Men have a larger Privilege of Words, 

Elſe I ſhould ſpeak : but we muſt part, Sebaſtian, 

That's all the Name that I have left to call thee. 

I muſt not call thee by the Name I wou'd; 

But when I fay Sebaſtian, dear Sebaſtian, 

I kiſs the Name I ſpeak. 

Seb. We muſt make haſte, or we ſhall never part. 

I. would fay ſomething that's as dear as this; 

Nay, wou'd do more than ſay: one Moment longer, 

And I ſhou'd break thre' Laws divine and humane ; 

And think *em Cobwebs, ſpread for little Man, 

Which all the bulky Herd of Nature breaks. 

The vigorous young World was ignorant 

Of theſe Reſtrictions, tis decrepit now; 

Not more devout, but mere decay'd, and cold. 

All this is impious; therefore we muſt part: 

For gazing thus, I kindle at thy Sight, 
And once burnt down to Tinder, light again 
Much ſooner than before. 

| Re-enter Dorax. 

Alm. Here comes the ſad Denouncer of my Fat. 
To toll the mournful Knell of Separation: 
While I, as on my Death-bed, hear the Sound, 
That warns me hence for ever. | 

Seb, [to Dor. ] Now be brief, 
And I will try to liſten, 
And ſhare the Minute that remains, betwixt 
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The Care I owe my Subjects, and my Love. 
Dar. Your Fate has gratify'd you all ſhe can; 
Gives eaſy Miſery, makes Exile pleaſing. 
I truſted Muley-Zeydan, as a Friend, 
But ſwore him firſt to Secrecy : — 


Your Fortune, and with Tears, not ſqueez'd by Art, 


But ſhed from Nature, like a kindly Shower : 

In ſhort, he proffer'd more than I demanded ; 

A ſafe Retreat, a tle Solitude, 

Unyex'd with Noiſe, and undiſturb'd with Fears: 

I choſe you one 
Alm. O do not tell me where: 

For if I knew the Place of his Abode, 

I ſhou'd be tempted to purſue his Steps, 

And then we both were loſt. 
Seb. Ev'n paſt Redemption. 

For, if I knew thou wert on that Deſign, 

(As I muſt know, becauſe our Souls are one) 

I ſhou'd not wander, but by ſure Inſtinct, 

Shou'd meet thee juſt half-way in Pilgrimage, 

And cloſe for ever: for I know my Love 

More ſtrong than thine, and I more frail than thou. 
An. Tell me not that: for I muſt boaſt my Crime, 


And cannot bear that thou ſhould'ſt better love. 


Dor. I may inform you both: for you muſt go, 
Where Seas, and Winds, and Deſarts will divide you. 
Under the Ledge of Atlas lies a Cave, 

Cut in the living Rock, by Nature's Hands ; 

The venerable Seat of holy Hermits ; 

Who there, ſecure in ſeparated Cells, 

Sacred ev'n to the Moors, enjoy Devotion: N 
And from the purling Streams, and ſavage Fruits, 
Have wholeſome Bev'rage, and unbloody Feaſts. 

Seb. *Tis Penance too voluptuous for my Crime. 

Dor. Vour Subjects, conſcious of your Life, are few 3 
But all defirous to partake your Exile, 
And to do Office © your ſacred Perſon. 
The reſt, who think you dead, ſhall be diſmiſs'd, 
Under fafe Convoy, till they reach your Fleet. 

An. But how am wretched J to be diſpos d? A 


| 
| 
; 
| 
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A vain Enquiry, fince I leave my Lord: 
For all the World beſide is Baniſhment ! 

Dor. I have a Siſter, Abbeſs in Terceras, 
Who loſt her Lover on Bridal 3 

Alm. There Fate provided me a F Turtle; 
To mingle Sighs with Sighs, and Tears with Tears 

Dor. Laft, for my ſelf, if I have well fulfill'd 
My ſad Commiſſion, let me beg the Boon, 

To ſhare the Sorrows of your laſt Receſs ; 
And mourn the common Loſſes of our Loves. 

Alv. And what becomes of me ? muſt I be left, 
(As Age and Time had worn me out of Uſe ?) 
Theſe Sinews are not yet ſo much unſtrung, 

To fail me when my Maſter ſhou'd be ſerv'd: 
' And when they are, then will I ſteal to Death, 
Silent and unobſerv'd, to fave his Tears. 

Seb. I've heard you both; Alvarez, have thy Wilk. 
But thine, Alonzo, thine is too unjuſt. 

I charge thee with my laſt Commands, return, 
And bleſs thy Vialante with thy Vows. 
Antonio, be thou happy too in_thine. 

Laſt, let me ſwear you all to Secrecy : 

And to conceal my Shame conceal my Life. 

Dor. Ant. Mer. We ſwear to keep it ſecret. 

Alm. Now I wou'd i the laſt Farewel, I cannot. 
It wou'd be ſtill farewel, a thouſand times: 

And, multiply'd in Echo's, ſtill farewel. 

I will not Peak ; but think a thouſand thouſand; 

And be thou ſilent too, my laſt Sebaſtian; 

So let us part in the dumb Pomp of Grief. 

My Heart's ' too great; or I wou'd die this Moment: 

But Death, I thank him, in an Hour, has made 

A mighty Journey, and I haſte to meet him. | 

| [She 2 gers, and her Women hold her up. 

Seb. Help to this feeble drooping Flower, 

This tender Sweet, ſo ſhaken by the Storm. 

For theſe fond Arms muſt thus be ftretch'd in vain, 

And never, never muſt embrace her more. 


"Tis paſt : —— my Soul goes in that Word——farewel. 
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Alv. gees. with Seb. to one End of the 
tage; Women with Alm. to the other. 


Dor. coming up to Ant. and Mor. a Hand en the 


Middle of the St 


Dor. Haſte to attend A/meyda : 
Your Father is forgiven: but to Antonio 
He ſorfeits half his Wealth: be happy both: 
And let Sebaſtian and Almeyda's Fate 
This dreadful Sentence to the World relate. 
That unrepen } 
Are juſtly puniſh'd on their Children's Head. 


or your Sake 


ted Crimes of Parents dead, 


EPILOGUE 


Spoken betwixt Antonio and Moreyma, 


Mor. 1 DuaRd at Heart, for fear the Royal Faſhion 
Shou d have ſeduc'd us two to Separation: 
To be drawn in, againf! our own Deſire, 
Poor I to be a Nun, poor you a Fryar. 
Ant. I trembled when the Old Man's Hand was in, 
He wou'd have prov'd we were too near of Kin: 


Diſcovering old Intrigues of Love, like other, | 


Betwixt my Father and thy finful Mather ; 
To make us Sifler Turk and Chtiflian Brother. 

Mor. Excuſe me there; that League fbou'd have ben 
Betwixe your Mother and my Mufti Father; [rather 
"Tis for my own and my Relations Credit, 

Your Friends ſbou' d bear the Baftard, mine ſpou d get it. 

Ant. Suppoſe us two Almeyda and Sebaitian, 

With Inceſt prov d upon us — 

Mor. Without Dueftion 
Their Conſcience was too queazy of Digeſtion. 

Ant. Thou abt hawe kept the Counſel of thy Brother, 
And fann'd till cue repented of each other. 

Mor. Beaſ as yon are, on Nature's Laws ts tramp; 
*Tavere fitter that wwe follow'd their Example. 
And fince all Marriage in Repentance ends, 
Is good for us to part while we are Friends. 
To fave a Maid's Remorſes and Confufons, 
Ten leave me now before wwe try Concluſions. 


Ant. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Ant. To copy their Example, firſt make certain 
Of one good Hour, like theirs, before our Parting ; 
Make a Debauch o'er Night of Lowe and Madneſs 3 
And marry when wwe wake in ſober Sadneſs. 

Mor. Tl follow no nexv Sects of your inventing. 
One Night might cofi me nine long Months repenting : 
| Firſt wed, and if you find that Life a Fetter, 

Die when you pleaſe, the ſooner, Sir, the better : 

My Wealth wou'd get me Love ere I cou'd askit : 
Ob, there's 4 ftrange Temptation in the Casket : 

All theſe young Sharpers wou'd my Grace importune, 
And make me thund ring Votes of Live: and Fortune. 
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M DEC xxxv. 


To the Honourable 


vir William Leviſon Gower, Bart. 


PEG. Here is one kind of Virtue 
which is inborn in the No- 
Ve bility, and indeed in moſt 
of the antient Families of 
this Nation; they are not apt to in- 
ſult on the Misfortunes of their Coun- 
trymen. But you, Sir, I may tell it 
you without Flattery, have grafted on 
this natural Commiſeration, and rais'd 
it to a nobler Virtue: as you have been 
Vox. VI. G 3 pleas'd 
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Pleas'd to honour me, for a long Time, 
with ſome part of your Eſteem and your 
good Will; ſo in particular, fince the 
late Revolution, you have increas'd the 
Proofs of your Kindneſs to me; and not 
ſuffer'd the Difference of Opinions, which 
produce ſuch Hatred and Enmity in the 
brutal Part of human Kind, to remove 
you from the ſettled Baſis of your good 
Nature and good Senſe. This Noble- 
neſs of yours, had it been exercis'd on 
an Enemy, had certainly been a point of 
Honour, and as ſuch F might have juſt- 
ly recommended it to the World: But 
that of Conſtancy to your former Choice, 
and the Purſuance of your firſt Favours, 
are Virtues not over-common amongſt 
Engliſhmen. All things of Honour have, 
at beſt, ſomewhatof Oſtentation in them, 
and Self-love; there is a Pride of doing 
more than is expected from us, and 
more than others would have done, But 
| to 
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Loo proceed in the ſame Track of Good- 
r W nfs, Favour and Protection, is to ſhew 
ic chat a Man is acted by a thorough Prin- 
e ciple : It carries ſomewhat of Tender- 
Xt MW ncfs in it, which is Humanity in a he- 
roical Degree; tis a kind of unmovea- 
e ble good Nature; a Word which is 
e commonly deſpis'd, becauſe it is ſo ſel- 
dom practis d. But after all, tis the 
moſt generous Virtue, oppos'd to the 
moſt degenerate Vice, which is that of 
Ruggedneſs and Harſhneſs to our Fel- 
low-Creatures. 
'Tis upon this Knowledge of you, 
Sir, that I have choſen you, with your 
Permiſſion, to be the Patron of this 
Poem, And, as ſince this wonderful 
Revolution, I have begun with the beſt 
Pattern of Humanity, the Earl of Lei- 
ceſter, I ſhall continue to follow the 
ame Method, in all to whom I ſhall 
. and endeavour to pitch on 
8 4 ſuch. | 


* 
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ſuch only, as have been pleas'd to own 
me in this Ruin of my ſmall Fortune; 
who, tho' they are of a contrary Opi- 
nion themſelves, yet blame not me for 
adhering to a loſt Cauſe; and judging 
for my ſelf, what I cannot chuſe but 


Judge, ſo long as I am a patient Sufferer, 
and no Diſturber of the Government. 


Which, if it be a ſevere Penance, as a 
great Wit has told the World, tis at 
leaſt enjoin'd me by my ſelf: And Sancho 
Panga, as much Fool as I, was obſerv'd 
to diſcipline his Body no farther than 

he found he could endure the Smart. 
You ſee, Sir, I am not entertaining 
you like Ovid, with a lamentable E- 
piſtle from Pontus; I ſuffer no more 
than I can eaſily undergo; and ſo long 
as I enjoy my Liberty, which is the 
Birth-Right of an Engliſb Man, the 
reſt ſhall never go near my Heart. The 
merry Philoſopher is more to my Hu- 
mour 
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mour than the melancholick ; and I 
find no Diſpoſition in my ſelf to cry, 


while the mad World is daily ſupplying 


me with ſuch Occaſions of Laughter. 


The more reaſonable ſort of my Coun- 
trymen have ſhewn ſo much Favour 
to this Piece, that they give me no 
Doubt of their Protection for the fu- 


ture. 


As you, Sir, have been pleas'd to fol- 


low the Example of their Goodneſs, in 
fayouring me; ſo give me leave to ſay 
that I follow yours, in this Dedication 
to a Perſon of a different Perſuaſion. 
Tho' I muſt confeſs withal, that I have 
had a former Encouragement from you 
for this Addreſs; and the warm Remem- 
brance of your noble Hoſpitality to me 
at Trentham, when ſome Years ago I 
viſited my Friends and Relations in your 
Country, has ever ſince given me a vio- 
lent Temptation to this Boldneſs, 
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'Ti is true, were this Comedy wholly 
mine, I ſhould call it a Trifle, and per- 
haps not think it worth your Patro- 
nage; but when the Names of Plautus 
and Moliere are join'd in it, that is, the 
two greateſt Names of ancient and mo- 
dern Comedy, I muſt not preſume ſo 
far on their Reputation, to think their 
beſt and moſt unqueſtion'd Productions 
can be term'd little. I will not give 
you the Trouble of acquainting you 
what I have added, or alter'd in either 
of them, ſo much, it may be, for the 
worſe; but only that the Diffe- 
rence of our Stage from the Roman 
and the French did fo require it. But 
I am afraid, for my own Intereſt, the 
World will too eafily diſcover, that more 
than half of it is mine; and that the 
Teſt is rather a lame Imitation of their 
Excellencies, than a juſt Tranſlation. 
Tis enough, that the Reader know 

by 
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by you, that J neither deſerve, nor 
deſire any Applauſe from it: If I have 
performed any thing, tis the Genius 
of my Authors that inſpir'd me; and 
if it has pleas'd in Repreſentation, let 
the Actors ſhare the Praiſe amongſt 
themſelves. As for Plautus and 
Moliere, they are dangerous People; 
and I am too weak a Gameſter to put 
my ſelf into their Form of Play. But 
what has been wanting on my Part, 
has been abundantly ſupplied by the 
excellent Compoſition of Mr. Purcell; 
in whoſe Perſon we have at length 
found an Engliſbman, equal with the 
beſt abroad. At leaſt my Opinion of 
him has been ſuch, ſince his happy 
and judicious Performances in the late 
Opera ; and the Experience I have had 
of him, in the ſetting my three Songs 
for this Amphitryon: To all which, 
and particularly to the Compoſition of 

the 
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the Paſtoral Dialogue, the numerous 
Choir of fair Ladies gave fo juſt an 
Applauſe on the third Day. I am 
only ſorry, for my own ſake, that 
there was one Star wanting, as beau- 
tiful as any in our Hemiſphere; that 
young Berenice, who is miſimploying 
all her Charms on ſtupid Country 
Souls, that can never know the Va- 
lue of them; and loſing the Triumphs, 
which are ready prepar'd for her in 
the Court and Town. And yet I 
know not whether I am ſo much a 
Loſer by her Abſence; for I have 
Reaſon to apprehend the Sharpneſs of 
her Judgment, if it were not allay'd 
with the Sweetneſs of her Nature; 
and after all, I fear ſhe may come 
time enough to diſcover a thouſand 
Imperfections in my Play, which might 
have paſs'd on vulgar Underſtandings. 


Be 1-5 to uſe the Authority of a 
Father 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. | 


Father over her, on my behalf: en- 
join her to keep her own Thoughts of 
Amphitryon to her ſelf; or at leaſt not 
to compare him too ſtrictly with Me- 
liere's. Tis true, I have an Intereſt 
in this Partiality of hers: but withal, 

I plead ſome ſort of Merit for it, in 
being ſo particularly, as I am, 


S 1 X, 


Nur moſt Obedient, 


H umble Servant, 
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PROLOGUE 


Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


"HE lab" ring Bee, when his ſharp Sting is gone, 
Forgets his golden Work, and turns a Drone : 
Sach 11 4 $ atire, when you take away 
That Rage, in which his noble Vigour lay. 


What gain you, by not ſuffering him to teixe yo? 4 
He neither can offend you now, nor pleaſe ye. 

The Honey-Bag, and Venom, lay fo near, 4 
That both, together, you reſold to tar; « 
And hft your Pleaſure to ſecure your Fear. : 


How can he ſhow his Manhood, if you bind him 
-To box, like. Boys, with one Hand ty'd behind him? WK- 
This is plain levelling of Wit ; in which | 
The Poor has all th Advantage, not the Rich. 
The Bhckhead flands excus'd, for wanting Sen ; 
And Wits turn Bloackbeads in their en Defence. 

| Yet, ibo the Stages Traffick is undone, 

| Still Julian's interloping Trade goes on : 

Tho" Satire on the Theatre you ſmother, 

Yet in Lampoons you libel one another. 

The firftl produces, till, a ſecond Fig; 

You whip em out, like School-Boys, till they gig. 

Ant, with the ſame Succeſs, we Readers guest; 

For ew'ry one flill dzvindles to a leſſ. 

And much good Malice is ſo meanly dreſt, 

That aue wou'd laugh, but cannot find the Feſt. 


— — 
— — 


PROLOGUE. 


FF no Advice your Rhyming Rage can lay, 

„ mt the Ladies ſuffer in the Fray. $ : 

tir tender Sex is privileg'd from War ; 

Ti; not like Knights, to draw upon the Fair. 

Nat Fame expect you from fo mean a Prize? 

dear no murd ring Weapons, but our Eyes. 

Dur. Sex, you know, cas after yours defign'd ;. + 

2 ef Perfection of the Makers Mind: 

d drew out all the Gold for us, and 1 * your 
Drofs behind. 

Beauty, for Valour's befl Reward, he choſe ; 

Peace, after War ; and after Toil, Repoſe. 

Hence ye Profane, excluded from our Sights ; 

And, charm'd by Day, with Honours vain Delights, - 

Gr, make your beſt of ſolitary Nights. 

Necant betimes, tis Prudence to ſubmit 3 

Dur Sex is till your Over-match in Nit: 

Ve never fail, with ntw, ſucceſiful Arts, 

te make fine Fools of you, and all your Parts. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
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SCENE, 


AMPHITRY ON, 


R 


Two S OS I A'S. 


—— 


ACT L 5 I. 


Mercury and Phœbus deſcend in ſeveral. 
Machines, 


— 


PHotBwUs. 
Now you the Reaſon of this preſent 


Summons ? 
© 'Tis neither Council-day, nor is this Hea- 
ven ; 
What Buſineſs has our Jupiter on Earth? 
ee Why more at Thebes than any other Place? 
And why we two of all the Herd of Gods 
Are cholen out to meet him in Conſult ? 
They call me God of Wiſdom ; 
But Mars and Vulcan, the two Fools of Heav'n, 
Whoſe Wit lies in their Anvil and their Sword, 
Know full as much as I. 


Mevc, 
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Merc. And Venus may know more than both of u 
For 'tis ſome Petticoat Affair, I gueſs. 8 
I have diſcharg'd my Duty; Which was to ſummol 
you, Phæbus; we ſhall know more anon, when the 
Thunderer comes down. Tis our Part to obey our Fa. 
ther; for, to confeſs the Truth, we two are little better 
than Sons of Harlots : and if Jupiter had not been pleard 
to take a little Pains with our Mothers, inſtead of being 
Gods, we might have been a couple of Link-Boys. 
Pbæb. But know you nothing farther, Hermes? whit 
News in Court? 5 | 
Merc. There has been a deviliſh Quarrel, I can tel 
vou, between Jupiter and Juno, ſhe threaten'd to ſus 
him in the Spiritual Court, for ſome Matrimonial O. 
miſſions ; md he ſtood upon his Prerogative. Then he 
hit him in the Teeth of all his Baſtards ; and your Name 
andi mine were us'd with leſs Reverence than became 
our Godſhips. They were both in their Cups; and at 
laſt the Matter grew ſo high, that they were ready to 
have thrown Stars at one another's Heads. 
Pheb. Twas happy for me that I was at my Vocati- 


on, driving 12 about the World; but I had n- 


ther ſtand my Father's Thunderbolts, * than my Step- 


Mother's Railing. 

. Merc. When the Tongue-battle was over, and the 
Championeſs had harneſs'd her Peacocks, to go ſor Sa- 
mos, and hear the Prayers that were made to her —— 

Pheb. By the way, her Worſhippers had a bad Time 
ori't ; ſhe was in a damnable Humour for receiving Pet: 
tions | 

* Merc. Fupiter immediately beckons me aſide ; and 
charges me, that as ſoon as ever you had ſet up your 
Horſes, you and I ſhou'd meet him here at Thebr:: 

now, putting the Premiſes together, as dark as it is, 
methinks I begin to ſee Day-light. | 

Pheb. As plain as one of my own Beams; ſhe has 
made him uneaſy at home, and he is going to ſeek his 
Diverſion abroad: I ſee Heav'n it ſelf is no privileg d 
Place for Happineſs, if a Man muft carry his Wife 
along with him, EE 1 

5 (i 
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Merc. Tis neither better nor worſe, 2 my Con- 
ſcience: he is weary of hunting in the ſpacious Foreſt 


of a Wife, and is following his ume incognito, in ſome 


little Purlieu here at Thebes ; thts many an honeſt Man's 


caſe on Earth too, Fowe help cin, as indeed he does 


to make em Cuckolds. 

Pheb. But if ſo, Mercury, then I, who am a Poet, 
muſt indite his Love-Letter; and you, who are by 
Frade a Porter, muſt convey it. 

Merc. No more, he's coming down ſowſe upon us. 
and hears as far as he can ſee too; he's plaguy hot upon 
the Buſineſs, I now ãt by his hard Driving.;[ Jup. deſcends. 

Jap. What, you are deſcanting upon my Actions? 
Much good may do you with your Politicks: 

Al Subjects will be cenfuring their Kings. 
Well, I confeſs I am in Love; what then? 

Phæb. Some Mortal, we preſume, of Cadmus' Blood: 
Some Theban Beauty; ſome new Semele, | 
Or ſome Europa. 

Merc. I'll fay that for my Father, he's conſtant to x 
handſome Family : he knows when they have a good 
Smack with 'em; and ſnuffs up Incenſe ſo ſavourily, 
when 'tis offer'd him by a fair Hand. 

Fup. Well, my familiar Sons, this ſaucy Carriage 
J have deſerv'd; for he who truſts a Secret, 

Makes his own Man his Maſter. 
I read your Thoughts 
Therefore you may as ſafely ſpeak as think. 

Merc. Mine was a very homely Thought ; I was con- 
ſidering into what Form your Almightyſhip would be 
Pleas'd to transform your ſelf to Night; whether you 
wou'd fornicate in the Shape of a Bull, er a Ram, or an 

le, or a Swan: what Bird or Beaſt you wou'd pleaſe 


to honour, by tranſgreſſing your own Laws, in his Like- | 


neſs; or in ſhort, whether you wou'd recreate your ſelf. 
in Feathers, or in Leather. 


_ 'Pheb. Any Diſguiſe to hide the King of Gods. 


Jip. I know your Malice. Phæbus, you wou d ſay 
That when a Monarch fins, it fhould be ſecret ; 


To keep exteriour Show of SanRtityz 


Maintain 
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Maintain Reſpect, and cover bad Example: 
For Kings and Prieſts are in a manner bound 
For Reverence ſake to be cloſe Hypocrites. 
Pheb. But what neceſſitates you to this Love, 
Which you confeſs a Crime, and yet commit ? |, 
For to be ſecret makes not Sin the leſs : 
Tis only hidden from the vulgar View: 
Maintains, indeed, the Reverence due to Princes, 
But not abſolyes the Conſcience from the Crime. 
Fup. I love, becauſe *twas in the Fates I ſhou'd. 
Pheb. With Reverence be it ſpoke, a bad Excuſe: 
Thus every wicked Act in Heav'n or Earth, 
May make the ſame Defence. But what is Fate ? 
| | Is it a blind Contingence of Events ? 
| | Or ſure Neceſſity of Cauſes link'd, 
That muſt produce Effects? Or is't a Pow'r 
That orders all things by ſuperior Will, 
Foreſees his Work, and works in that Foreſight? 
Jup. Fate is, what I | 
By virtue of Omnipotence have made it : 
And Pow'r Omnipotent can do no Wrong : 
Not to my ſelf, becauſe I will it ſo ; 
Nor yet to Men, for what they are is mine. 
This Night I will enjoy Amphitryon's Wife: 
For, when I made her, I decreed her ſuch 
As I ſhou'd pleaſe to love. I wrong not him 
Whoſe Wife ſhe is; for I reſerv'd my Right, 
To have her while ſhe pleas'd me ; that once paſt, 
She ſhall be his again. 
Merc. Here's Omnipotence with a Vengeance, to make 
a Mana Cuckold, and yet not to do him Wrong Then 
J find, Father Jupiter, that when you made Fate, you 
had the Wit to contrive a Holyday for your ſelf now and 
then. Fer you Kings never enact a Law, but you have 
a kind of an Eye to your own Prerogative. 
Pheb. If there be no ſuch thing as Right and Wrong 
Of an Eternal Being, I have done 
But if there be | 
þ 7 up. Peace, thou diſputing Fool: 
Learn this; if thou couldſt comprehend my Ways, 1 


2 2— — — 


— . 2 
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Then thou wert owe, not I: yet, thus far know, 

That, for the Good of human Kind, this Night 

I ſhall beget a future Herrules; 

Who redreſs the Wrongs of injur'd Mortals, 

Shall conquer Monſters, and reform the World. 
Merc. Ay, Brother Phebzs ; and our Father made all 

thoſe Moniters for Hercules to conquer, and contriv'd all 

thoſe Vices on purpoſe for him to reform too, there's the 

eſt on't. 

, Pheb. Since Arbitrary Pow'r will hear no Reaſon, tis 

Wiſdom to be filent. | 
Merc. Why that's the Point; this fame Arbitrary 

Power is a knock-down Argument; tis but a Word and 

2 Blow: now methinks our Father ſpeaks out like an 

honeſt bare-fac'd God, as he is; he lays the Streſs in the 

right Place, upon abſolute Dominion : I confeſs if he 

had been a Man, he might have been a Tyrant, if his 

Subjects durſt have call'd him to Account. But you, Bro- 

ther Phæbus, are but a mere Country Gentleman, that 

never comes to Court; that are abroad all Day on Horſe- 

back, making Viſits about the World; are drinking all 

Night, and uf your Cups are till railing at the Go- 

yernment. O theſe Patriots, theſe bumpkin Patriots, 

are a very filly Sort of Animal ! 4 
Jip. My preſent Purpoſe and Deſign you heard; 

T enjoy Amphitryon's Wife, the fair Alcmena : 

You two mult be ſubſervient to my Love. | 
Merc. [to Phabus.] No more ef your Grumbletonian 

Morals, Brother ; thege s Preferment coming, be ad- 

vis d, and pimp dutifully. | | 
Tup. Amphitryon, the brave Theban General, 

Has overcome his Country's Foes in Fight; 

And in a ſingle Duel ſlain their King: 

His conquering Troops are eager on their March 

Returning home; while their young General, 

More eaper to review his beauteous Wife, 

Poſts on before, wing'd with impetuous Love, 

And, by to Morrow Dawn, will reach this Town. + 
Merc, That's but ſhort Warning rh Jupiter: hay- 


wg made no former Advanges/of-Qourtſhip to her, you 
E A have 
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king need of your Omnipotence, and all your Godlhiy, 
if you mean to be beforchand with him. 

Pheb. Then how are we to be employ'd this Evening 
Time's precious, and theſe Summer Nights are ſhort; 
I muſt be early. up to light the World. 

l. You ſhall not riſe; there ſhall be no to Morro. 

erc. Then the World's to be at an End, I find. 

Phaeb. Or elſe a Gap in Nature, of a Day. 

Fup. A Day will be well loſt to buſy Man: 


Night ſhall continue Sleep, and Care ſhall ceaſe; 


So, many Men ſhall live, and-live in Peace, 


Whom Sunſhine had betray'd to envious Sight, 
And Sight to ſudden Rage, and Rage to Death, 
Now, I will have a Night for Love and me; 
A long luxurious Night, fit for a God 


To quench and empty his immortal Heat. 
Merc. I'll lay on the Woman's fide for all that; that ſie 


ſhall love longeſt to Night, in ſpite of your Omnipotence, 


Phab. I ſhall be curs'd by all the lab'ring Trades, 
That early riſe : but you muſt be obey'd. 
up. No matter for the cheatin Part of Man; 


They have a Day's Sin leſs to anſwer for. 


Pheb. When wou'd you have me wake? {[finiſh'd, 

Tup. Why, when Fove goes to ſleep : when 1 have 
Your Brother Mercury ſhall ee you Word. 

| [Exit Phœbus on his Chari. 

[To Merc.}. Now, Hermes, I muſt take Amphitryw's 


\T" enjoy his Wife: (Form, 
Thou muſt be Sofia, this. Amphitryon's Slave ;- 


Who, all this Night, is travelling to Thebes, 
To tell Alemena of her Lord's Approach; 
And bring her joyful News of 8 
Merc. But why muſt I be S? 
Jug. Dull God of Wit, thou Statue of thy ſelf! p 


Thou muſt be Sofia, to keep out Sofia : 
Who, by his Entrance, might diſcover Jove, 
Diſturb my Pleaſures, raiſe-unruly Noi, 

And. ſo diſtract 4/cmena's tender Soul, 

- She wou'd not meet my Warmth, when 1 dische 
Auto her Lap, nor give down half her Love. 1 
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Merc. Let me alone ; I'll cudgel him away: 
But J * ſo ag a _ 1 * 
Take it; I charge thee on thy Duty, ie: 
Ke Hare to lay it down, till I command. | 
1 cannot bear a Moment's Loſs of Joy. 
Night appears above in a Chariot. 
Look up, the Night is in her filent Chariot ; 
And rolling juſt o'er Thebes : bid her drive flowly; 
Or make a double 'Turn about the World ; 
While I drop Jove, and take 3 Dreſs, 
To be the greater, while I ſeem the leſs. [Ex. Jup. 

Merc. [to Night. ] Madam Night, a goud Even to you: 
fir and ſoftly, I beſeech you, Madam: I have a Word 
or two to you, from no leis 2 God than 7 upiter. 

Night. O my nimble-finger'd God of Theft, what 
makes you here on Earth, at this unſ-zionable Hour? 
what Banker's Shop is to be broke open to Night? or 
what Clippers, and Coiners, and Conſpirators, have been 
invoking your Deity for their Aſſiſtance ? N 

Merc. Faith none of theſe Enormities; and yet I am 
till in my Vocation : fer you know I am a Jack of 
all Trades: at a Word, Jupiter is indulging his Genius 
to Night, with a certain noble Sort of Recreation, call'd 
oY ing: The Truth on't is, Adultery is its proper 

. | 
Night. Jupiter wou'd do well toſtick to his Wife Juno. 

Merc. He has been marry'd to her above theſe Hundred 
Fears: and that's long enough in Conſcience to ſtick to 
ene Woman. 

" Night. She's his Siſter too, as well as his Wife; that” 
2 double Tye of Affection to her. | 

Merc. Nay, if he made bold with his own-Fleſh and 
Blood, *tis likely he will not ſpare his Neighbours. | 

Night. If I were his Wife, I would raiſe a Rebellion 
2gunſt him, for the Violation of my Bed. | 

Merc. Thou art miftaken, Old Night : his Wife cou'd 
miſe no Faction: all the Deities in Heaven wou'd take the 
Part of the Cuckold-making God ; for they are all given 
(0 the Fleſh moſt damnably. Nay, the-very Goddeſſes 
wou'd tickle in tho Cauſe of Love, tis the way to be 
h : popular 


| 
| 
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168 AMPHITRYON. 


ular to whore and love. For what doſt thoy think 
old Saturn was depos'd, but that he was cold and in 
tent; and made no Court to the fair Ladies? Palla: 2 
Fans themſelves, as chaſte as they are, cry'd Shame g 
im. 1 ſay unto thee, Old Night, Woe be to the My. 
narch that has not the Women on his Side. | 

Night. Then by your Rule, Mercury, a King wig 
wou'd live happily, muſt debauch his whole Nation d 
Women, | 

Merc. As far as his andy Money will go, I mean; for 
Fupiter himſelf can't pleaſe all of em. But this is befge 
my preſent Commiſſion ; he has ſent me to will and te. 
quire you to make a ſwinging long Night for him: fix 
he hates to be ſtinted in his Pleaſures. 

Night. Tell him plainly, I'Il rather lay down my Com- 
_ miſſion : what, wou'd he make a Bawd of me? 

Merc. Poor Ignorant! why he meant thee for a Band 
when he firſt made thee. What are thou good for, but 
to be a Bawd ? Is not Daylight better for Mankind, 
means as to any other Uſe, but only for Love and For- 
nication ? Thou haſt been a Bawd too, a reverend, pri- 
mitive, original Bawd, from the firſt Hour of thy Cres 
tion ! and all the laudable Actions of Love have been 
committed under thy Mantle. Pr'ythee for what doſ 
thou think that thou art worſhipp'd ? 

Night. Why, for my Stars and Moonſhine. 

2 That is, for holding a Candle to Iniquity: but 
if they were put out, thou wou'dſt be doubly worſhipt, 
by the willing baſhful Virgins. | 
2 Night. Then for my Quiet, and the Sweetneſs of my 

eep. 

Mere. No, for thy ſweet Waking all the Night: far 
Sleep comes not upon Lovers till thou art vaniſh'd. 

Night. But it will be againſt Nature, to make a long 
Winter's Night at Midſummer. _. 

Merc. Trouble not your ſelf for that: Phebus is order' 
to make a ſhcrt Summer's Day to Morrow: ſo in fou 
and twenty Hours all will be at Rights © 2 | 

Night. Well, I am edified by your Diſcourſe ; and my 
Comfort is, that whatever Work is made, I ſee no 


@ fr: © += ww 


” = ©. T A" 


S. 8 


AMuPHTTRYON 169 


Merc. About your Buſineſs then: put a Spoke into 
Chariot-wheels, and order the Seven Stars to halt, 
while I put my ſelf into the Habit of a Serving-man ; 
and dreſs up a falſe Sofia, to wait upon a falſe Amphi- 
70. Good Night, Night. 
Night. My Service to Tupiter. Farewel Mercury, 
[Night goes backivard. [Exit Merc. 


SCENE I. Amphitryon's Palace, 
Enter Alcmena alone. 
Ale. Why was J marry'd te the Man I love! 
For, had he been indifferent to my Choice, 


Or had been hated, Abfence had been Pleaſure: 
But now I fear for my hitryon's Life : 


Phed. Good News, 8 News, Madam, O fuch 
admirable News, that if I kept it in a Moment, I 
ſhou d burſt with it! 13 

Ak. Is it from the Army? 

Phæd. No matte — 

Alc. From Amphitryon ? 

Phed. No — 2 | 

Al. Anſwer me, I charge thee, if thy good News be 
any thing relating to my Lord: if it be, aſſure thy ſelf 
of a Reward. | 

Phed. Ay, Madam, now you {ay ſomething to the 
Matter: you know the Bufineſs of a poor Waicing-wo- 
man, here upon Earth, is to be ſcraping vp ſomething 
againſt a rainy Day, calpd the Day of Marriage; every 
5 in _ my Vocation: but 1 is gage 

my routed the Enem , if 1 5 
cheir Spoils 2 F *** 
Vor. VI. =_ Ale. 
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Alc. Say, Is my Lord victorious? - 

Phed. Why, he is victorious; indeed I pray'd de 
youtly to Jupiter for a Victory; by the ſame Token 
that you ſhou'd give me ten Pieces of Gold, if I brought 
you News of it. | ö 

Alc. They are thine; ſuppoſing he be ſafe too. 

Phed. Nay, that's a new Bargain; for I vow'd to J. 
piter, that then you ſhould give me ten Pieces more: hut 
I do undertake for my Lord's Safety ; if you will pleaſe 
to diſcharge his Godſhip Jupiter of the Debt, and take 
it upon you to pay. = -. 

Ale. When he returns in Safety, Jupiter and I wil 
pay your Vow. | 

Phed. And I am ſure I articled with Jupiter, that if 
I brought you News, that my Lord was upon Return, 
you ſhould grant me one ſmall Favour more, that wil 
coſt you nothing. | | 

Alc. Make e, thou Torturer ; is my Amphitrym 
upon Return? | 

Phed. Promiſe me that I ſhall be your Bedfellow to 
Night, as I have been ever ſince my Lord's Abſence,— 
unleſs I ſhall be pleas'd to releaſe you of your Word, 

Alc. That's a ſmall Requeſt, tis granted. 

Phed. But ſwear by Jupiter. 

Alc. But why by Fupiter ? | 

Phed. Becauſe he's the greateſt : I hate to deal with 
one of your little bafling Gods that can do nothing, but 
by Permiſſion : but Fup:zer can ſwindge you off, if you 
{wear by him, and are forſworn. 

Alc. I ſwear by Jupiter. | | 
. Phed. Then I believe he is victorious, and I know 
he is fafe : for I look'd through the Key-hole, and faw 
him knocking at the Gate; and I had the Conſcience 
to let him cool his Heels there. 

Alc. And wou'dit thou not open to him ? Oh thou 
Traitreſs! a | | 
 _ Phad. No, I was a little wiſer : I left Sofa's Wife to 
let him in: for I was teſolv'd to bring the News, and 
make my Penny wortþs out of him, as Time ſhall ſhow. 


Ento 
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Euter Jupiter, in the Shape of Amphitryon, with Sofia's 
Wife, Bromia. He &:fjes and embraces Alcmena. 

Fup. O let me live for ever on thoſe Lips 
The Nectar of the Gods to theſe is taſteleſs. 
I ſwear, that were I Jupiter, this Night 
I wou'd renounce my Heav'n, to be Ampbitrpon. 

Ale. Then not to ſwear beneath Ampbitryon's Oath, 
(Forgive me, 7 uno, if I am profane) 

] (wear, I wow'd be what I am this Night; 
And be Alcmena, rather than be F uns: 

Brom. Good my Lord, what's become of my poor 
Bedfellow, your Man Sia? you keep ſuch a Billing 
and Colling here, to ſet one's Mouth a watring : what, 
I fay, tho I am a poor Woman, I have a Huſband as 
well as my Lady ; and ſhou'd be as glad as ſhe, of a 
little honeſt Recreation. | 
. Phed. And what have you done with your old Friend, 
and my old Sweetheart, Judge Gripus? has he brought 
me home a cramm'd Purſe that ſwells with Bribes ? if 
he be rich, I'll make him welcome, like an honourable 
Magiſtrate : but if he has not had the Wit to ſell Juſtice, 
he judges no Cauſes in my Court, I warrant him. 

. Ale. My Lord, you tell me nothing of the Battel ? 
Is Thebes victorious, are our Foes deſtroy'd ? : 
For now I find you ſafe, I ſhou'd be glad 

To hear you were in Danger. | 

Tup. | Afide.] A Man had need he a God, to ſtand the 
Fury ot three talking Women ! I think in my Con- 
ſcience I made their 'Vongues of Thunder. 

Brom. | Pulling him on one Side.] I aſk'd the firſt Que- 
ſtion : antwer me, my Lord. | 

Phed. | Pulling him on other Side.] Peace, mine's 
a Lover, and yours but a Huſband: and my Judge is 
my Lord too ; the Title ſhall take Place, and I will be 
anſwer'd. | 
Jb. Sofia is ſafe : Gripus is rich: both coming: 

I rode before em, with a Lover's Hafte—— [ Ade. 
Was &er poor God ſo worry'd ? but for my Love, 

I wiſh I were in Heav'n again with Juno. | 
Ale, Then I, it ſeems, am laft to be regarded? 
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Not fo, my Love; but thefe obſtreperous Tongue 

Mae mich their Anſwers firſt: they will be cy 
And ſurely -Fowve,wou'd never anſwer Pray'r 

That Woman made, but only to be freed 

From their eternal Noiſe : make hafte to Bed: 
There Jet me tell my Story, in thy Arms; 
There, in the gentle Pauſes of our Love, 

Betwixt our Dyings, ere we live again, 

Thou ſhalt be told the Battel, and Succeſs : 
Which I ſhall oft begin, and then break off; 
For Love will often interrupt my Tale, 

And make fo ſweet Confuſion in our Talk, 
That thou ſhalt aſk, and I ſhall anſwer thi 

That are not — — 5 rho pond with KL 
And Sighs, urmurs, imperfect Speech; 
And Nonſenſe ſhall be eloquent, in Love. 

Brom. ¶ to Phæara.] My Lord is very hot upen't: 
this Abfence is a great Friend to us poor neglected 
Wives; it makes us new again. 

Alc. I am the Foul of Love; and find within me 
The Foridneſs of a Bride, without the Fear. 

My whole Deſires and Wiſhes are in you. 

Phed. { 4fide.) My Lady's Eyes are pinking to Bed- 
Ward too ; now is ſhe to look very ſleepy, counterfeiting 
Yawning, but ſhe ſhall aſk me Leave firſt. 

Alc.. Great Juno, thou whoſe holy Care prefides 
Over the Nuptial Bed, pour all thy Blefings 
On this auſpicious N 'ght. | n 

up. Juno may grudge; for ſhe may fear a Ri 
Io 596 7 ight Eyes 1 * Fapiter will grant, 
And doubly bleſs this Night. 

Phad. f Afide.} But Fapiter ſheu'd aſk my Leave 
Arſt, were he here in Perſon. 

A. Bromia, prepare the Jed: | 
The tedious Journey has diſposd my Lord 
To feek his needful Reſt. Exit Bromu, 

Phu. Tis very true, Madam; the peor Gentleman 
muſt needs be weary : and therefore, *rwas not ill con- 
triv'd that he muſt lie alone to Night, to recruit himfelf 

with Sleep, and lay in enough for to a. 


when you may keep him waking. 
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Ak. [To Jupiter.] I muſt confeſs I made a kind of 


romiſe — 
8 Phad. [ Almeſt erying. | A Kind of Promiſe, do you 
call it ? I fee you wou'd fain be coming off: I am ſure 
you ſwore to me, by Fupiter, that I ſhou'd be your 
Bedfellow,- and I'll accuſe you to him too, the firſt 
Prayers I make: and I'll pray a Purpoſe too, that I- 
will, tho' I have not pray'd to him this ſeven Years. 

Jip. O, the malicious Hilding ! 


Ale, I did fwear indeed, my Lord. 


Jus. Forſwear thy ſelf ; for Jupiter but laughs 
At Lovers Perjuries. 

Phed. The more Shame for him if he does: there 
wou'd be a fine God- indeed for us Women to worſhip, 
if he laughs when our Sweet hearts cheat us of our” 
Maidenheads ; no, no, Jupiter is an honeſter Gentleman 
than you make of him. 

Fup. I'm all on Fire ;'and wou'd not loſe this Night, 
To be the Maſter of the Univerſe. 

Phed. Ay, my Lord, I fee you are on Fire: but the 
Devil a Bucket ſhall be — t to —— 2 
my Leave: you may go to Bed, m ; bat you 
ſee how Heav'n will ble your Night's Work, if you 
ſorſwear your ſelf : Some Fool, ſome mere Elder- 
Brother, or ſome blockheadly Heroe, Fove, I beſeech 
thee, fend 0 n | ECM 

7 up. [ Afide. Now I con my Thu to reven 

15 — to confeſs my ſelf a God, 4 

And then I loſt my Love! Alcmena, come, 
By Heay'n-T have a Bridegroom's Fervour for ther, 
As I had ne'er enjoy'd. 

Alc. [ Sigbing.] She has my Oath; 
And ſure ſhe may releaſe it if ſhe pleaſes —— 
Pbæd. Why truly Madam, I am not cruel in my Na- 
tare to poor diſtreſſed Lovers; for it may be my own 
Caſe another Day : And therefore, if my Lord pleaſes 
to conſider me 
12.7 Any thing, any thing, but name thy Wiſh, and 

ve It, — ; | 

Phed. Ay, now you ſay, any thing, any thing; but 
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ou wou'd tell me another Story to morrow Morning, 
Lock you, my Lord, here's a Hand open to receive; you 
2 the Meaning of it : I am for nothing but the 
eady —— | 
Zap. Thou ſhalt have all the Treaſury of Heay'n. 
Phad. Yes, when you are Jupiter, to diſpoſe of it. 
T up. [ 4fide. } I had forgot, and ſhew'd my ſelf a God: 
This Love can make a Fool of Jupiter. 
Phd. You have forgot ſome Part of the Enemies Spoil 
I warrant you ; I ſee a little trifling Diamond upon your 
Finger; and I am proud enough to think it wou'd be- 
come mine too. | 
Fup. [Taking a Ring off his Finger, and giving it. 
Here take it ; 
This is a very Woman; 
Her Sex is Avarice, and ſhe, in one, 
Js all her Sex. | | 
Phed. Ay, ay, 'tisno Matter what you iay of us. What 
wou'd you have your Money out of the Treaſury, with- 
out paying the Officers their Fees? Go, get you together, 
you naughty Couple, till you are both weary of worry- 
ng en e another, and then to Morrow Morning I ſhall 
have another Fee for parting you. | 
 _ [Phadra goes out before Alcmena with a Light. 
Fup. Why now 1 am, indeed, the Lord of all; [Solas 
For what's to be a God, but to enjoy ? | 
Let Human Kind their Sovereign's Leifure wait ; 
Love is, this Night, my great Affair of State: 
Let this one Night of Providence be void: 
All Fowve, for once, is on himſelf employ'd. 
Let unregarded Altars ſmoke in vain ; 
And let my Subjects praiſe me, or complain. 
Yet, if betwixt my Intervals of Bliſs, 
Some am'rous Youth his Oraiſons addreſs, 
His Pray'r is in a happy Hour preferr'd : 
And when Fove loves, a Lover ſhall be heard. 
N 
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AT SCENE, 
A Night-Scene of a Palace. 


Soſia zvith a Dark-Lanthorn : Mercury in Solia's Shape, 
with a Dark-Lanthorn alſo. 
95 


AS not the Devil in my Maſter, to ſend me 
out-this dreadful dark Night, to bring the 
News of his Victory to my Lady? and was not I poſ- 
ſels'd with ten Devils, for going on his Errand, with- 
out a Convoy for the Safeguard of my Perſon? Lord, 
how am I melted into Sweat with Fear ! I am diminiſh'd 
of my natural * above two Stone: I ſhall not 
bring half my ſelf home again, to my poor Wife and 
Family: I have been in an Ague-Fit, ever ſince hut of 
Evening; what with the Fright of Trees by the High- 
way, which look'd maliciouſly like Thieves, by Moon- 
ſhine ; and what with Bulruſhes by the River- ſide, that 
ſhak'd like Spears, and Lancesat me. Well ! the greateſt 
Plague of a Serving-Man, is to. be hir'd to ſome great 
Lord! They care not what Drudgery they put upon us, 
while they lie lolling at their Eaſe a-bed, and ſtretch 
their lazy Limbs, in ExpeQation of the Whore which 
we are fetching for them. | 
Merc. [ Aide. ] He is but a poor Mortal, that ſuffers 
this! but I, who am a God, am degraded” to a Foot- 
Pimp: a Waiter without Doors ; a very civil Employ- 
ment, for a Deity! - | 
Saſ. The better Sort of em will ſay, Upon my Honour, 
at every Word: yet aſk em for our Wages, and they 


plead the Privilege of their Honour, and will not pay us; 


nor let us take our Privilege of the Law upon them. 
Theſe are a very hopeful Sort of Patriots, to ſtand up as 
they do for Liberty and Property of the Subject: There's 
Conſcience for you ! | x 
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Merc. [ Afde.] This Fellow has ſomething of the Re. 


blican Spirit in him. 

Se ¶ Looking about him. ] Stay; this mehi nks ſhou'd he 
our Houſe: And I ſhou'd thank the Gods now for bring. 
ing me ſafe home: But I think I had as E. let my 
Devotions alone, till J have got the Reward for my good 
News, and then thank em once for all: For, if 1 praiſe 
em before I am ſafe within Doors, fome damn'd Maſiis 
Dog may comeout, and worry me ; and then my Thanks | 
are thrown away upon 'em. 

Merc. TA4fide.] Thou art a wicked Rogue, and wilt 
have thy Bargain before-hand : Therefore thou get'ſt not 
into the Houle this Night ; and thank me accordingly 
as I uſe thee. | 

Sof. Now am I to give my Lady an Account of my 
Lord's Victory; tis good to exercife my Parts before- 
hand, and file my Tongue into eloquent Expreſſions, tg 
tickle her Ladyſhip's Imagination. 
| Merc. [Afide.] Good ! and here's the God of Ele- 
quence to judge of thy Oration. 

- Sof. [Setting down his Lanthorn.] This Lanthorn for 
once, ſhall be my Lady; becauſe ſhe is the Lamp of all 
Beauty and Perfection. 

Merc. [ Afide. } No, Rogue, tis thy Lord is the Lan. 
thorn by this Time, or Jupiter is turn'd Fumbler. 

Sof. Then thus I make my Addreſſes to her: [ Bows ] 
Madam, my Lord has cheſen me out, as the moit faith- 
ful, tho* the moſt unworthy of his Followers, to bring 
your N this following Account of our glorious 
Expedition. Then ſhe, O my poor Saia, ¶ ln a 

forill Fone.) how am I everjoy d to fee thee { She can fay 
no leſs : - Madam, you do me too much Honour, 
and the World will envy me this Glory : Wellan- 
ſwer'd on my Side. — And how does my Lord Anpli- 
tryon? —- Madam, he always does like a man of Cou- 
rage when he is call'd by Honour. There I think! 

nick'd it.— But when will he return? ——As ſoon 28 
poſſibly he can: But not ſo ſoon as his impatient Heart 
eou'd with him with your Ladyſkip. | 


Merc. 
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Merc. [ Aſide.] When Thebes is an Univerſity, thou 
deſerveſt to be their Orator. © 

So. But what does he do, and what does he ſay ? 
Pr ythee tell me ſomething more of him——He always 
fays leſs than he does, Madam : And his Enemies have 
found it to their coſt — Where the Devil did ! learn 
theſe Elegancies and Gallantries ? 

Merc. So ; he has all the natural Endowments of a 
Fop ; and only wants the F «ucation ! 

57 [Staring up t the Shy. } What, is the Devil in the 
Night! She's as long as two Nights: 'The ſeven Stars 
are juſt where they were ſeven Hours ago! high Day— 
high Night, F mean, by my Favour. What, has Phe- 
bus been playing the Goad-fellow, and over-· ſlept him- 
ſelf, that he forgets his Duty to us Mortals ? 

Mere. How ſamiliarly the Raſcal treats us Gods ! but 
] ſhall make him alter his Tone immediately. 

Mercury comes nearer, and flands juſt before him. 

8 / Secing him, and flarting beck; aſide.] How now? 
what do my Eyes dazzle, or 15 my dark Lanthorn falfe 
to me! is not that a Giant before our Door? or a Ghoſt 
of ſome Body ſlain in the late Bartel ? If he be, tis un- 
conſcionably done, to fright an honeſt Man thus, who 
never drew Weapon wrathfully in all my Life — | 
Whatever Wight he be, I am deviliſhly afraid, that's 
certain; but, tis Diſeretion to keep my on Counſel : 
PII ſing, that I may feem- valiant. i338 

[Sofia ugs; and as Mercury ſpeaks, by little 
and little. drops his Voice. | 

Merc. What faucy Companion is this, that deafens us 
with his hoarſe Voice? what Midnight Ballad-finger have 
we here? I ſhall teach the Villain to leave off Ca'ter- 
| _— . | 
| Sof. I would F had Courage, for his Sake; that I migh: 
| teach him to eall my Singing Catterwawling; an illiterat: 
| Rogue; an Enemy to the Muſes and to Muſick. - 

Merc. There is an ill Savour that offends my Noſ- 
nils, and it wafteth this way. 
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Seſ. He has ſmelt me out: My Fear has betray'd me 
into this Savour I am a dead Man: The blood 
Villain 1s at his fee, fa, fum, already. 

Merc. Stand, who goes there? 

So. A Friend. 

Merc. What Friend? | 

Sof. Why a Friend to all the World that will give me 
leave to live peaceably. 

Merc. I defy Peace and all its Works ; my Arms are 
out of Exerciſe, they have maul'd no Body theſe three 
Days: I long for an honourable Occaſion to pound a 
Man, and lay him aſleep at the firſt Buffet. 

So/. [Aide] That would almoſt do me a Kindneſs; 
for I have been kept waking, without tipping one wink 
of Sleep, theſe three Nights. | 

Merc. Of what Quality are you, Fellow ? 

So/. Why, I am a Man, Fellow — Courage S 

Merc. What kind of Man? op” 

Sof. Why a two-legg'd Man, what Man ſhould ! 
be ? — [ Aide. ] — I muſt bear up to him, he may prove 
as errant a Milkſop as my ſelf. 10 
Merc. Thou art a Coward I warrant thee, do not! 
hear thy Teeth. chatter in thy Head? | 

S/. Ay, ay, that's only a Sign they would be ſnap- 
ping at thy Noſe — [ Aide. Bleſs me what an Am 
and Fift he has, with great Thumbs too: And Golls 
and Knuckle-bones of a very Butcher. | 

Merc. Sirrah, from whence come you, and whither go 
you; anſwer me directly, upon pain of Aſſaſſination. 

Se. I am coming from * I came, and am go. 
ing whither I go: That's directly home— Tho” this i 
ſomewhat an uncivil manner of Proceeding, at the fic 
Sight of a Man, let me tell you. 

Merc. Then to begin our better Acquaintance, let 
me firſt make you a ſmall Preſent of this Box o td 
Far — | Strikes hin. 

Sef. If I were as cholerick a Fool as you are now, het 
would be fine Work betwixt us two; but I am a lit 
better bred, than to diſturb the ſleeping N eighbourkocd, 
and ſo good Night, Friend =— LL gat. 


- 
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Merc, [Stopping bim] Hold, Sir; you and I muſt not 
part ſo eaſily; once more, whither are you going? 

de. Why I am going as fait as I can, to get out of 
the reach of your: Clutches: Let me but only knock at 
that Door there. N | 

Merc. What Buſineſs have you at that Door, Sirrah ? 

Sof. This is our Houſe; and when I am got in, 1'i] 
tell you more. : 

Merc. Whoſe Houſe is this, Saucineſs, that you are ſo 
familiar with, to call it ours? en 
Sg. Tis mine, in the firſt Place; and next, my Maſ- 
ters; for I lie in the Garret, and he lies under me. 

Merc. Have your Maſter and you no Names, Sirrah ? 

Seſ. His Name is Amphitryon, hear that and tremble. 

Merc. What, my Lord General ? | 

So. O, has his Name mollify'd you! I haye brought 
you down a Peg lower already, Friend. e : 

Merc. And your Name 1s: 

Se Lord, Friend, you are ſo very troubleſome —— 
what ſhould my Name be but Sofa. 

Merc. How, Sofia, fay you? how long have you 
taken up that Name, Sirrah ? 

Seſ. Here's a fine Queſtion : Why J never took it up 
Friend, it was born with me. 

Merc. What was your Name born Sofia? take this 
Remembrance. for that Lye. [ Beats him. 

So. Hold, Friend, you are ſo very flippant with your 
Hands, you won't hear Reaſon : What Offence has my 
Name done you, that you ſhould beat me for it? S. O. 
S. J. A. they are as civil, honeſt,* harmleſs Letters, as 
any are in the whole Alphabet. 

Merc. I have no quarrel to the Name, but that tis 
&en too good for you, aud 'tis none of yours. J 

Soſ. What am nct I Sofa, fay you? 

Merc. No. 

S/. I ſhould think you are ſomewhat merrily diſpo- 
ſed, if you had not beaten me in ſuch ſober Sadneſs. 
You would perſuade me out of my Heathen Name, 
would you ? 45 70. 1 0 

Merc. Say you are Saia again at your Peril, Sirrah. 

* File Seb 
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Sof. I dare fax nothing, but Thought is free; but 
5 Jam call'd, I am 5 1 and — 
firſt Letter of my Name is S. too. You had beſt tell me 
that my Maſter did not fend me home to my Lady, with 
News of his Victory? f 

Merc. I ſay he did not. 

S/, Lord, Lord, Friend, one of us two is herribly 
given to Lying but I do not ſay which of us, to avoid 
8 = 1 

Merc. I ſay my Name is | yours is not. 

So. I would you — * for- 
then I ſhould not be beaten, and you ſhould. 

Merc. I find you would be Sofia, if you durſt — but if 
I cuich you:thinking ſo. —— | 

Soe. I hope I may think I was Sia; and J can find no 
difference between my former Self, and my preſent Self; but 
that I was plain Sofia before, and now I am lac d Sea. 

Merc. Take this, tor being ſo impudent to think ſo. 

: [ Beats hin, 

So/. [ Kneeling. ] Truce a little, I beſeech thee ! I would 
be a Stock or a Stone now by my good Will, and would 
not think at all, for Self-preſervation. But will you give 
me leave to argue the Matter fairly with you? And pro. 
miſe me to depoſe that Cudgel, if I can prove my ſelf to 
Le that Man that I was before I was beaten ? 

Merc. Well, proceed in Safety; J promiſe you I will 
nct beat you. | 
- Sof. Inthefirſt place then, is not this Town call'd Thebe:? 

Merc. Undoubtedly. | 
S,. And is not this Houle Amphityyon's ? 

Merc. Who denies it ? | 

Sof. thought you would have deny d that too; for all 

hang upon a String. Remember then, that thoſe two 
prehminary Articles are. already granted. In the next 
lace, did not the aforeſaid Amphityron beat the Teleboans, 
Lil their King Prerelat, and ſend a certain Servant, mean- 


ing ſome Body, that for Sake-ſake ſhall be nameleſs, to 
bring a Preſent to his Wife, with News of his Victory, 
and of his Reſolution to return to Morrow ? 
Merc. This is all true, to a very tittle; but who is that 
certain Servant, there's all the Queſtion ? N 


tt AfwPHITEHEY ON 191 
12% Ts it Peace or War betwixt us? 


Merc. Peace. 

$,/. dare not wholly: truſt tat abominable Cudgel; 
but tis a certain Friend of yours and mine, that had a 
certain Name before he was beaten out of it; but if you 
are a Man that depend not altogether upon Force and 
Brutality, but ſomewhat alſo upon Reaſon, now do you - 
bring better Proofs that you are that ſame certain Man; 
and in order to it, anſwer me to certain Queſtions,” 

Merc. 1 fay I am Sofia, Amphitryen's Man; what Rea- 
ſon have you to urge againſt it? 
So. What was your Father's Name? 
Merc. Dawus; who was an honeſt Husbandman, 
whoſe Siſters Name was Harpage, that was marry'd, 
and dy d in a Foreign Country. 

$of. So far you are right, I muſt confeſs; and your 
Wife's Name is | 

Merc. Bromia, a deviliſh Shrew of her Tongue, and a 
Vixen of her Hands, that leads me a miſerable Life ; - 
keeps me to hard Duty a-Bed ; and beats me every 
Morning when I have riſen from her Side, without 
having firſt — | 

So. T underſtand you; by many a ſorrowful Token. 
This muſt be 1 

Merc. I was once taken upon Suſpicion of Burglary, . 
and was whipt thro* Thebes, and branded for my Pains. 

SY. Right Me again; but if you are I, as I begin to 
fuſpe&, that Whipping and Branding might have. been 
paſt over in Silence, for both our Credits: — And yet 
now I think on't, if I am I, (as I am I) he cannot be 1. 
All theſe Circumſtances he might have heard; but I will 
5 now interrogate him upon ſome private Paſſages. — - 
| What was the Preſent that Ampbitryon ſent by you or 
| me, no matter which of us, to his Wife Alcmena ? 

: Merc. A Buckle of Diamonds, conſiſting of five large 
tones. a 

&. And where are they now? 
| Merc. In a Caſe, feaPd with my Maſter's Coat of Arms. 

Sf. This is predigious, I conteſs; but yet tis nothing 
now I think on't, for ſome falſe Brother may have — 
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veal'd it to him. ¶ 4/ide.] But I have another Queſiy 
to ask you, of ſomewhat that paſs d only betwixt my fg 
and me; if you are Sofia, what were you doing in the 
Heat of Battel ? __ 

Merc. What a wiſe Man ſhould, tl at has a Reſped f 
his own Perſon. I ran into our Tent, and hid my elf 
amongſt the Baggage. | 

Sof. [ 4fide.] Such another cutting Anſwer, and I myg 
provide my ſelf of another Name. [To hm.] And hoy 
did you paſs your Time in that ſame Tent? You need 
not anſwer to every Circumſtance ſo exactly now; 50 
muſt lye a little, that I may think you the more Me. 

Merc. That Cunning ſhall not ſerve your Turn, to cir. 
cumvent me out of my Name: I am for plain naked 
Truth — There ſtood a Hogſhead of old Wine, which 
my Lord refery'd for his own Drinking 

So/. [ Afide.] O the Devil! as ſure as Death, he muf 
have hid himſelf in that Hogſhead, .or. he could neyer 
have known that ! | ' 

Merc. And by that Hogſhead, upon the Ground, there 
lay the kind Inviter and Provoker of good Drinking —- 

Soſ. Nay, now I have caught you; there was neither 
Inviter, nor Provoker, for I was all alone. 

Merc. A luſty Gammon of — | 

Sof. [Sighing. ] Bacon — that Word has quite made 
an end of me — Let me ſee — this mult be I, in ſpite of 
me —— but let me view him nearer. 

| Watt about Mercury with his dark Lanthorn, 

Mere. What are you walking about me for, with your 
dark Lanthorn ? 

Sof. No harm, Friend, I am only ſurveying a Parce! 
of Earth here, that I find we. two-are about to bargain 
for: — He's damnable like me, that's certain. Inpri nis 
there's the Patch upon my Note, with a'Pox to him 
Item, A very foolith Face with a long Chin at the end 
on't: tem, One Pair of ſhambling Legs, with two ſplay 
Feet belonging to them. And — ſumma totalis, from + 
Head to Foot all my Bodily Apparel — [To Mercury. 
Well, you are Sa; there's no denying it: but what an 
TI then? for my Mind gives me, I — Body ſtill. if 
I knew but who I were. Mere. 
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on Merc. When I have a mind to be Sofa no. more, then 


elf ou mayſt be Sia again. 
the 97 223 but one Requeſt more to thee, that, tho” 


” 


not as Sofia, yet as a Stranger, I may go into that 


or W Houſe, and carry a civil Meſſage to my Lady. 


elf lſerc. No, Sirrah; not being Sofia, you have no 
Meſſage to deliver, nor Lady in this Houle. 
uſ S/. Thou canſt not be fo barbarous, to let me lie in 


* the Streets all Night, after ſuch a Journey, and ſuch a 
&d Beating and therefore I am reſolv d to knock at the 
00 Door in my own Defence. | 
| Merc. If you come near the Door, I recal my Word, 
r and break off the I rue and then expect 
ed | [ Holds up his Cudgel. 
th So. No, the Devil take me if I do expect; I have felt 
too well what ſour Fruit that Crab-tree bears: I'II ra- 
i ther beat it back upon the Hoof to my Lord Ampbitryon, 
er to ſee if he will acknowledge me for Sa: if he does 
not, then Iam no longer his Slave; there's my Freedom 
dearly purchas'd with a fore Drubbing : if he does ac- 
knowledge me, then I am Sofia again; ſo far tis tole- 
rably well : but then I ſhall have a ſecond Drubbing for 
an unfortunate Ambaſſador as I am; and that's intolera- 
ble. [ Exit Sofia. 
; Mercury alone. 

I have fobb'd off his Excellency pretty well. Now 
let him return, and make the beſt of his Credentials. I 
think too I have given Jupiter ſufficient Time for his 
Conſummation. Oh, he has taken his Cue; and here 
he comes as leiſurely, and as lank, as if he had empty'd 


himſelf of the beſt Part of his Almightyſhip. 


8 SE N E . 


Enter Jupiter leading Alcmena, fo/low'd by Phædra. 
Pages with Torches before them. 
Tup. Thoſe Torches are offenſive; Stand aloof : 
| [To the Pages. 
For, tho* they bleſs me with thy heav'nly Sight. [To her. 
They may diſcloſe the Secret I would hide: * 


; 
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'The Thebaxs muſt not know I have been here; 
Detracting Crouds would blame me that I robbd 
Theſe happy Moments from my publick Charge, 
To canſecrate to thy defir'd Embrace: : 
And I could with no Witneſs but thy ſelf; 

For thou thy ſelf art all I wifh to pleaſe. 

Alem. So long an Abſence, and fo ſhort a Stay 
What, but one Night! One Night of Joy and Lowe 
Could only pay one Night of Cares and Fear; 
And all the reſt are an uneancell'd Sum! 

Curſe on this Honour and this publick Fame; 
World you had leſs of both, and more of Love. 
up: Alcmena, I muſt £0. 

Alcm. Not yet, my Lord... 

Jip. Indeed I muſt.. | 

Alem. Indeed you ſhall not go. 

Fup. Behold the ruddy Str o'er yonder Hilt, 
Thoſe are the Bluſhes of the breaking Morn, 
That kindle Day-light to this neather World. 


Alem. No matter for the Day, it was but made 
To number out the Hours of buſy Men. 


Let em be buſy ſtil}, and ſtill be wretched ; 
Aud take their fill of anxious drudging Day: 
But you and I will draw our Curtains cloſe, 
Extinguiſh Day-light, and put out the Sun: 
Come back, my Lord, in faith you ſhall retire; - 
You have not yet lay long enough in Bed, 
To warm your widow'd Side. 
Phd. ¶ Aſide. ] | find-my Lord is an excellent Schoot- 
maſter, my Lady is ſo willing to repeat her Leſſon. 
Merc. [ 4/ide. }. That's a plaguy little Devil; what a 
roguiſh Eye ſhe has ! I begin to like her ſtrangely ; ſhe's 
the Perquiſite of my Place too; for my Lady's Waiting- 
woman is the proper Fees of my Lord's chief Gentle- 
man. I have the Privilege of a God too; I can view her 
naked thro all her Clothes Let me ſee Let me ſee: 
I have diſcover'd ſomething that pleaſes me already. 
Fup. Let me not live but thou art all Enjoyment !.. 
So charming 'and ſo ſweet, 
That not a Night, but whole Eternity 
Were well employ'd To - 
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To love thy each Perfection as it ought. [a while. 

Alem.[ Kiſſing — PH bribe you with this Kits to ftay 

Jab. [Kiffing her. ] A Bribe indeed that ſoon will bring 
But, to be juſt, I muſt reſtore your Bribe. [me back. 
How I could dwell for ever on theſe Lips 
© I cou!d kiſs em pale with Eagerneſs 
80 ſoft, by Heav'n, and ſuch a juicy Sweet. 

That ripen'd Peaches have not half the Flavour. 

Alem. Ye niggard Gods! you make our Lives too 
You fill em with Diſeaſes, Wants and Woes, long: 
And only daſh em with a little Love; 

Sprinkled by Fits, and with a ſparing Hand: 
Count all our Jays, fram Childhood ev'n to Age, 
They would but make a Day of ev'ry Year: 

Take back your fev'nty- Years, (the Stint of Life) 
Or elſe be kind, and cram the Quinteſſence 

Of ſev'nty Years, into fweet ſev'nty Days: 

For all the reſt is flat, inſipid Being, 

7up. But yet one Scruple pains me at my Parting ;- 
I love ſo nicely, that I cannot bear 
To owe the Sweets of Love which I have taſted, 
To the ſubmiſũve Duty of à Wife 
Tell me: and footh my Paſfion-eze I go, 

That in the kindeft Moments of the Night, 
When yat gave up your ſelf to va, me, 
You —__ not of a Husband, but a Lover. 

Alem. But tell me firft, why. you would raiſe a Bluſh - 
Upon my Cheeks, by asking ſuch a Queſtion ? 

Joh would owe nothing to a Name ſo dull 
As Husband is, but to a Lover all. 

Alm. You ſhould: have ask'd me then, when Love, 
And Privacy, had favour'd your Demand. [and Night, . 

Jip. I ask it now, becauſe my Tenderneſs © 
* that of Husbands for their Wives. 

O that you lov'd like me ! then you would ſind 
A thouſand, thouſand Niceties in Love; 
cammon Love of Sex to Sex is brutal : - 
Rat Love refin'd will fancy to it ſelf 
Millons of gentle Cares, and ſweet Diſquiets; 
Die being happy is not half the Joy; The 
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The Manner of their Happineſs is all ! 
In me (my charming Miſtreſs) you behold 
A Lover that difdains a lawful Title ; 
Such as of Monarchs to ſucceſſive Thrones ; 
The generous Lover holds by force of Arms ; 
And claims his Crown by Conqueſt. | 
Alem. Methinks you ſhou'd be leas'd, I give you il 
A virtuous and modeſt Wife can give. 
Fup. No, no, that very Name of Wife and Marri, 
Is Poiſon to the deareſt Sweets of Love: 
To pleaſe my Niceneſs you muſt ſeparate 
The Lover from his mortal Foe, the Husband. 
Give to the yawning Husband your cold Virtue ; 
But all your vigorous Warmth, your melting Sighs, 
' Your amorous Murmurs, be your Lover's Part. 
Alem. I comprehend not what you mean, my Lord; 
But only love me ſtill, and love me thus, | 
And think me ſuch as beſt may pleaſe your Thought, 
Jup. There's Myſtery of Love in all I ſay: 
Farewel ; and when you ſee your Husband next, 
Think of your Lover then. 
[Exeunt jup. and Alem. ſeverally : Phæd. follows be, 
Merc. | Alone, ] Now I ſhould follow him; but Love 
has laid a Lime-twig for me, and made a lame God of 
me. Yet why ſhould I love this Phezdra ? She's Intereſt 
ed, and a Jilt into the Bargain. Three thouſand Years 
hence, there will be a whole Nation of ſuch Women, 
in a certain Country that will be call'd France; and 
there's a Neighbour Iſland too, where the Men of that 
Country will be all Intereſt. Oh what a precious Gene. 
ration will that be, which the Men of the Iſland ſhall 
propagate out of the Women of the Continent ! | 
2 Phædra Re-enters. 
And ſo much for Prophecy; for ſhe's here again, and! 
mult love her in ſpite of me, And ſince I muſt, I have 
this Comfort, that the greateft Wits are commonly tit 
greateſt Cullies ; becauſe neither of the Sexes can be wilt 
than ſome certain Parts about 'em will give 'em leave. 
Phed. Well Sofia, and how go Matters? 
Merc. Our Army is victorious. 


Phed, 


my —_ ws 
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Phed. And my Servant Judge Gripus ? 
Merc. A voluptuous Gormand. © 


Phed. But has he gotten wherewithal to be volup - 


tuous, is he wealthy ? | 
Merc. He ſells Juſtice as he uſes, flceces the rich Re 
pels, and hangs up the Peor. 
Phed. Then while he has Money he may make Love. 
tome. Has he ſent me no Token? x 
Merc. Yes, a Kiſs ; and by the ſame Token, Iam 
to give it you, as a Remembrance from him. 
Phed. How now, Impudence ! A beggarly Serving-, 
man preſume to kiſs me? | 
Merc. Suppoſe I were a Ged, and ſhou'd make Love 
to you ? | 
Phed I wou'd firſt be fatisfy'd. whether you were a 
poor God or a rich God. | 
_ Suppoſe I were Mercury, the God of Merchan- 
dile ? 
Phæd. What the God of ſmall Wares, and Frippe- 
ries, of Pedlars and Pilferers ? | | 
Merc. [ Afide. ] How the Gipſy deſpiſes me! 
Phed. I had rather you were Plutus the God of Mo- 
ney, or Jupiter in a Golden Shower: there was. a God. 
for us Women! he had the Art of making Love: Doſt 
thou think that Kings, or Gods either, get Miſtreſſes 
by their good Faces? no 'tis the Gold and the Preſents 
they can make ; there's the Prerogative they have over 
their Fair Subjects. 2 
Merc. All this notwithſtanding, I muſt tell you, 
pretty Phædra, I am deſperately in love with you. 
Phed. And I muſt tell thee, ugly Sofa, thou haſt not 
wherewithal to be in Love. | ; 
Merc. Yes, a poor Man may be in Love, I hope. 
Phed. 1 grant a poor Rogue may be in Love, but he 


Face to invite me, nor Youth to pleaſe me, nor Gold to 
bribe me: And befides all this thou haſt a Wife, poor 
miſerable Sofia ! What ho Bromia ! «147 
| Merc. O thou mercileſs Creature, why Coſt thou cons 
jure up that Spright of a Wife? 5 FM 
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Phed. To rid my ſelf of that Devil of a poor 
Since you are ſo lovinely diſpos'd, I'll put E fo 
to exerciſe your Fury upon your own Wedlock: Whz ot 
Bromia, I ſay, make haſte ;- here's a Veſſel of yours, ful 
freighted, that's going eff without paying Duties. 1 

Mere. Since thou wilt not let me ſteal Cuſtom, ſhe ſhall 
have all the Cargo 1 have gotten in the Wars ; bur tu * 
might' ſt have lent me a little Creek to ſmuggle in, 

Phed. Why, what have you gotten, good Gentleman 
Soldier, beſides a Legion of —— {[#naps her Finger 

Merc. When the Enemy was routed, I had the Plun- 
dering of a Tent. | 

Phed, That's to ſay, a Houſe of Canvas, with More- 
ables of Straw : make haſte, Bromia 

Merc. But it was the General's own Tent. 

Pad. Youdurſt not fight I'm certain; and therefor 
came laſt. in, when the rich Plunder was gone before 
hand. Will you come, Bromia ? 

' Merc. Pr'ythee do not call fo loud ; w—— A jyrat 

Goblet that holds a Gallop. 

Phed. Of what was that Goblet made? anſwer quick- 
ly, for J am uſt calling very loud —— Bro — 

Merc. Of beaten Gold. Now call aloud, if thou dof 
not Hike the Metal: | 

Phed. Bromia. 11 Very fafth. 

| Merc. That ſtruts in this Faſhion, with his Arms4 
Kimbo, like a City Magiſtrate ; and a great bouncing 

Belly, like a Hoſteſs with Child of a Kilderkin of Wine. 
Now what ſay you to that Preſent, Phædra ? 

Phed. Why I am conſidering; 

Merc. What, I pr ythee ? 

Phzd. Why, how to divide the Bufineſs equally ; u 
take the Gift, and refuſe the Giver, thou art ſo damma-· 
bly ugly and ſo old. | 

Mere. [ Aide.) Now the Devil take Jupiter, for con- 
fining me to this ungadly Shape to Day! 

But Gripxzs is as old as ugly too. | 
 Phed. But Gripus is a Perfan of Quality, and my Is 
dy's Uncle; and if he marries me, I ſhall take Place ofmy 
Lady. Hark, your Wife! ſhe has ſent her Tongue bs 
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fore her. I hear the Thunderclap already; there's a 


aj” Sy Yes, of thy Brewing, I thank thee for it: O how 
| WH 7 hou'd hate thee now, if I cou'd leave loving thee! 
Phed. Not a Word of the dear Golden Goblet, as you 
dope for you know what, Sofa. 
. Merc. You give me Hape then — 8 
phæd. Not abſolutely Hope neither; but Gold is a 
Cordial in Love Matters; and the more you apply 
o it, the better. — [Aide] I am honeſt, that's cer- 
tin; but when I weigh my Honeſty againſt the Gob- 
kt, I am not quite reſolv'd on which Side the Scale will 
tum. [ Exit Phædra. 
Merc. I Abud.] Farewell Phedra; remember me to 
my Wife, and tell her 
Enter Bromia. 
Brom. Tell her what? Traytor ! that you are going 
away- without ſeeing her. 
Merc. That I am doing my Duty, and following my 
Maſter. 
Bron. Umph.—ſo brisk too! your Maſter did his Duty 
on Lady before he parted: He cou'd leave his Army in 
the Lurch, and come galloping home at Midnight, to have 
kat the Honey-Pot; an {teal to Bed as quietly as a- 
„ ung, I warrant you: My Maſter knew what be- 
long d toa-marry'd Life; but you, Sirrah — You Tren- 
* cher carrying Raſcal, you worle than Dunghill- Cock; 
at ſtood clapping your Wings and crowing without 
Doors, when you ſhould have been at Rooſt, you Villain 
Merc. Hold your Peace, Dame Partlet,and leave your 
— 2 My Maſter charg'd me to ſtand Centry with- 
but Doors. 


Brom. My Maſter! I dare ſwear thou bely'ſt him; 
wy Maſter's more a Gentleman then to lay ſuch an un- 
realoriable Command upon a diſtreſſed marry'd 
ip and after ſuch an Abſence too. No, there's 
0 * between my Maſter and thee, tho 
ww Y 

Merc. No more than there is betwixt my Lady and 
Neu, Bromia. You and I have had our time in a civi Way' 
* | Spo 1 
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uſe, and much Love has been betwixt 

— 2 been a Vears, I take it; — — 
hoighty toighty Buſineis ought, in Conſcience, to be 
over. | | 
Brom. Marry come up, my faucy Companion! I 25 
neither old, nor ugly enough to have that iaid to me. 

Merc. But will you hear Reaſon, Bromia? My Lo 
and my Lady are yet ina manner Bride and Bridegrooy 
they are in Honey Moon ſtill: do but think in Decency 
what a Jeſt it wou'd be to the Family, to ſee two yenerz. 
ble old married People, lying ſnug in a Bed together aud 
ſighing out fine tender Things to one another! 
Brom. How now, Traitor, dar'ſt thou maintain that 
I am paſt the Age of having fine Things ſaid to me; 
Merc. Not ſo, my Dear; but certainly I am paſt the 
Age of ſaying em. 
| Brom. Thou deſerv'ſt not to be yok'd with a Woman 
of Honour, as I am, thou perjur'd Villain. 

Merc. Ay, you are too much a Woman of Honour, to 
my Sorrow; many a poor Husband wou'd be glad to 
compound for leſs Honour in his Wife, and more Quiet, 
Pr'ythee be but honeſt and continent in thy Tongue, and 
do thy worſt with every Thing elſe about thee. 

Brom. Thou wou'dit have a Woman of the Town, 
wou' dſt thou! to be always ſpeaking my Husband fair, 
to make him digeſt his Cuckoldom more eaſily : Wou'dlt 
thou be a Wittal, with a Vengeance to thee ? I amre- 
ſolv'd Il! ſcour thy Hide for that Word. 
- as [ Holds up her Ladle at him. 

- . Merc. Thou wilt not ſtrike thy Lord and Husband, 
wilt thou ? 50 

Brom. Since thou wilt none of the Meat, tis but Juſtice 
to give thee the Baſtings of the Ladle. 


[She courſes him abut, 


| Mercury running about. [ Afide. ] Was ever poor Deity 
ſo Henpeck'd as I am ! nay, then 'tis time to charm her 


aſleep with my enchanted Rod before I am diſgrac's 
or raviſn'd 
[ Plucks out his Caduceus, and firikes her upm the 
Shoulder with it. | 
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Brom. What, art thou rebelling againſt thy anointed 
Wife dll make thee — how now 
the Rogue bewitch'd me ! I grow dull and ſtupid on the 
ſudden I can neither ſtir Hand nor Foot 
am juſt like him; I have loſt the Ule of all my—Mem- 
bers — [ Yawning. | I can't ſo much as wag my 
Tongue—neither, and that's the laſt live—ing Part a- 
bout a — Woman | [ Falls down. 
Mercury alone. 


Lord, what have I ſuffer'd, for being but a counterfeit 
marry'd Man one Day ! If ever I come to this Houſe, as 
a Husband again then——and yet that then was a 
Lye too — For while I am in Love with this young 
Giply, Phedra, I muſt return — But lie thou 
there, thou Type of June; thou that want'ſt nothing 
of her Tongue, but the Immortality. If Fupiter ever 
let thee ſet Foot in Heaven, Juno will have a rattling 
Second of thee ; and there will never be a fair Day in 
Heaven or Earth after it. 

For two ſuch Tongues will break the Poles afunder ; 

And, hourly ſcelding, make perpetual Thunder. 


[Exit Mercury. 
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ACT. SCENE I. 
SCENE, before Amphitryon's Palace. 


| Amphitryon and Sofia. 
Anpb. N O W Sirrah, follow me into the Houſe, thou 


ſhalt be convinc'd at thy own Coſt, Villain! 


What horrible Lyes haſt thou told me ! ſuch Improbabili- 
ties, ſuch Stuff, ſuch Nonſenſe! — that the Monſter 
with two long Horns, that frighted the great King, and 

the Devil at the Stone-cutter's, are Truths to theſe. 
/ I am but a Slave, and you are Maſter ; and a poor 
Man is always to lye, whena rich Man is pleas'd w"_ 
ict 


What, has 
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tradict him : but as ſure as this is our Houſe 

Amph. So ſure tis thy Place of Execution. Thou 2 
not made for Lying neither. 

Ss/. That's certain ; for all my Neighbours fe! 
have an honeſt Face; or elſe they would never call wg 
Cuckold, as they do. 

Amph. I mean thou haſt not Wit enough to make x 
Lye that will hang together: thou haſt ſet up a Trade, 
that thou haſt not Stock enough to manage: O that l 
had but a Crab; tree Cudgel for thy ſake! 

So/. How a Cudgel, faid you! the Devil take Fuji 
for inventing that hard-hearted, mercileſs, knobby W ood. 

Amph. The Bitterneſs is yet to come: thou haſt ha 
but a half Doſe of it. 

Se. I was never good at ſwallowing Phyſick ; and my 
Stomach wambles at the very Thought of it: But, if [ 
muſt have a fecond Beating, in Conſcience let me fri 
firft, that I may ſhow you the black and blue Streaks 
upon my Sides and Shoulders. I am fare J fuffer'd then 
in your Service. 

Amph. To what Purpofe wow dſt thou ſhow them 

Sof. Why to the Purpoſe that you may not ſtrike me 
upon the ſore Places; and that as he beat me the lf 
Night crofs-ways, fo you wou'd pleaſe to beat me long 
ways, to make clean Work on't, that at leaſt my Skit 
may look like Checquer-work. 

Amph. This Requeſt is too reaſonable to be refus d, 
but, that all Things may be done in Order, tell me over + 
Fun the fame Story, with all the Circumſtances of th) 

ommiſſion : that a Blow may follow in due Form fur 
every Lye. To Repetition, Rogue, to Repetition. 

Sof. No, it ſhall be all a Lye if you pleaſe, and Il 
eat my Words to ſave my Shoulders. 

"> pl Ay, Sirrah, now you find you are to be di- 
pour |: but 'tis too late: to Repetition, Rogue, # 
petiti 


on. 
Se. With all my Heart, to any Repetition but the 
Cudpel : but wou'd you be pleas'd ro anſwer me one & BY 
vil Queſtion ? Am I to uſe to vou, as 04 
great Perſon, that will have all Things faid your om 


Way; 
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Way; or am I to tell you the naked Truth alone, with- 
out the Ceremony of a farther 3 

Amph. Nothing but the Truth, and the whole Truth; 
ſo help thee WG 

Sof. That's a n'd Concluſion of a Sentence: but 
fince it mult be ſo Back and Sides, at your own 
Peril — I ſet out from the Port in an unlucky Hour ; 
the dus cy Canopy of Night inveloping the Hemiſphere. — 

Amph. | Strikes zi. Imprimis, For Fuſtian : _— 

now proceed. 
So. 1 ſtand corrected: In plain Proſe then, I went 
darkling, and whiſtling, to keep my ſelf from being 
afraid ; mumbling Curſes betwixt my Teeth; for being 
ſent at ſuch an unnatural Time of Night. 

Amph. How, Sirrah, curſing and ſwearing againſt your 
Lord and Maſter ! take [ Going to ftrike. 

So. Hold, Sir — pray confider, if this be not un- 

onable, to ſtrike me for telling the whole Truth, when 
you commanded me: I'll fall inte my old Dog-trot of 
Lying again, if this muſt come of plain Dealing. 

Amph. To avoid Impertinences, make an End of your 
Journey; and come to the Houſe: what found you there 
a God's Name? - 

So}. I came thither in no God's Name at al), but in 
the Devil's Name; I found before the Door a twinging 
Fellow, with all my Shapes and Features, and accou 
alſo in my Habit. * 

Amph. Who was that Fellow ? 

Seſ. Who ſhou'd it be, but another 8%! a certain 
Kind of other Me : who knew all my untoriunate Com- 
miſſion, preciſely,to a Word, as well as I 5%; as bein 
ſent by your ſelf from the Port, upon the ame Erran 
to Alcmena. | 

Amph. What groſs Abſurditics are theſe ? 

. O Lord, O Lord, what Abſurdities! as plain as 
any Packſtaff. That other Me, had poſted himſeif there 
before me, me. You won't give a Man Leave to ſpeak 
poetically now; or elſe I wou'd ſay, that I was arriv'd 
at the Door, juſt before I came thither. 

Amph. This mutt either be a Dream, or Drunkenneſs, 
"You. VI. I Op 
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gument in a brawny Filt : What ſhall I ſay, but that! 
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or Madneſs in thee. Leave your Buffooning and Lying 
1 am not in Humour to'bear it, Sirrah. ; 

Sof. I wou'd you ſhou'd know I ſcorn a Lye, and an 
a Man of Honour in every thing, but juſt Fighting. [ 
tell you once again in plain Sincerity, and Simplicity of 
Heart, that before laſt Night I never took my {elf but 
for one fingle individual Si; but, coming to our Docs, 
J found my ſelf I know not how divided, and as it were 
ſplit into two Sas. | 

Amph. Leave Buffooning : I ſee you wou'd make 
me laugh, but you play the Fool ſcurvily. 

So. That may be: but if I ama Fool, I am not the 
only Fool in this Company. 

Amph. How now, Impudence ! I ſhall ——— 

Sof. Be not in Wrath, Sir: I meant not you: I can- 
not poſſibly be the only Fool; for if I am one Feol, I 
muſt certainly be two Fools ; becaule, as I told you, I 
am double. 

Amph. That one ſhou'd be two, is very probable! 

So. Have you not ſeen a Sixpence ſplit into two 
Halves, by ſome ingenious School-boy 3 which bore on 
either Side the Impreſſion of the Monarch's Face? 
Now, as thoſe Moieties were two Three-pences, and yet 
in Effect but one Six-pence. 

Amph. No more of your villainous Tropes and Figures, 

So/. Nay, if an Orator muſt be diſarm'd of his Simi- 
Iitudes 4 | 

Amph. A Man had need of Patience, to endure this 
Gibberiſh ; be brief, and come to a Concluſion. 

So. What wou'd you have, Sir? I came thither, but 
the t'other I was there before me; for that there was two 
I's, is as certain, as that T have two Eyes in this Head 
of mine. This J, that am here, was weary : the 
Fother I was freſh: this I was peaceable, and t other 
was a hectoring Bully 7. 

Amph. And thou expect'ſt 1 fhou'd believe thee ? 

So. No, I am not ſo unreaſonable : for I cou'd never 
have beliey'd it my ſelf, if I had not been well beaten 
into it: But a Cudgel, you know, is a convincing At. 


as 
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was compell'd at laſt to acknowledge my felf! I found 
that he was very I, without Fraud, Cozen, or Deceit. 
Beſides, I view'd my ſelf, as in a Mirror, from Head to 
Foot: He was handſome, of a noble Preſence, a charm 
ing Air, looſe and free in all his Motions. And ſaw he 
was ſo much I, that I ſhou'd have Reaſon to be better 
ſatisfied with my own Perſon, if luis Hands had not been 
a little of the heavieſt. DIP * wo 

Amph. Once again to a Concluſion :. Say you pals' 
by — and — into the Houſe. 

Se. I am a Friend to Truth, and ſay no ſuch Thing: 
He defended the Door, and I could not enter. 

Amph. How, not enter? 

So. Why, how ſhou'd I enter ? unleſs I were a Spright 
to glide by him, and ſhoot my ſelf through Locks, and 
Bolts, and two Inch Boards ? | 

Amph. O Coward ! Didſt thou not attempt to paſs ? 

Sl. Yes, and was repuls'd and beaten for my Pains. 

Amph. W ho beat thee ? 

S/ beat Me. 5 

Amph. Didſt thou beat thy ſelf? 

So}. I don't mean J, here: but the abſent Me beat me 
here preſent. | 

* There's no End of this intricate Piece of Non- 

nſe. 

8% Tis only Nonſenſe, becauſe I ſpeak it who am a 
poor Fellow; but it wou'd- be Senſe, and ſubſtantial 
Senſe, if a Great Man faid it, that was back'd with a Title, 
and the Eloquence of Ten Thouſand Pounds a Year. 

Anpb. No more: but let us enter: Hold; my 4/cme- 
na is coming out, and has prevented me ! how ſtrangely 
will ſhe be ſurpriz d to ſee me here, ſo unexpettedly ! 

Enter Alcmena and Phædra. 

Alem. [To Phæd.] Make haſte after me to the Tem- 
ple; that we may thank the Gods for this glorious Suc- 
cels, which Amphitryon has had againſt the Rebels. 

0 Heaven! | [ Seeing him. 
4mph. Thoſe Heav'ns, and all the bleſt Inhabitants, 

[ Saluting her. 
Grant, that the ſweet Rewarder of my Pains | 
| 12 My 
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May ſtill be kind, as on our Nuptial Night. 
Alem. So ſoon return'd! 8 
Amph. So ſoon return'd! Is this my Welcome home ? 


Ji bac b. 


— 


So ſoon return'd, ſays I am come unwiſh' 
This is no Language of defiring Love: 
Love reckons Hours for Months, and Days for Years: 
And every little Abſence is an Age. | 

Alem. t ſays my Lord? 

2 No, my Alcmena, no: i 
True Love by its Impatience meaſures Time, 
And the dear Object never comes too ſoon. 

Alem. Nor ever came you ſo, nor ever ſhall : 
But you your ſelf are chang'd from what you were, 
Pall'd in Deſires, and ſurfeited of Bliſs ; 

Not ſo I met you at your laſt Return; 
When yeſternight I flew into your Arms, 
And melted in your warm Embrace. 

Amph. How's this ? 

Alem. Did not my Soul ev'n ſparkle at my Eyes, 
And ſhoot it ſelf into your much lov'd Boſom ? 
Did I not tremble with Exeeſs of Joy ? 

Nay agonize with Pleaſure at your fight, 
With ſuch inimitable Proofs of Paſſion, 
As no falſe Love could feign! 
Amph. What's this you tell me? 
Alem. Far fhort of Truth, by Heav'n! 
And you return'd thoſe Proofs with Uſury: 
And left me, with a Sigh, at Break of Day. 
Have you forgot ? 

Amph. Or have youdreamt, Alcmena ? | 
Perhaps ſome kind, revealing Deity, 

Has whiſper'd, in your Sleep, the pleaſing News | 
Of my Return ; and you believ'd it real ! 

Perhaps too, in your Dream, you us'd me kindly; | 
And my preventing Image reap'd the Joys 
You meant awake to me. . 

Alem. Some melancholy Vapour, ſure, has ſeiz'd | 
Your Brain, Ampbitryon, and diſturb'd your Senſe: 
Or yeſternight is not ſo long a time, | Bat 
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But you might yet remember ; and not force 

An honeſt Bluſh into my glowing Cheeks, 

For that which lawful Marriage makes no Crime. 
Amph. I thank you for my melancholy Vapour. 
Alem. "Tis but a juſt Requital for my Dream. 
Phed. I find my Maſter took too much of the Crea- 

ture laſt Night, Ade. Jand now is angling for a Quarret,. 

that no more may be expected from him to Night, when 
he has no Aſſets. , [ Ii the mean time Amph . and Alc. 


walk by themſelves, and frown at each other as they meet. 


Amph. You dare not juſtify it to my Face. 

Alem. Not what? | 

Anpb. That I return'd before this Hour. 

Alem. Vou dare not, ſure, deny you came laſt Night, 
And ſtaid till — Day. a 

5. O — Why Sofa ! 

4% Nay, I ſay nothing; for all Ting; here may go 
dy Enchantment (as they did with me) for ought I know. 

Alem. Speak, Phadra, Was he here? 

Phæd. Y ou know, Madam, I am but a Chamber-maid ; 


and by my Place, I am to forget all that was done over 


Night in Love-Matters, — unleſs my Maſter pleaſe to 
mb up my Memory with another Diamond. 

Now in the Name of all the Gods, Alcmena, 
A little fecollect your ſcatter'd Thoughts, 
And weigh what you have ſaid. | 

Alem. Iweigh'd it well, Ampbitryon, ere I ſpoke: 

And ſhe, and Bromia, all the Slaves and Servants, 
Can witneſs they beheld you, when you came. 
If other Proof were wanting, tell me how 
I came to know your Fight, your Victory, 
The Death of Prerelas in ſingle Combat? 


ou thoſe Diamonds, 
Alem. Tis an odd Queſtion : 
You ſee I wear em; look. 
4b. Now anſwer, Sofia. | 
"ES S/. 
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Sof. Yes, now I can anſwer with a ſafe Conſcience, 2 
to that Point ; all the reſt may be Art Magick, but a5 
tor the Diamonds, here they are, under ſafe Cuſtody. 

Alcm. Then what are theſe upon my Arm? [Jo Soſia. 

So/. Flints, or Pebbles, or ſome ſuch Trumpery cf 
enchanted Stones. | 

Phed. They ſay, the Proof of a true Diamond is to 
glitter in the Dark: I think my Maſter had beſt take 
my Lady into ſome By-corner, and try whoſe Diamond 
wül ſparkle beſt. | 

So/. Yet now I think on't, Madam, did not a certain 
Friend of mine preſent *em to you ? 

Al:m. What Friend ? . 

So/. Why another Sofia one that made himſelf Se, 
in my deſpite, and alſo Unſoſiated me. 


Amph. Sirrah, leave your nauſeous Nonſenſe ; break 
open the Seal, and take out the Diamonds. 

Soſ. More Words than one to a Bargain, Sir; I thank 
you : That's no part of Prudence for me to commit Bur- 
glary upon the Seals: Do you look firſt upon the Signet, 
and tell me in your Conſcience, whether the Seals be not 


as firm as when you clapt the Wax upon them. 
Amph. The Signature is firm. [ Looking, 
So/. Then take the Signature into your own Cuſtody, 
and open it; for I will have nothing done at my proper 
Peril. | * [Giving him the Cailet. 
Ampb. O Heav'ns! here's nothing but an empty Space, 
the Neſt where they were laid. [ Breaking open the Seal. 
Sof. Then if the Birds are flown, the Fault's not mine; 
here has been fine conjuring Work; or ele the Jewel, 
knowing to whom it ſhou'd be given, took Occaſion to 
ſteal out, by a natural Inſtinct, and ty'd it ſelf to that 
pretty Arm. 70 
Amph. Can this be poſiible ! 2 22 
. Sof. Yes, very poſſible: You, my Lord Amphitry:n, 
may have brought forth another You my Lord Anpli- 
tryen, as well as I Sofia have brought forth another Me 
S:fia; and cur Diamonds may have procreated thele 
Diamonds, and ſo we are all three double. 


Phed. If this be true, I hope my Goblet has 12 
| — 
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another golden Goblet; and then they may carry dou- 
ble upon all four. [ Afede. 
Alm. My Lord, I have ſtood ſilent, out of Wonder 
What you cou'd wonder at. | 
Amph. A chilling Sweat, a damp of Jealouſy, [ Aid. 
Hangs on my Brows, and clams upon my Limbs. 
I fear, and yet 1 mutt be fatisfy'd : 
And to be ſatisfy'd, I muſt diſſemble. 
Al:m. Why muſe you ſo, and murmur to your ſelf ? 
If you repent your Bounty, take it back. 
Amph. Not ſo ; but, if you pleaſe, relate what pait 
At our laſt Interview. 
Alem. That Queſtion wou'd infer you were not here. 
Amph. I ſay not to; 
I only wou'd refreſh my Memory, 
And have my Reaſons to deſire the Story. 
Phed. So, this is as good Sport for me, as an Exa- 
mination of a great Belly before a Magiftrate. 
Alem. The Story is not long: you know I met you, 
Kiſs'd you, and prefs'd you cloſe within my Arms, 
With all the tenderneſs of Wifely Love. 

Amph. I cou'd have ſpar'd that Kindneſs. [ {fe. 
And what did I ? [1s ber. 
Alem. You ftrain'd me with a Maſculine Embrace; 

As you wou'd ſqueeze my Soul out. 
Amph. Did I ſo? 
Alem. You did. ; 
Anpb. Confound thoſe Arms that were ſo kind—[ Ae. 
Proceed, 1 [To her. 
Alen. You wou'd not ſtay to ſup; but much com- 
plain ing of your Drouſineſs, and want of natural Reft— 
Amph. Made hafte to Bed: Ha,was't not ſo? Goon 
[4/ide.] And ſtab me with each Syllable thou ſpeak'ſt. 
Phzd. So, now 'tis coming, now 'tis coming. 
Alem. I have no more to ſay. | 
Amph. Why, went we not to Bed? 
Alem. Why not? | 
s it a Crime for Husband and for Wife 
Togo to Bed, my Lord ? 
h. Perfidious Woman! | 
b I 4 Auen. 
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| Alem. Ungratefal Man! 

4 Amph. She juſtifies it too ! | 
Alcai. I need not juſtify : Of what am I accus'd 
Amph. Of that Prodigality of Kindneſs | 

Giv'n to another, wes <p aq x5 

So bleſs me Heav'n, if ſince my Departure, 

J ever ſet my Foot upon this Threſhold. 

So am I innocent of all thoſe Joys, 

And dry of thoſe Embraces. 

Alem. Then J, it ſeems, am falſe! . 

Ampb. As ſurely falſe, as what thou ſay'ſt is true. 

Alem. J have betray'd my Honour, and my Love? 
And am a foul Adultreſs ? - 

Amph. W hat thou art, 

Thou ſtand'ſt condemn'd to be, by thy Relation. 
Alem. Go, thou unworthy Man; for ever go: 

No more my Husband : go thou baſe Impoftor ; 

Who tak'ſt a vile Pretence to taint my Fame; 

And, not content to leave, wouldſt ruin me. 

Enjoy thy wiſh'd Divorce: I will not plead 

My Innocence of this pretended Crime : 

I need not; ſpit thy Venom; do thy workt : 

But know, the more thou wou'dſt expoſe my Virtue, 

Like pureſt Linen laid in open Air, 

»Twill bleach the more, and whiten to the View. 
Amph. Tis well thou art prepar'd for thy Divorce 

For, know thou too, that after this Affront, 

'This foul Indignity, done to my Honour, 

Divorcement is but petty Reparation : 

But, ſince thou haſt, with Impudence, affirm'd 
My falſe Return, and brib'd my Slaves to vouch it, 
The Truth ſhall, in the Face of Thebes, be clear'd;. 
Thy Uncle, the Companion of my Voyage, 

And all the Crew of Sea-men ſhall be brought, 

Who were embark'd, and came with me to Land, 

Nor parted, till F reach'd this curſed: Door: 

So ſhall this Viſion of my late Return | 

Stand a detected Lye; and woe to thoſe 

Who thus betray'd my Honour. | 
89%. Sir, ſhall I wait on you de 
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Ab. No, I will go alone: Expect me here. 

* [Exit Amphitryon. 
Phed. Pleaſe you — that I [To Alcmena. 
Alem. Oh! Nothing now can pleaſe me: 

Darkneſs, and Solitude, and Sighs, and Tears, 

And all th' inſeparable Train of Grief, 

Attend my Steps for ever [Exit Alcmena: - 
S. What if I ſhou'd lye now, and ſay we have been 

here before? I never ſaw any Good that came of telling 

Truth. [ Aide. 
Phed. He makes no more Advances to me: I 

2 little to ſuſpect, that my Gold Goblet will prove but 

Copper. ; 3 LAlide. 
89/. Ves, tis reſolv'd, I will lye abominably; againſt 

the Light of my own Conſeience. For ſuppoſe the 

other Sofia has been here: perhaps that ſtrong Dog has 
not only beaten me, but alſo has been predominant upon 
my Wife, and moſt carnally miſus'd her! Now, by aſk- 
ing certain Queſtions of her, with a Side-Wind, I may 
come to underſtand how Squares go; and whether my 

Nuptial Bed be violated. [ Hae. 

_ Phed. Moſt certainly he has learn'd Impudence of h. 
Maſter, and will deny his being here; but that ſhall not 
ſerve his Turn, to cheat me of my Preſent! — [ Afde. 
Why Sea What in a brown Study? 

Se. A little cogitabung, or ſo ; concerning this diſmal . 
Revolution in our Family. | 

Pbæd. But that ſhou'd not make you negle& your 
Duty to me, your Miſtreſs. | 

Sof. Pretty Soul: I wou'd thou wert; upon Condition 
that old Bromia were ſix Foot under Ground. 

Phed. W hat ! is all your hot Courtſhip to me dwindl'd 
into a poor unprofitable Wiſh? "You may remember, ' 
did not bid you abſolutely deſpair. P 

So. No, for all Things yet may be accommodated, in 
an amicable Manner, betwixt my Maſter and my Lady. 

Phed. I mean, to the Buſineſs, betwixt you and me 

Sof. ' Why, I hope we two never quarrelbd? 

Phed. Muſt I remember you of a certain Promiſe that 
You made me at our laſt Parting ? / 
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&/. Oh, when I went to the Army; that I gy 
ſtill 1 praiſing thy Beauty to Jadge ©, pes, and beg 
up his Affections to thee. | E86 | 

Phed. No, I mean the Buſineſs betwixt you and me 
this Morning — that you promis'd me 

So/. That I promis'd thee — I find it now: That 
ſtrong Dog, my Brother Sia, has heen here before me 
and made Love to her. | [ Afite. 

Phed. You are conſidering, whether or no you ihould 
keep your Promiſe 

So/. That I ſhou'd keep my Promiſe.—The Truth or't 
3s, ſhe's anothergheſs Morſel than old Bromia. ¶ {ja 

Phed. And I had rather you ſhou'd break it, in a 
Manner, and as it were, and in ſome Senſe —— 

$9/. In a Manner, and as it were, and in ſome Senſe, 
thou ſay'ſt ? — find, the ſtrong Dog has only tick!'d 
up her Imagination, and not enjoy'd her: ſo that with 
my own Limbs, J may perform the Sweetneſs of his 
Function with her. | [ Afide, 
No, ſweet Creature, the Promiſe ſhall not be 11 
but what I have undertaken, I will perform like a Man 


of Honour. - [To be. 
Phæd. Then you remember the Preliminaries of the 


Preſent 

Sof. Yes, yes, in groſs I do remember ſomething ; 
but this Diſturbance of the Family has ſomewhat ſtupi- 
fy'd my Memory: Some pretty Quelgue choſe, I warrant 
thee ; ſome acceptable Toy, of ſmall Value. 

Phed. You may call a Gold Goblet, a Toy: But! 
put a greater Value upon your Preſents. 

So. A Gold Goblet, ſay'ſt thou! Yes, now I think 
on't, it was a kind of a Gold Goblet ; as a Gratuity at- 
ter Conſummation. 

Phzg, No, no; I had rather make ſure of one Bribe 
before-nand, than be promis'd ten Gratuities, 

So. Yes, now I remember, it was, in ſome Senſe, 3 
Gold Goblet, by way of Earneſt ; and it contain'd— 
. Phed. One large — | 

So/. How, one large 

Phed. Gallon. 

| 1 
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$f. No; that was ſomewhat too large, in Conſci- 
ence : It was not a whole Gallon ; but it may contain, 
reaſonably ſpeaking,” one large — Thimble- full: But 
Gallons and Thimble-fulls are ſo like, that in ſpeaking, 
I might eaſily miſtake them. 

Phad. Is it come to this? Out Traitor 1 

So/. J had been a Traitor, indeed, to have. betray'd 
thee to the ſwallowing of a Gallon : but a Thimble-full 
of Cordial-water is eafily ſipt off: and then, this ſame 
Goblet is ſo very light too, that it will be no Burden, te 
carry it about with thee in thy Pocket. | 

Phæd. O Apoſtate to thy Love! O perjur'd Villain! 

| Enter Bromia. | 

What are you here, Bromia ! I was telling him his own : 
I was giving him a Rattle for his Treacheries to you, his 
Love: You ſee I can be a Friend, upon Occaſion: 

Brom. Ay, Chicken, I never doubted of thy Kindneſs : 
but, for this Fugitive — this Rebel — this Miſcreant— _ 

S:/. A kind Welcome, to an abſent Lover, as I have 


een. | 
Brom. Ay ; and a kind —_ you gave me, at 
your Return; when you us'd me ſo barbarouſly this 
Morning. 
S/ The rother Sofia has been with her too; and has 
us'd her barbarouſly : barbarouſly, that is to ſay, uncivil- 
ly: and uncivilly, I am afraid that means too civilly. 
/ Ar r wh 0 Tea 
Phæd. You had beſt deny you were here this _ 
ing! And by the ſame Token — 
So. Nay, no more Tokens, for Heaven's Sake, dear 
Phedra. | | 
Now muſt I ponder with my ſelf a little, whether it be 
better for me to have been here, or not to have been 
here this Morning. [ Hades 
Enter a Servant. _ 
Serv. Phædra, my Lord's without; and will not enter 
till he has firſt ſpoken with you. . [Exit Servant. 
Phed. [To him in private] Oh, that I cou'd ſtay to 
help worry thee for this Abuſe ; but the beſt on't is, L 
leave thee in good Hands —— - x 
f — Fare - 
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Farewel Thimble, To him, Nami 
of [Exit Phadn, 

Brom. No; you did not beat me, put me into a | 
Swoon,, and deprive me of the natural Uſe of my Tongue 
for a long half Hour: you did not beat me down with 
your little Wand: But I ſhall teach you to uſe your Rod 
another Time — 1 ſhall. 

Sof. Put her into a Swoon, with my little Wand, and 
ſo forth: That's more than ever I could do. Theſe are 
terrible Circumſtances, that ſome Sofiz or other has been 
here: Now, if he has litterally beaten her, Grammercy, 
Brother {Sofia ;-he has but done, what I wou'd have 
done, if 1 had durſt: But I am afraid it was only a 
damn'd Love-figure ;.and that the Wand that laid 
aſleep, might ſignify the Peace · maker. 22 

Brom. Now you are ſnuffling up on a cold Scent, 
for ſome pitiful e: I know you: Twenty to one, 
but you will plead a Drunkenneſs : Vou are us'd to be 
Pot-valiant. . 

So/. 1 was pumping, and I thank her, ſhe has invent- 
od * 2 — I mult 22 1 _— 
and, „I might ſcour upon thee, or perhaps be a 
little — Emir with thy Perſon, by the way of Kind- 
nefs, than if I had been ſober: but, pr'ythee, inform me 

- what I did; that I may conſider what Satisfaction I am 
to make thee.. 

Bram. Are you there at your Dog: tricks] You wou'd 
be forgetting wou'd you? like a drunken Bully that af- 
fronts over Night, and, when he is call'd to Account 

the next Morning, remembers nothing of the Quarril; 
and asks Pardon, to avoid Fighting. 

Sof. By Bacchus, I was overtaken ; but I ſhou'd be 
toth that I committed any. Folly with thee. 

Brom. I am ſure, I kept my ſelf awake all Night, that 

I did, in Expectation of your Gilg; [ Crying. 


So. But what Amends did I thee, when [ 
came ? 

Brom. You know-well enough, to my. Sorrow ; but 
that you play the Hypocrite. 


4%. I warrant,, I was monſtzous kind to * 
ram, 
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Brom, Yes, monſtrous kind indeed : You never faid a 
traer Word: for, when I came to. kiſs you, you pull'd : 
away - and turn'd your Cheek to me. 

So. Good. | 

—_ How, Good! Here's fine Impudence: He juſ- 
„ eee 

Sofe. Yes, I do juſtify, that I turnꝰd my Cheek, like a 
prudent Perſon, that my Breath might not offend thee: 
for, now I remember, I had eaten Garlick. | 
Brom: Ay, you remember, and forget, juſt as it makes 
for you, or againſt you: but, to mend the Matter, you 
never ſpoke one civil Word to me; but ſtood like a 
Stock, without Senſe or Motion. 

Sof. .Yet better. LA. 

Brom: After which, I lovingly invited you to take 
your Place in your Nuptial Bed, as the Laws of Matri- 
meny oblige you: and you inhumanly refus'd me. 

Seſ. Ay, there's the main Point of the Buſineſs ! Art 
thou morally certain, that I refus'd thee ? Look me 
eee Face, and ſay I did not commit Matrimony - 
1. 

Brom. I wonder how thou canſt look me in the Face, 
after that Refuſal! 

So. Say it once again, that I did not feloniouſiy come 
to Bed to thee! 
Brom. No, thou cold Traitor, thou know'ft thou didſt 
not. «£98 
4 Beſt of all; twas diſcreetly done of me to ab- 


Brom. What, do you inſult upon me too? 


Se. No, I do not inſult upon you; —— but 
rg But what? How was it diſcreetly done then? 


_ — 1bes — the receiv'd Otis — Phyſicians, 
that nothi ing Chitts, and Booby-Fools are pro- 
— — . F 
Brom. A receiv'd Opinion, Snivel-guts ! T'lt be judg'd 
by all the Marry'd Women of this Town, if any one of 
em has receiv'd it: The Devi! take the Phyſicians, for 
meddling in our Matters: If a Huſband will be rul'd by 
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them, there are five Weeks of Abſtinence in Dog. day 
too; for fear a Child that was got in August, ſhou'd be 
born juſt nine Months after, and be blear d- ey'd, like : 
May Kitten. | 

of: Let the Phyſicians alone; they are honeſt Men 
whatever the World fays of em. But, for a certain 
Reaſon, that I beſt know, I am glad that Matter end. 
ed ſo fairly and peaceably betwixt us. 

Brom. Yes, twas very fair and peaceably ; to ftrike 
Woman down, and beat her moſt outrageouſly, 

Sof. Is it poſſible that I drubb'd thee ? 

Brom. I find your Drift: You wou'd fain be provoking 
me to a new Trial now: But, faith, you ſhall bring me 
to no more Handy-blows : I ſhall make bold to truſt to 
my Tongue hereafter : You never durſt have offer d to 
hold up a Finger againſt me, till you went a Trooping. 

So. Then I am a Couqueror : And I laud my own 
Courage: This Renown I have atchiev'd by Soldierſhip 
and Stratagem. Know your Duty, — hencefor- 


ward, to your ſupream Commander. [ Strutting, 
Enter Jupiter and Phædra, attended by Muſicians 


and Dancers.” 

Phed. Indeed I wondred at your quick Return. 

Fup. Eva lo Almighty Love will have it, Phedra; 
And the ſtern Goddets of ſweet- bitter Cares, 
Who bows our Necks beneath her brazen Yoke. 
T wou'd have mann'd my Heart, and held it out; 
But, when I thought of what I had poſſeſt; 
Thoſe Joys, that never end, but to begin, 
O, I am all on fire to make my Peace: 
And die, Fove knows, as much as I can die, 
Till I am reconcil'd. 

Phed. I fear *twill be in vain. 

Jup. Tis difficult: 
But nothing is impoſſible to Love; | 
To Love like mine: for I have prov'd his Force, 
And my Alemena too has felt his Dart, 
If I ſubmit, there's Hope. | 
- Phed. Tis poſſible I may ſollicit for you. 

Jap. But wilt thou promiſe me to do thy beſt 5 4 

4 
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' Ped. Nay, I promiſe nothing — unleſs you begin 
To promiſe firſt hf 
. I wo'not be, ungrateful. 

Ped. Well; I'll try to bring her to the Window: 
You ſhall have a fair Shoot at her : If you can bring her 
down, you are a good Mark's-Man. 

Jap. That's all I aſk : | 
And I will ſo reward thee, gentle Phzdra 

Phed. What, with Cats-guts and Rofin ! This Sol- ia 
is but a lamentable, empty Sound. 8 | 

Jip. Then there's a Sound will pleaſe thee better. 

| I [Throwing her a Purſe. 

Phæd. Ay, there's ſomething of Melody in this Sound. 
I could dance all Day, to the Muſick of Chink, Chink. 

| : [To P hed, 


Fup. Go Sofia round our Thebes 

To Polidas, to Tranio, and to Gripus, 

Companions of our War; invite em all 

To join their Pray'rs to ſmooth Alcmena's Brow ; 
And with a ſolemn Feaſt, to crown the Day. 

Soſ. [Taking Jupiter about the Knees] Let me em- 
brace you, Sir — | Jupiter puſbes him away.) Nay, you 
muſt give me leave to expreſs my Gratitude ; 1 have 
not eaten, to {ay eating, nor drunk, to ſay drinking, ne- 
ver ſince our villainous Encamping ſo near the Enemy: 
'Tis true, ] ſcap'd the Bloody-Flux, becauſe I had fo 
little in my Bowels to come ofit ; and I durſt let no- 
thing go, in Conſcience, becauſe I had nothing to 
lwallow in the Room on't. . 

Tup. You. Bromia, fee that all Things be prepar'd, 
With that Magnificence, as if ſome God 
Were Gueſt, or Maſter here. 

S. Or rather, as much as if twenty Gods were to 
be Gueſts, or Maſters here. 

Brom. That you may eat for to Day, and to Morrow. 

SY. Or, rather again. for to Day and Yeſterday ; and 
as _ Months backward, as I am indebted to my 
own Belly. | 
Jip. Away both of you. 

[ E-xeunt Sofia and Bromia {cuerally- 


Jup 
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New I kave pack'd-him-hence; thou; other %c. 
| Wh i of thou art not preſent, hear ſt my Voie) 1 
Be ready to attend me at my Call, . | 
And to ſupply his Place: 


Enter. 10 Jupiter, Alemena and 
— > => . Phædn 


appe 
>; See, ſhe appears: Seeing Alemerd 
ri my Bribe to Phedra; when I — 
This Gold, I made a greater God than Jove, 


And gave my own Omnipotence away. 
Jypiter ut to the Muſicians. Song and Dance: dig 
, N 5 . . 


awhich, Alcmena withdraws, frowning, 


"ELIA, that J once was le 
JS Is now the Torment of my Brea: 
Since to curſe me, you bereave me | 
Of the Pleaſures I pofſeft > 
Cruel Creature, to deceiut me ! 
Firft to love, 2 2 leave mt ! | 


Had you the Bliſs Yefus'd to grant, 
Then I had never known the Wan! : 
Bit poſſeſfing once the Bleſſing, 

I the Gauſe of my Complaint : - 
Once poſſefIng is but taſfling ; 

7 na Bliſs _ — not lafling.” 


Celia now is mine no more; 

Bat I am hers, and muſt adore- 
Npr to leave her will endeavour ; 
Charms, that captiv'd me before, 
No Unkindneſs can difſever ; 
Love that's true, is Love for ever. 


[4:40 She's gone; and ſeem'd to frown at parting- 


Fup. Follow, and thou thalt ſee her ſoon appeas d . 
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For I, who made her, know her inward State : 
No Woman, once — N can throughly hate: 
| gave em Beauty, to ſubdue the Strong ; * 
(A mighty Empire, but it laſts not long.) 

I gave em Pride, to make Mankind their Slave; 
But, in exchange, to Men I Flattery gave. 

Th* offending Lover, when he loweſt hes, 

Submits, to conquer; and but kneels, to riſe. 


ae” — 4 — —— 
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ACT ES CENTKEþ: 


Jupiter following Alcmena ; Mercury, and Phædra. 
ub. Stay, my dear A/c-mena, hear me ſpeak. 
J4 O Alem. No, I wou'd fly thee, to — _ 
And leap the Precipice, to ſcape thy Sight. [of Earth,. 
Ji. For Pity—— 
Alcm. Leave me, thou ungrateful Man. | 
Jab. I cannot leave you: No, but like a Ghoſt, 
Whom your Unkindneſs murder'd, will I haunt you. 
Alem. Once more, be gone, I'm. odiqus to my ſelf, 
For having lov'd thee once. | 
Fup. Hate not the beſt and faireft of your Kind: 
Nor can you hate your Lover, tho* you wou'd: 
Your Tears, that fall ſo gently, are but Grief : 
There may be Anger ; but there muſt be Love. 
The Dove, that murmurs at her Mate's Neglect, 
Zut counterfeits a Coyneſs, to be courted, 
Alem. Courtſhip. from thee, and after ſuch. Aﬀronts !* 
| Jp Is. this that everlaſting Love you vow'd, 
Laſt Night, when I was circled in your Arms ? 
Remember what you ſwore — [too much? 
Alem. Think what thou wert, and who cou'd ſwear 
Think what thou art, and that unſwears it all. | 
up. Can you forſake me, for ſo ſmall a Fault? 
"Twas but a Jeſt, perhaps too far purſu'd ; 
Twas but, at moſt, a Trial of your Faith, 
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How you could bear Unkindneſs: 
T was but to get a reconciling Kiſs, 
A wagton. Stratagem of Love. 

Alcm. See how he doubles, like a hunted Hare: 
A Jeſt, and then a Trial, and a Bait; 

All Stuff, and Daubing! 

Fup. Think me Jealous, then. 

Alem. O that I could; for that's a noble Crime; 
And which a Lover can, with eaſe, forgive: 
"T's the high Pulſe of Paſſion, in a Fever; 

A fickly Draught but ſhews a burning Thirft ; 

'Thine was a Surfeit, not a Jealouly : 

And in that Loathing of thy full-gorg'd Love, 

Thou ſaw'd the nauſeous Object, with Diſdain. 

Ju. O think not that: For you are ever new: 
Vour Fruits of Love are like eternal Sprin 
In happy Climes, where ſome are in the Bud, 
Some green, and ripening ſome, while others fall, 

Alem. Ay, now you tell me this, | 
When rous'd Deſires, and freſh Recruits of Force, 
Enable languiſh'd Love to take the Field. 

But never hope to be receiv'd again: 
Vou would again deny you were receiv'd, 
And brand my ſpotleſs Fame. "Tug 

Fup. I will not dare to juſtify my Crime, 

But only point you where to lay the Blame : 
Impute it to the Huſband, not the Lover. 

Alem. How vainly wou'd the Sophiſter divide, 
And make the Huſband, and the Lover, two. 

FJup: Ves, tis the Huſband is the guilty Wreth 
His Inſolence forgot the Sweets of Love, 

And, deeming them his Due, deſpis'd the Feaſt. 
Not ſo the Emiſh'd Lover cou'd forget : 

He knew he had been there, and had been bleſt 
With all that Hope cou'd wiſh, or Senſe can bear. 
Alem. Huſband and Lover, both alike I hate. 
Fup. And I confeſs I have deſerv'd that Hate: 
Too charming Fair, I kneel for your Forgiveneſs: 
J beg by thole fair Eyes, [ Aueelim 


Which 


Which gave me Wounds, that Time can never cure; 
Receive my Sorrows, and reſtore my Joys. 
Alm. Unkind, and cruel! I can ſpeak no more. 
25%. O give it vent, Alcmena, give it vent; 
] merit your Reproach, I wou'd be curs'd : = 
Let your Tongue curſe me, while your Heart forgives. 
Alm. Can 1 forget ſuch Uſage? | 
25. Can you hate me:? 
Aen. I'll do my beſt: for ſure I ought to hate you. 
Jip. That Word was only hatch'd upon your Tongue, 
It came not from your Heart. But try again, 
And if, once more, you can but ſay, I hate you, 
My Sword ſhall do you Juſtice. 
Alcm. Then, I hate you 
vp. Then you pronounce the Sentence of my Death? 
Alem. I hate you much; but yet I love you more. 
Jip. To prove that Love, then ſay, that you forgive 


For there remains but this Alternative; [me: 


Reſolve to pardon, or to puniſh me. 
Alem. Alas, what I reſolve, appears too plain: 
In ſaying that I cannot hate, I pardon. 
up. Jt what's a Pardon worth, without a Seal ? 
Permit me, in this Tranſport of my Joy 
| [[A ies her Hand. 
Alem* Forbear; I am offended with my elf, 
[ Putting him gently away with her Hand. 
That I have ſhewn this Weakneſs Let me go, 
Where I mzy bluſh, alone 
| [ Going and lonking back on him. 


But come not you 3 
Leſt I ſhould ſpoil you, with exceſs of Fondneſs, 
And let you love again [Exit Alcmena, 
Fup. Forbidding me to follow, ſhe invites me: [ 4fde. 
This 15 the Mould of which I made the Sex : | 
I gave 'em but one Tongue, to ſay us Nay ; 
And two kind Eyes, to grant. Be ſure that none 
, | [To Merc, 
Approach, to interrupt our Privacy. | 
[Exit Jupiter after Alemena. 


Mercury 
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Mercury and Phædra remain. 

Mere. Your Lady has made the Challenge of Reconci 
Hation to my Lord: Here's a fair Example for us ty, 
Phaedre. 5 

Phed. No Example at all, Sofia : for my Lady had the 
8 before-hand, and 1 have none of the Gel 

oblet. | 

Merc. The Goblet ſhall be forth-coming, if thou vil 
give me Weight for Weight. 

Pbæd. Ves, and Meaſure for Meaſure too, Sofia : that 
is, for a Thimble-full of Gold, a Thimble-full of Love. 

Merc.W hat think you now, Phædra? Here's a Weigh 
ty Argument of Love for you. 

Pulling out the Goblet in a Caſe from under his Claal. 
Pha d. Now Fupiter of his Mercy, let me kiſs thee, O 
thou dear Metal ! [Taking it in both Hand. 
Merc. And Venus, of her Mercy, let me kiſs thee, den, 
dear Phe dra. | 

Phed. Not ſo faſt, Sofia ! there's a damn'd Prove 
in your way : Many things happen betwixt the Cup and 
the Lip, you know. 

Merc. Why, thou wilt not cheat me of my Goblet? 

Phed. Yes; as ſure as you. would cheat me of my 
Maiden-head : I am yet but juft even with you, for the 
I:& Trick you play'd me. And, beſides, this is but a bare 
retaining Fee; you. muſt give me another before the 
Cauſe is open'd. 

Merc. Shall I not. come to your Bed-fide to Night? 
| Phed. No, nor to Morrow-Night neither: but th 
ſhall be my Sweet-heart in your Place: tis a better Bel 
fellow, and will keep me warmer in cold Weather. 


[Exit Phadn, 
8 Mercury alone. 

Merc. Now, what's the Ged of Wit in a Woman 
Hand ? This very Goblet I ſtole from Gripus ; and he 
got it out of Bribes too. But this is the common Fate ef 
ul-getten: Goods, that, as they came in by Covetoul 


neſs, they go out by Whoring,—— 
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| Entor Amphitryon. | 
on, here's 4mphitryon again, but I'll manage him above 
„n che Balcony. [Exit Merc. 
Anph. Not one of thoſe I look'd for, to be found 

eas fome Enchantment hid em from my Sight! 
Perhaps, as Sofa fays, tis Witchcraft all: 

Seals may be open' d, Diamonds may be ſtoln; 
But how I came, in Perſon, yeſterday, 

And gave that Preſent to Alcmena's Hands, l 
That which I never gave, nor ever came, 
o there's the Rock, on which my Reaſon ſplits. 
i WH Won'd that were all! I 3 3 gh 
Ill try her once again: She may : 
A 3 but all J have, 
To keep me from Deſpair. 

Merc. [From the Balcony, afide.] This is no very 
charitable Action of a God, to uſe him ill, who has 
never offended me: but my Planet diſpoſes me to Ma- 
lice; and when we great Perſons do but a little Miſchief, 
the World has a good Bargain of us. 

Amph. How now! what means the locking ap of my 
Doors, at this Time of Day ? [ Knocks, 

Merc. Softly, Friend, ſoftly : You knock as loud, and 
38 faucily, as a Lord's Footman, that was ſent before 
him, to warn the Family of his Honour's Vifit. Sure 
you think the Doors have no Feeling! What the Devil 
we you, that rap with ſuch Authority? 

Amph. Look out, and fee: *tis I. 

Merc. You ? what you? 

Amph. No more, I ſay, but open. 

Merc. I'll know to whom firſt. 

Amph.T am one that can command the Doors open. 

Mere. Then you had beſt command them, and try 
whether they will obey you. | 

Amph. Doſt thou not . me ? 

Merc. Prythee, how ſhou'd I know thee ? doſt thou 
take me for a Conjurer ? 

Anpb. What's this, Midſummer Moon“ Is all the 
«1d gone a Madding ? why Sofa ! Jo” 
c. 
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Merc. That's my Name indeed: didſt thou think 7 
had forgot it ? 

Amph. Doſt thou ſee me ? 

Merc. Why, doit thou pretend to go inviſible ? If they 
haſt any Buſineſs here, diſpatch it quickly; I have 10 
Leiſure to throw away upon ſuch prattling Companion, 

Amph. Thy Companion, Slave? How dar'ſt thou us 
this inſolent Language to thy Maſter ? 

Merc. How ! Thou my Maſter ? By what Title?! 
never had any other Maſter, but Amphitryon. 

Amph. Well: and for whom doſt thou take me? 

Merc. For ſome Rogue or other; but what Rogue ] 
know not. 

Amph. Doſt thou not know me for Amphitryon, Slave! 

Merc. How ſhou'd I know thee, when I ſee thou dof 
not know thy ſelf ? - Thou 4mphitryon ? In what Taven 
haſt thou been? and how many Bottles did thy Buſinek, 
to metamorphoſe thee into my Lord ? 

Amph. I will ſo drub thee for this Inſolence 

Merc. How now, Impudence ! are you threatning your 
Betters ! 1 ſhou'd bring you to condign Puniſhment, but 
that I have a great Reſpe& for the good Wine, tho'l 
find it in a Fool's Noddle. 

Amph. What, none to let me in? why Phadra! Bre 
mia! | 

Merc. Peace, Fellow ; if my Wife hears thee, we are 
both undone. At a word, Phedra and Bromia are very 
buſy ; one in making a Caudle for my Lady, and theo- 
ther in heating Napkins, to rub down my Lord, when 
he riſes from Bed. | | 

Amph. Amazement ſeizes me. 

Merc. At what art thou amaz'd? My Maſter and my 
Lady had a falling out, and are retir'd, without Seconds, 
to decide the Quarrel. If thou wert not a meddleſome 
Fool, thou wouldſt not be thruſting thy .Noſe into other 
Peoples Matters. Get thee about thy Buſineſs, if tho 
haft any; for I'll hear no more of thee. | 

[Exit Mercury from abovt. 

Amph. Brav'd by my Slave, diſhonour'd by my Wik, 

To what a deſp'rate Plunge am I reduc'd, 
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If this be true the Villain ſays ? But why 

That feeble If ! It muſt be crue ; ſhe owns it. 
Now, whether to conceal, or blaze th' Afﬀront ? 
One way, I ſpread my Infamy abroad; 

And, other, hide a burning Coal within, 

That preys upon my Vitals : I can fix 

On nothing, but on Vengeance. | 

Enter to him Soſia, Polidas, Gripus, and Tranio. 

Grip. Yonder he is; walking haſtily to and fro, be- 
fore his Door; like a+ Citizen, clapping his Sides be- 
fore his Shop, in a froſty Morning; 'tis to catch a Sto- 
mach, I believe. | . 

So. I begin to be afraid, that he has more Stomach 
to my Sides and Shoulders, than to his own Victuals. 
How he ſhakes his Head! and ſtamps, and what Strides 
he fetches! He's in one of his damn'd Moods again ; I 
don't like the Looks of him. 

Amph. Oh, my mannerly, fair-ſpoken, obedient Slave, 
are you there ! I can reach you now, without climbing : 
Now we ſhall try who's drunk, and who's ſober. 

S, Why this is as it ſhould be: I was ſomewhat ſuſ- 
picious that you were in a peſtilent Humour: yes, we 
will have a Craſh at the Bottle, when your Lordſhip 


pleaſes: I have ſummon'd 'em, you ſee: and they are 


notable Topers, eſpecially: Judge Gripus. 
OP: Ye, Rich; I —— — — Glaſs, in a good 
uarrel. — 

Anpb. Jo Soſ.] Why, thou inſolent Villain; I'l! teach 
a Slave how to uie his Maſter thus. 

Ss Here's a fine Buſineſs towards! I am ſure I ran 
as fait as ever my Legs could carry me, to call 'em: 
nay you may truſt my Diligence, in all Affairs belong- 
ing to the Belly. 

Grip. He has been very faithful to his Commiſſion, 
Tl bear him witneſs. 


Anpb. How can you be Witneſs where you were not 


preient ? the Balcony ! Sirrah, the Balcony ! 


Vited the Balcony. 


Ampb. 


— * han. 


Sv. Why, to my beſt Remembrance, you never in- 
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Amph. What Nonſenſe doſt thou plead for an Excitz 
of thy foul Language, and thy baſe Replies f 

So. You fright a Man out of his Senſes, firſt; 2 Mb 
blame him afterwards, for talking Nonſenſe : — but t ; 
better for me to talk Nonſenſe, than for ſome to do Non. 
ſenſe: I will ſay that, whate'er comes on't. Pray, Sir, 
let all Things be done decently : what, I hope, when z 
Man is to be hang'd, he is not truſs'd upon the Gal. 
lows, 8 a — — tellin =_ wherefore, 

Amph. By your on, Gentlemen; ve no 
pact cf rela him, * = 

Sof. Juſtice, Juſtice :*my Lord Gripus ; as you area 
true Magiſtrate, protect me. Here's a Proceſs of Beating 1 
going forward, without Sentence given. 
Grip. My Lord Amphitryon, this muſt not be: Let ne 

firſt underſtand the Demerits of the Criminal. 

So. Hold you to that Point, I beſeech your Honour, u 
you commiſerate the Caſe of a poor, innocent Malefactot. 

Amph. To ſhut the Door againſt me, in my very Face, WM 
to deny me Entrance, to brave me from the Balcony, to WW x 
laugh at me, to threaten me: what Proofs of Innocence Wi 
call you theſe ? but if I puniſh not this Infolence— 

DV going to beat him, and is held by Polidas and Tranio, 

I beg you let me go 

So/. I charge you in the King's Name, hold him fat; Wit 
for you ſee he's bloodily diſpos'd. 

Grip. Now, what haſt thou to ſay for thy ſelf, %% Wt 

So/. I fay, in the firft Place, be ſure you hold him, Ge Wh 
tlemen ; for I ſhall never plead worth one Farthing, while 
I am bodily afraid. ; 

Pol. Speak boldly ; I warrant thee. 

So/. Then if I may ſpeak boldly, under my Lord's F: 
your, I do not ſay he lyes neither: no, I am too well WW] 
bred for that; but his Lordſhip fibbs moſt abominably. Wi 
t- mph. Do you hear his Impudence ? yet will you kt | 
me go ? 

57 No Impudence at all, my Lord: for how cou'dl, Wi 


naturally ſpeaking, be in the Balcony and affronting yu; 
when at the ſame time I was in every Street of heb, 
inviting theſe Gentlemen to Dinner ? 2 
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e. Hold a little: how long fince was it that he 
ſpoke to you, from the ſaid Balcony ? 

Anph. Juſt now not a Minute before he brought 

hither. . | 

oF: Now ſpeak my Witneſſes. | 
Gris: I can anſwer for him, for this laſt half hour. 
ml And I. 

Tran. And I. | 

$f: Now judge equitably, Gentlemen; whether I was 
notacivil well-bred Perſon, to tell my Lord he fibbs only 

Amph. Who gave you that Order, to invite 'em ? 

bo He that beſt might; your ſelf: by the ſame token, 
you bid old Bremia' provide and twere for a God; and I 

in for a Brace, ora Leaſh z no, now I think on't, it 

was for ten Couple of Gods, to make ſure of Plenty. 

Anh. When did I give thee this pretended Commiſ- 
on? 
Sf. Why you gave me this pretended Commiſſion, 
a you were 9 ravdy to give my Lady the Fiddles 
and a Dance; in order, as I ſuppoſe, to your ſecond 


J. Where, in what Place, did I give this Order ? 
27 Here, in this Place, in the preſence of this very 
of that Balcony : and if they cou'd ſpeak, 


Door, and 
it; WF they won'd both juſtify it. . 
4mph. O Heaven! theſe Accidents are fo ſurprizing, 
a? WF tie more I think of em, the more I am loſt in my Ima- 
en. gation. | | 
ale Grip. Nay, he has told us ſome Paſſages, as he came 
along, that ſeem to ſurpaſs the Power of Nature. 
. What think you now, my Lord, of a certain twin 
5. Brother of mine, call'd Sofa? tis a fly Youth: | 
vel Heaven you have not juſt ſuch another Relation, within 
7 Doors, call'd Amphitryon. It may be it was he, that 
| 


* me, in your Likeneſs : and perhaps he may 
we put ſomething upon your Lordſhip too, that may 
"L 5. T2 bo ht bs] Let me go—— $8 

» | To thoſe av d him. me 
15 — and I will Cr 
te Door, I'll reſolve my Doubts immediately. 
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Sof. The Door is peremptory that it will not be open d 
without Keys: and my Brother, on the inſide, is in Pol. 
ſeſſion; and will not part with em. | 


Amph. Then tis manifeſt that I am affronted ; break 


open the Door there. 1 © . 

Grip. Stir not a Man of you, to his Aſſiſtance. 
- Amph. Doſt thou take part with my Adultreſs too, 
becauſe ſhe is thy Niece ? 


Grip. I take Part with nothing, but the Law); and to 


break the Doors open, is to break the Law. 
Amph. Do thou command 'em then. 
Seri. I command nothing without my Warrant; and 
my Clerk is not here to take his Fees for drawing it. 
Amph. | 4fde.] The Devil take all Juſtice-brokers ;—. 
J curſe him too when I have been hunting him all 
over the Town, to be my Witneſs ! But I'll bring 
Soldiers to force open the Doors, by my own Commil- 
ſion. | [Exit Amphitryon, 
So/. Pox o' theſe Forms of Law, to defeat a Man of a 
Dinner, when he's ſharp ſet : tis againit the Privilege of 
a Free-born Stomach ; and is no leis than Subverſion of 


Fundamentals. Jupiter above in the Balm. 

' Fup. Oh, my Friends, 1 am ſorry J have made you 
wait ſo long: you are welcome; the Door ſhall be 
open'd to you, immediately. [Exit Jupiter, 


Grip. Was not that Amphitryon ? 

So. Why, who ſhou'd it be elſe? % Ga 

Grip. In all Appearance it was he: but how got 
he thither? | | 

Pol. In ſuch a Trice too! : 

Tran. And after he had juſt left us! 

Grip. And ſo much alter'd, for the better, in hisHu- 
mour ? &. 
_ Sof. Here's ſuch a Company of fooliſh Queſtions, w 
a Man's a hungry: You had beſt ſtay Dinner till he has 
prove himſelf to be Amphitryon in form of Law: But 
Pl make ſhort Work of that Buſineſs : for I'll take mine 

Cath tis he. | 
Grip. I ſhould be glad it were. 95 
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$f. How glad it were ? with your damn'd Interroga- 
tories, when you ought to be thankful, that ſo it is. 

Grip. (Afide.) That I may ſee my Miſtreſs Phædra, 
and preſent her with my great gold Goblet. : 

$f. If this be not the true Amphitryon, I wiſh I may 
be kept without Doors, faſting and biting my own Fingers, 
for want of Victuals; and that's a dreadful Imprecation! 

] am for the inviting, and eating, and treating Amphi- 
then: I am ſure tis he that is my lawfully begotten 
Lord: and if you had an Ounce of true Juſtice in you, 
you ought to have laid hold on t'other Amphitr yon, and 
committed him for a Rogue, and an Impoſtor, and a 
Vagabond. [The Door is open'd : Mercury from within. 

' Merc. Enter quickly, Maſters : The Paſſage on the 
Right-hand leads to the Gallery, where my Lord expects 
you For I am call'd another way. 

Se. Tranio, and Polidas go into the Houſe. 

Sy. I ſhould know that Voice, by a ſecret Inſtinct : 
'Tisa Tongue of my Family; and belongs to my Brother 
da: It muſt be ſo; for it carries a — Kind of 

Sound in it But put the worſt: Let me weigh this 
matter wiſely: Here's a Beating, and a Belly-tull, a- 
gainſt no Beating, and no Belly-full. The Beating is 
bad; but the Dinner is good: Now, not to be beaten, 
i; but negatively good; but, not to fill my Belly, is poſt- 
tively bad — Upon the whole matter, my final Reſolu- 
tion is, to take the Good and the Bad as they come to- 
ether. [Is entring: Mercury meets him at the Door. 

Merc. Whither now, you Kitchin-ſkum ? From whence 
this Impudence, to enter here without Permiſſion ? 

S Moſt Illuſtrious Sir: My Ticket is my Hunger: 
hew the full Bowels of your Compaſſion, to the empty 
bowels of my Famine. . 

Merc. Were you not charg'd to return no more? I'll 
ut you into Quarters, and hang you upon the Sham- 
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%f. You'll get but litt le Credit by me: Alas, Sir, Iam 
ut mere Carrion ! Brave Sofia, compaſſionate coward 
via; And beat not thy ſelf, in beating me. 
lu. Who gave you that Priviledge, Sirrah, to aſſume 
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my Name? have you not been ſufficiently warn'd of j 
and receiv'd part of Puniſhment already ? | 

Sof. May it pleaſe you, Sir, the Name is big enough 
for both of us; and we may uſe it in common, like 2 
Strumpet: Witneſs Heav'n, that I would have obey d 
you, and quitted my Title to the Name; but, where. 
ever I come, the malicious World will call me Sofia, in 
ſpite of me: I am ſenſible there are two Anphitrym 
and why may not there be two Sofia's ? Let tho tw. 
cut one another's Throats at their own Pleaſure : But you 
and I will be wiſer, by my Conſent, and hold good In- 
telligence together. 

Merc. No, no: "Two Sofia's would but make twy 
Fools. 

Seſ. Then let me be the Fool; and be you the pre. | 

dent Perſon ; And chuſe for your ſelf ſome wiſer Name: 
Or you ſhall be the eldeſt Brother; and I'll be content ty 1 
be the younger; tho' I lofe my Inheritance. 

Merc. I tell thee, I am the only Son of our Family, Wl ' 

So. Ah! Then let me be your Baſtard Brother, and 
the Son of a Whore; I hope that's but reaſonable. 

Merc. No, thou ſhalt not diſgrace my Father: For WW : 
there are few Baſtards now-a-days worth owning. f 

Sof. we Poor Sofia 3 hat — become of thee ? 

Merc. Yet again profanely uſing my proper Name? 

Sof. I did not mean my ſelf: I b_ thinking of another 
Sofia, a poor Fellow, that was once of my Acquaintance, 
unfortunately baniſh'd out of Doors, when Dinner was 
juſt coming upon the Table. | 

Enter Phædra. c: 

Phed. Sfia, you and I muſt—Bleſs me! what have 
we here, a Couple of you, or do I ſee double? 

So/. I would fain bring it about, that I might make 
ne of em: But he's unreaſonable, and will needs incor- 

Horate me, and ſwallow me whole into himſelf. If he 
would be content to be but one and a half, twould never 
grieve me 

Merc." Tis a perverſe Raſcal : I kick him, and cudgel 
bim to no purpoſe: For ſtill he's obſtinate to ſtick to me: 


And I can never beat him out of my — 
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Phed. Which of you two is Sofia ? for t' other muſt be 

evil. 
* You had beſt aſk him that hns play'd the Devil 
with my Back and Sides. 

Merc. You had beſt aſk him who gave you the Gold 

oblet ? | | 
Shed, No, that's already given : but he ſhall be my 
Sofia, that will give me ſuch another. 

Merc. I find you have been interloping, Sirrah. 

95% No, indeed, Sir; I only promis'd her a Gold 
Thimble : which was as much as comes to my Pro- 
portion of being Sora. 

| Phæd This is no Sofia for my Money: beat him away, 
tother Sofia : 2 inſufferable. 

Se. [ Afide.] Wou'd I were valiant, that I might beat 
him away ; and ſucceed him at the Dinner, for a prag- 
) matical Son of a Whore, as he is 

Merc. What's that you are muttering betwixt your 
Teeth, of a Son of a Whore, Sirrah ? 

So. J am ſure I meant you no Offence ; for, if I am 
not Sofia, I am the Son of a W hore, for ought I know; 
and, if you are Sofia, you may be the Son of a Whore, 
for ought you know. | 

Merc. Whatever I am, I will be Sofia, as long as I 
pleaſe : and whenever you viſit me, you ſhall be ſure of 
the Civility of the Cudgel. 

S. If you will fines, to beat me into the Houſe, 
ry begin when you pleaſe with me : but to be 

out of the Houſe, at Dinner-time, Fleſh and Blood 
can never bear it. : 

[Mercury beats him about, and Sofia is fill making 

tewards the Door : but Mercury gets betwixt ; and 
at length drives him off the Stage. 

Phzd. In the Name of Wonder, what are you that 
are Sofia, and are not Sofia ? 
| Merc, If thou wouldſt know more of me, my Perſon 
freely at thy diſpoſing. | 

Phed. Then I diſpoſe of it to you again; for tis ſo 
oy, 'i not for my Uſe. 

E - Mere. 
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Merc. J can be ugly or handſome, as I pleaſe : go f 
Bed old, and rife young. I have fo many Suits of Pez. 
ſons by me, I can ſhift em when I will. 

Phæd. You area Fool then, to put on your worf 
Clothes, when you come a wooing. 

Merc. Go to: aſk no more Queſtions ; I am for thy 
Turn; for I know thy Heart, and fee all thou haſt 2. 
bout thee. 

Phed. Then you can ſee my Backſide too; there's 3 
Bargain for you. 

Merc. In thy right Pocket : let me ſee three 
Love-Letters from Judge Grips, written to the Bottom, 
en three Sides; full of Fuſtian Paſſion, and hearty Non- 
ſenſe: as alſo in the ſame Pocket, a Letter of thine in- 
tended to him; conſiſting of nine Lines and a half: 
ſcrawl'd and falſe ſpell'd, to ſhow thou art a Woman; 
and full of Fraudulence, and Equivocations, and Shoeing- 
horns of Love to him; to promiſe much, aud mean no. 
thing; to ſhow, over and — that thou art a mere 
Woman. 

Phæ d. Is the Devil in you, to ſee all this? Now, for 

Teaven's Sake, do not look in t'other Pocket. 

Aere. Nay, there's nothing there, but a little golly 
Prayer- Book, and——a bawdy Lampoon, and—— 

Phed. [Giving a great Friſe.) Look no farther, I be- 
ſeech you 

Merc. And a Silver Spoon —— 

Phæd. [Shrieking. } Ah! 

Merc. Which you purloin'd laſt Night from Bromia, 

Phed. Keep my Counſel, or I am undone for ever. 

[ Holding up her Hands 10 hin. 

Merc. No: I'll mortify thee, now I have an Handle 

to thy Iniquity, if thou wilt not love me 


Phad. Well, if you'll promiſe me to be ſecret, I will 
love you : becauſe indeed I dare do no other. 
Merc. *T'is a good Girl; I will be ſecret ; and further, 
I will be aſſiſting to thee in thy Filching : for thou and 
T were born x bo By the ſame Planet. 
Phed. And we ſhall come to the ſame End toe, In 


Meri, 


afraid, 
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Merc. No, no; fince thou haſt Wit enough already to 
cozen a Judge, thou needſt never fear Hanging, 

 Phead. And will you make yourſelf a younger Man; 

and be handſome too; and rich? for you that know 

Hearts; muſt needs know, that I ſhall never be conſtant 

to ſuch an ug!y old Sofa. | 

Merc. Thou ſhalt know more of that another Time: 

In the mean while, here's a Caſt of my Office for thee. 

[He flamps upon the Ground: ſome Dancers come 

from under-groand: and others from the fides of 

the Stage: A Song, and a Fantaſtick Dance. 


Mercury's SO NG to Phædra. 
T. 


Air Iris, I love, and hourly I die, 

But not for a Lip, nor a languiſhing Eye : 
She's fickle and falſe, and there wwe agree; 
For I am as falſe, and as fickle as ſhe : 

We neither believe what either can ſay ; 
Aud, neither believing, "we neither betray. 


II. 


"Tis civil to fewear, and ſay things courſe; 
Ve mean not the taking for Better for Worſe. 
When preſent, wwe love; when abſent, agree: 
I think not of Iris, nor Iris of me: 
The Legend of Love no Couple can find, 

So ea to part, or ſo equally join d. | 


After, the Dance. 


Phed. This Power of yours makes me ſuſpect you 
for little better than a God; but if you are one, for 
more Certainty, tell me what I am juſt now think- 
ng. | 2 1 \ % Nea 

Mere. Why, thou art thinking, let me fee ; for thou 
n a Woman, and your Minds ate ſo variable, that it's 

e = very 
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ery hard even for a God to know them. But, to fl. 
tisfy thee, thou art wiſhing, now, for the ſame Peer 
I have exercis'd ; that thou mighteſt ſtamp, like me; aud 

have more Singers come up for another Song. | 
 Phed. Gad, I think the Devil's in you. Then I 4 
ſtamp in ſomebody's Name, but I know not whoſe; 
| s.] Come up, Gentle-folk3, from below; and ſing 
me a Paſtoral Dialogue, where the Woman may have the 
better of the Man; as we always have in Love-Matten. 
[New Singers come up, and fing a Sop, 


A Paſtoral Dialogue betwixt Thyr/is and Iris, 
| * 5 


Thyrſis. F Iris and her Swain 
Were in a ſhady Bow'r 
Where Thyrſis long in vain 
Had fought the Shepherd's Hour: 
At length his Hand advancing upon her ſue 
He ſaid, O kiſs me longer,  [Breaf 
And longer yet, and longer, | 
| Hou will make mt b,. 


II. 
Iris, As eahy yielding Maid, 


By Truſting is undene ; 
Our Sex is oft betray'd, 
By granting Love too ſoon. | 
If you defere to gain me, your Sufferings to rtdriſi} 
Prepare to love me longer, 
And longer yet, and longer, | 
48 Befere you ſeall ili 


III. 


Thyrſis. The litile Care you ſhow 
Of all my Sorrows paſt, 
' Makes Death appear too flow, 
And Life too long to lab. 


Fair 
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Fair Iris kiſs me kindly, in Pity of my Fate; 


And kindly fill, and kindh. 
Before it be too late. 


IV. 


Iris. You fondly court your Bliſs, 


And no Advances make ; 
"Tis not for Maids to kiſs, 
But tis for Men to take. 
Se you may hiſs me kindly, and I will not rebel; 
And kindly flill, and kindly, . 
But kiſs me ut and tell. 


. 
A RON DEA u. 


Chorus. Thus at the Height aue loue and live, 
And fear nut to be puer: 
Ve give, and give, and give, and giue, 
Till aue can give no more. | 
But what to-Day will take away, 
To Morrow «will reflors : 
* Thus at the Height aue loue and lius, 
And fear not to be poor. 


_ Phed. Adieu, I leave you to pay the Mufick :- Hope 

well, Mr. Planet; there's a better Heav'n in ſtore for- 

you: I fay no more, but you can gueſs. 
Mere. [ alone. | Such Bargain-Loves, as I with Phra 

Areall the Leagues and Friendſhips of the Great treat, Þ- 

All feek their Ends, and each wou'd other cheat. 

They only ſeem to hate, and ſeem to love; 

But Int'reſt is the Point on which they move. 

Their Friends are Foes; and Foes are Friends again; 

And, in their Turns, are Knaves, and honeſt Men. 

Our [ron Age is grown an Age of Gold : 

Tis who bids. moſt: for all Men wou'd be ſold. [Exits 
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SE ARCO USEERERTE 
e. SCENE 1 


Enter Gripus and Phædra. Gripus has the Gil 
| in his Hand. 1 


Phæ d. OU will not be ſo baſe to take it from me 
Grip. Tis my proper Chattel: And I'll ſeize 
my own, in whatever Hands I find it. 
Pbæd. You know Tonly ſhow'd it you to provoke your 
Generoſity, that you might_out-bid your Rival with a, 
better Preſent. . | 
Grip. My Rival is a Thief: and I'll indite you for. a. 
Receiver of ſtoln Goods. 
Phæd. Thou Hide-bound Lover! 
Grip. Thou very-mercenary M ftreſs ! 
Phæd. Thou moſt mercenary Magiſtrate! 
Grip. Thou Seller of thy ſelf! | 
Phed: Thou Seller of other People: thou Weather-. 
cock of Government: that when the Wind blows for the 
Subject, point'ſ to Priviledge ; and when it changes for 
the Sovereign, veer'ſt to Prerogative. 
Grip. Will you compound, and take it as my Preſent ?: 
Fb d. No: but Ill fend thy Rival to force it from thee. 
Grip. When a Thief is Rival to his Judge, the Hang- 
man will ſoon decide the Difference: [Exit Phædra. 
Enter Mercury, with taro Sauords. 
Mere. [ Bowing. ] Save your Good Lordſhip. 
Grip. From an impertinent Coxcomb : I am out of: 
Humour, and am in haſte: Leave me. CI 
Merc. Tis my Duty to attend on your Lordſhip, and 
io eaſe you of that undecent Burden. 
Grip. Gold was never any Burden; to one of my Pro- 
feſſion. c 5 
Merc, By your Lordſhip's Permiſſion, Phædra has: 
feat me to take. t from you. . 
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Grip. What, by Violence? W 

Merc. Lill Bowwing.] No; but by your Honour's 
permiſſion, I am to reſtore it to her, and perſuade your 
Lordſhip to renounce your Pretenſions to her. 

Grip. Tell her flatly, I will neither do one, nor other. 

Merc. O my good Lord, I dare paſs my Word for 
your free Conſent to both. Will your Honour be 
pleas'd to take your Choice of one of theſe?e 

Grip. Why theſe are Swords: what have I to do with 
them ? | | 1 A 
Merc. Only to take your Choice of one of them: which 
your Lordſhip pleaſes ; and leave the other to your molt: 
Obedient Servant. | 

Grip. What one of theſe ungodly Weapons? take 
Notice Ill lay you by the Heels, Sirrah : This has the 
Appearance of an unlawful bloody Challenge. 

' Merc. You Magiſtrates are pleaſed to call it ſo, my 
Lord; but with us Sword-men, tis an honourable In. 
vitation to the cutting of one anothers Throats. 

Grip. Be anſwer' d; I have no Throat to cut. The 
Law ſhall decide our Contreverſy. Gr 

Merc. By your Permiſfion, my Lord, it muſt be diſ- 
- WH patch'd this way: er / 
, Grip. I'll ſee thee hang'd before I give thee any ſuch - 
Permitſion, to diſpatch me into another World. 

þ Merc. At the leaſt, my Lord, you have no Occaſion: 

k to complain of my want of Reipe& to you: You will 

— neither reſtore the Goblet, nor renounce Phædra: I 

offer you the Combat; you refuſe it; all this is done in 
the Forms of Honour : It follows, that I am to affront, 
cudgel you, or kick you, at my own Arbitrement ; and 

I fuppoke, you are too honourable not to approve of my 
Proceeding. | 

4 Grip. Rere' a new ſort of Proceſs, that was never 
heard of in any of our Courts. 

. Merc. This, my good. Lord, is Law in Short-hand, 
without your long Preambles, and tedious Repetitions, 

kat ſignify nothing but to ſqueeze the Subject: There- 
be, with your Lordſhip's Favour, I begin. 

. | F Fillips him under the Chin. 1 

Grp. | 
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Grip. What's this for ? | 

Merc. To give you an Occaſion of returning me a box 
o'th*Ear : that fo, all things may proceed methodically. 

Grip. I put in no Anſwer, but ſuffer a Non-ſuit. 

Merc. No, my Lord; for the Coſts and Charge 
to be paid : Will you pleaſe to reftore the Cup ? 

Grip. I have told thee, no. | | 

Merc. Then from your Chin, I muſt aſcend to your 
Lordſhip's Ears. 04 

Grip. Oh, oh, oh, oh. ——Wilt thou never leave 
lugging me by the Ears ? 

Merc. Not till your Lordſhip will be pleas'd to hear 
Reaſon. [Pulling again. 

Grip, Take the Cup, and the Devil give thee Joy ont. 

Merc. [fill holding him. } And your Lordſhip will far. 
ther be graciouſly pleaſed, to releaſe all Claims, Titles, 
and Actions whatſoever to Phedra : You muſt give me 
leave to add one ſmall memento, for that too. 

[Pulling bim again, 
Grip. I renounce her, I releaſe her. | 

a: #1 Enter Phædra. 

Mere. [to her.] Phzdra ; my Lord has been pleas'd to 
be very gracious ; without puſhing Matters to Extremity, 

Phed. I over-heard it all; But give me Livery and 
Seifin of the Goblet, in the firſt Place. 

- Merc. There's an Act of Oblivion ſhou'd be paſs'd too. 

Phd: Let him begin to remember Quarrels, when. 
he dares 3 now I have him under my Girdle, I'll cp 
Verſes with him to the end of the Chapter. 

183 Enter Amphitryon and Guards. 

Amph. [to Gripus.] At the lafl I have got Poſſeſſion 
without your Lordſhip's Warrant: Phædra, tell Alene- 
n I am here. 

Phed. I'll carry no ſuch lying Meflage : you are not 
here, and you cannot be here; for, to my Knowledge, 
you are above with my Lady, in the. Chamber. 

Amph. All of a Piece, and all. Witchcraft! Anſwer: 
me preciſely ;_ doſt thou not know me for Amphitryon? 

Phed. Anſwer me firſt ; Did you give mea Diamond, 
and a Purſe of Gold? 

| 921 Ab; 
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Amph. Thou know'ft I did not. | 

Phed. Then, by the ſame Token, I know you are 
not the true Amphitryon : if ou are he, I am ſure I 
left you in Bed with your own Wife 3 now you had beſt 
ſretch out a Leg, and feel about for a Fair Lady. 

Amph. I'll undo this Enchantment with my Sword, 
and kill the Sorcerer ; Come up, Gentlemen, and fol- 
low me. To the Guards. 
Phed. I'll fave you the Labour, and call him down. 
to confront you, if you dare attend him. [ Zxi? Phædra. 

Merc. [ 4fide.} Now the Spell is ended, and Jupiter 
can enchant no more; or elſe 4mphitryon had not en- 
ter d ſo eaſily. [Gripus is Healing off. | — Whither now, 
Gripus ? I have Buſineſs for you: if you offer to ſtir, 
you know what follows. | 

Enter Jupiter, follow'd by Tranio and Polidas. 

Jap. Who dares to play the Maſter in my Houſe ; 
What Noiſe is this that calls me from above, 
Invades my ſoft Receſs, and Privacy, 
And, like a Tide, breaks in upon my Love 

Anpb. O-Heav*ns, what's this I fee ? 

Tran. What Prodigy! 

Pol. How ! two Amphitryons 

Grip. I have beheld th” Appearance of two Suns, 
But ſtill the falſe was dimmer than the true; 
Here, both ſhine out alike. 


Amph. This is a Sight, that, like the Gorgon's W 


Runs through my Limbs, and ſtiffens me to Stone. 
I need no more inquire into my Fate; 
For what I ſee reſolves my Doubts too plain. 

Tran. Two Drops of Water cannot be more like. 

Pol. They are two very Sames. 

Mere. ¶ Aſide.] Our Jupiter is a great Comedian, he 
counterfeits moſt admirably : Sure his Prieſts have ca 
py'd their Hypocriſy from their Maſter. 

Aupb. Now I am gather'd back into my ſelf ; 

My Heart beats high, and puſhes. out the Blood, 
[Drawing his Szvord.” 

To give me juſt Revenge on this Impoſtor. 

you are brave, aſſiſt me not one ſtirs: * 

| What, 
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What, are all brib'd to take th' Enchanter's Part? 
. 'Tis true, the Work is mine; and thus 


[ Going to ruſh upon Jupiter; and'is held by Tranig 


and Polidas. 
Pol. It muſt not be. 
Fup. Give him his Way: I dare the Madman's wort 
But ſtill take Notice, that it looks not like 
The true Ampbitryon, to fly out at firſt 
To brutal Force: it'ſhews he doubts his Cauſe, 
Who dares not truſt his Reaſon to defend it. [and Bed: 
- Amph. [ Struggling. ] Thou baſe Uſurper of my Name, 
No leſs than thy Heart's Blood can waſh away 
Th Affronts I have ſuſtain d. 
Tran. We an not ſuffer 
So ſtrange a Duel, as Amphi 
Tok — himſelf. 1 [Hands : 
Pol. Nor think we wrong you, when we hold your 
We know our Duty to our General : 
We know the Tyes of Friendſhip to our Friend: 
But who that Friend, er who that Gen'ral is. 
Without more certain Proofs betwixt you two, 
Is hard to be diſtinguiſh'd, by our Reaſon ; 
Impoſſible by Sight. 
Amph. I know it; and have fatisfy*'d-my ſelf ;, 
I am the true Amphitryon. 
Tup. See again, 
He fhuns the certain Proofs ; and dares not ſtand 
Impartial Judgment, and award of Right. 
But ſince Alemena's Honour is concern'd, 
Whom, more than Heav'n, and all the World, I love; 
This I propoſe, as equal to us both: 


. Tranio and Polidas, be you Aſſiſtants, 


The Guards be . to ſecure th' Impoſtor, 
When once fo prov'd, for publick Puniſhment ; 


And Gripus, be thou Umpire of the Cauſe. 
Amph, 1 am content; Let him proceed to Examination, 
Grip. [ Afide to Merc.) On whoſe Side wou'd you 

pleaſe that I ſhou'd give the Sentence? 
Merc. [| Afide to him.] Follow thy Conſcience for once; 


but not to make a Cuſtom of it neither ; nor to leave 1 
evil 


2p 
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cedent of Uprightneſs to future Judges. —[ {ge.]. 

er thing — 5 a Magiſtrate under Is oo, 
Your old fornicating- Judge dares never give Sentence a- 

inſt him that knows his Haunts. | 

Polid. Your Lordſhip knows I was Maſter of Amphi- 
gens Ship; and deſire to know of him, what paſs d in 
private betwixt us two at his Landing, when he was juſt 
ready to engage the Enemy 2. 

Grip. Let the true Amphitryon anſwer firſt 

Jab. and Ampb. together. My Lord, I told him 

Grip. Peace both of you : —* T's a plain Caſe they are 
both true ; for they both ſpeak together : but for more 
certainty, let the falſe Amphitryon ſpeak firſt. 

Merc. Now they are both filent - 


both falſe Amphitryons. 
Merc. Which Amphitryon fhall ſpeak firſt ? 


the Peaceable hold his Peace. 

Amph. [to Polid. ] You may remember that I whiſper'd 
you, not to part from the Stern, one. ſingle Moment. 
pid. You did fo. | 

Grip. No more Words then; I proceed to Sentence. 

Jap. Iwas I that. whiſper'd him; and he may re- 
member J gave him this Reaſon for it, that if our Men 
were beaten, I might ſecure my own Retreat. 

Polid. You did ſo. - 

Grip. Now again he's as true as Cother: 

Tran. You know was Pay-maſter : What Directi- 
ens did you give me the Night before the Battle? 

Grip. To which of the You's art thou ſpeaking ? 

Merc. | Alide.] It ſhou'd. be a double U: but they 
tave no ſuch Letter in their Tongue. 

Amph. I order'd you to take particular care of the great 

Grip. Why this is Demonſtration. [ Bag. 


Tygers Skin; and mark'd Beta. 
Grip.. In Sadneſs I think they are both Juglers : Here's 
nothing, and here's nothing; And then hiccins daccius, 


al they are both here again. 


Tran, 


Grip. Then 'tis as plain on t other fide, that they are 


Grip: Let the Cholerick Amphitryon ſpeak : and let 


7up. The Bag that I recommended to you, was of 
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Tran. You peaceable dmphitryon, what M 
there in that Bag ? n 

Jup. The Sum in groſs, amounted juſt to fifty Anicy 
Talents. | 

Tran. To a Farthing. 

Grip. Paugh : Obvious, obvious. 

Amph. Two thouſand Pieces of Gold were ty'd uy is 
a Handkerchief by themſelyes. 

Traz. I remember it. | 

Grip. Then *tis dubious again. 

Fup. But the reſt was not all Silver; for there ven 
Juſt four thouſand Braſs Half-pence. 

Grip. Being but Braſs, the Proof is inconſiderable : if 
they had been Silver, it had gone on your fide. 

Amph. [to Fup.] Death and Hell, you will not pers 
ſwade me, that I did not kill Pterelas 

Fup. Nor you me, that I did not enjoy Alcmena ? 

Amph. That laſt was Poiſon to me [ Abdi. 
Yet there's one Proof thou canſt not counterfeit : 
In killing Ptere/as, I had a Wound © 
Full in the brawny part of my right Arm : 
Where ſtill the Scar remains: Now bluſh, Impoſtor;: 
For this thou canſt not ſhow." 

ares his Arm, and ſhows the Scar, which they all aalen. 

Omnes. This is the trae Ampbitryon. 

Fab. May your Lordſhip pleaſe 

rip. No, Sirrah, It does not pleaſe me: Hold youy 

Tongue, I charge you, for the Caſe is manifeſt. 

Zup. By your Favour then, this ſhall ſpeak for me. 

| [Bares his Arm, and foows: it. 

Tran. Tis juſt in the ſame Muſcle. | 

Palid. Of the ſame Length and Breadth ; and the Scar 
of the ſame FF Colour. 1 

Grip. [to Fup. ] Did not I charge you not to ſpeak? 
*T'was plain enough before — yeu have puzzled 
it again. 

— Good Gods, how can this be! 

Grip. For certain there was but one Prerelas ; and he 
mult have been in the Plot againſt himſelf too: For he 


was kill'd firſt by one of them; and then roſe mee 
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of Reſpect to t other Amphitryon, to be kill'd twice 


Enter Alcmena, Phædra, and Bromia. 

Alem. [turning to Phæd. and Brom. ] 

No more of this; it ſounds impoſſible 
That two ſhou'd be ſo like, no Difference found. 

Phed. You'll find it true. 

Alem. Then where's Alcmena's Honour and her 
Farewel my needleſs Fear, it cannot be: (Fame ? 
This is a Caſe too nice for vulgar Sight ; 

But let me come, my Heart will guide my Eyes 
To point, and tremble to its proper Choice. 
[Seeing Amphitryon, goes to him. 
There neither was, nor is, but one Amphitryon ; 
And I am only his— [Goes to take him by the Hand. 
Amph. [puſhing her away from him.) Away, Adultreſs : 
vp. My gentle Love, my Treaſure and my Joy, 

Follow no more that falſe and fooliſh Fire, 
That wou'd miſ-lead thy Fame to ſure Deſtruction 
Look on thy better Husband, and thy Friend, 
Who will not leave thee liable to Scorn, | 
But vindicate thy Honour from that Wretch, 
Who wou'd by Aſperſions blot thy Virtue. 

Alem. [going to him, aubo embraces her.] 
I was indeed nuſtaken ; thou art he ! | 


Thy Words, thy Thoughts, thy Soul is all Amphitryon.. 


Th' Impoſtor has thy Features, not thy Mind ; 
The Face might have deceiv'd me in my Choice, 
Thy Kindneſs is a Guide that cannot err. 


Amph.What! in my Preſence to prefer the Villain? 


O execrable Cheat l I break the Truce ; | 
And will no more attend your vain Deciſions : 
To this—and to the Gods I'll truſt my Cauſe. - 
I ruſhing upon Jupiter, and is held again. 
Jap. Poor Man; how I contemn thoſe idle Threats! 
Were I r thou might'ſt as ſafely meet 
The Thunder lanch'd from the red Arm of Jove: 
Nor Zowe need bluſh to be Alemena's Champion) 
« in the Face of Thebes, ſhe ſhall be clear d; 


And what I am, and what thou art, be known. 
Attend 


JET 
: EF. 
A 1% 
+ FF; 
: »3ils 
9 
* 
5 
: \ 
% = 
. 2 
1 
Ws 
- 
1 
£ 
g. 
1 
= 4 
w__ 
F 12 
4 * a 
5 
35 
7 
. 
1 
Y 
=— l 
Ws... 
pe 
Y 4 
0 % 
TP - 
9 7 0 
10 29 
by 
2 
1 1 wb 
. 
L/ by 
: * 
* 
r 
1 

. ' 

1 
3 7 

1 

* 
+: 

4 * 
Dy 
"= , 
0 ' 

* 
* 
* 
* 
a 
w 
0 9 
* 1 
: 1 
4 
' 
1 
» 
1 
9 
. 
j\ 


* 


234 AMmPHITRY ON. 
Attend, and I will bring convincing Proofs. 

Amp. Thou wouldſt elude my Jultice, and eſcape: - 
But I will follow thee, thro' Earth, and Seas; 
Nor Hell * hide thee from my Aer y 

up. I'll ſpare thy Pains : It ſhal uickly ſeen, 
Beth 15 us 18 who ſeeks, and who ak 7 OY 
Come in, my Friends: and thou who ſeem'ſt Amphitnen; 
That all who are in Doubt, may know the true. 
upiter re- enters the Houſe ; wwith him Amphi 
1 7 air vg Polidas, T'ranio, and Guard. 1 
Merc. Thou 5 ＋ and you Bromia, ſtay with Phedra: 
; [7o Grip. and Brom. who are fallowag, 
Let their Affairs alone, and mind we ours: 
Amphitryon's Rival ſhall appear a God: 
But know before-hand, Fam. Mercury; 
Who want not Heav'n, while Phædra is on Earth. 

Brom. But, an't pleaſe your Lordſhip, is my Fellow 
Phædra to be exalted into the Heav'ns, and made 2 
Star? | 

Phæd. When that comes to paſs, if you look up a: 
nights, I ſhall remember old 'Kindneſs, and vouchſafe to 
twinkle on you. 

Enter Soha, peeping about him; and ſeeing Mercury, 

is flarting back: 

Sof. Here he is again; and there's no paſſing by him 
into the Houſe, unleſs I were a Spright, to glide in thro 
the Key-hole.—I am to be a Vagabond, I find. 

Merc. Sofia, come back. 

Seſ. No thank you; you may whiſtle me long enough; 
a beaten: Dog has always the Wit to avoid his Maſter. 

Merc. I permit thee to be Sofia again. | 

Sof. Tis an unfortunate Name, and I abandon it: he 
that has an Itch to be beaten, let him take it up for 
Sofia ; — What have I ſaid now ! I mean for me; for | 
neither am nor will be So. | 

Merc. But thou may'it be ſo in Safety: for I have 
acknowledg'd my felf to be God Mercury. 

So. You may be a God, for ought I know ; but tie 
Devil take me if ever I worſhip you; for an unmerc- 


ful Dei „ as are. 
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Mere. You ought to take it for an Honour to be 
drubb'd by the Hand of a Divinity, 

So. I am your moſt humble Servant, good Mr. God; 
bat by the Faith of a Mortal, I cou'd well have ſpar'd 
the Honour that you did me. But [how ſhall I be ſure 
that you will never aſſume my Shape again ? 

Merc. Becauſe I am weary of wearing fo villainous an 
Outſide. 

$f. Well, well; as villainous as it is, here's old Bro- 
mia will be contented with it. 

Brom. Yes, now I am ſure that I may chaſtiſe you 

fafely ; and that there's no God, lurking under your 
Appearance. 
Ss. Ay 3 but you had beſt take heed how you attempt 
it; for as Mercury has turn'd himſelf into me, fo I may 
take the Toy into my Head, to turn my ſelf into Mer- 
cury, that I may ſwinge you off, condignly. 

Merc. In the mean time, be all my Witneſſes, that I 
take Phædra for my Wife of the Left-hand ; that is, in 
the Nature of a lawful Concubine. 

Phæd. You ſhall pardon me for believing you, for all 
yoa are a God: for you have a terrible ill Name be- 
low and I am afraid you'll get a Footman, inſtead of a 
Prieſt to marry us. (twixt us. 

Merc. But here's Gripus ſhall draw up Articles be- 

Phæd. But he's damnably us'd to falſe 9 — 
Well be it ſo: for my Counſel ſhall overlook 'em before L 
ſign: Come on, Grips ; that I may have him under black 
and white. [ Here . ets ready Pen, Ink, and Paper. 

Merc. With all my Heart ; that I may have thee 
under black and white hereafter. 

Phed. [to Grip.Þ Begin, begin; Heads of Articles to 
be made, c. betwixt Mercury, God of Thieves— 

Merc. And Phedra, Queen of Gyplies—— [mprimis, 
I promiſe to buy and ſettle upon her an Eſtate, con- 
taming nine thoufand Acres of Land, in any Part o 
Bevtia, to her own liking. f 

Phed. Provided always, that no Part of the faid nine 
thouſand Acres ſhall be upon, or adjoining to Mount 
Parnaſſus : for I will not be fobb'd off with a poetical 
Ilate. Merc. 
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Merc. Memorandum, that ſhe be always conſtant ty 
me ; and admit of no other Lover. 

Phed. Memorandum, unleſs it be a Lover that offen 
more; and that the Conſtancy ſhall not exceed the Set. 
tlement. | | 

Merc. Item, that ſhe ſhall keep no Male Servants in 
her Houſe: Item, no Rival Lap-Dog for a Bedfelloy: 
Item, that ſhe ſhall never pray to any of the Gods. 

Phed. What, wou'd you have me an Atheiſt? 

Merc. No Devotion to any He-Deity, good Ph dia. 

Brom. Here's no Proviſion made for Children yet. 

. Phed. Well remember'd, Bromia ; I bargain that my 
eldeſt Son ſhall be a Heroe, and my eldeſt Daughter a 
King's Miſtreſs. 

Merc. That is to ſay, a Blockhead, and a Harlot, Phegra, 

Phed. That's true; but who dares call'em fo ? Then 
for the younger Children: — but now I think on't, we'll 
have no more. but Maſs and Miſs ; for the reſt wou'd be 
but chargeable, and a Burden to the Nation. 

Merc. Yes, yes ; the ſecond ſhall be a falſe Prophet: 
he ſhall have Wit enough to ſet up a new Religion; and 
too much Wit to die a Martyr for it. 

Phzd. O what had I forgot? there's Pin-mony, and 
Alimony, and ſeparate Maintenance, and a thouſand 
Things more to be conſider'd; that are all to be tack'd 
to this Act of Settlement. | 
- Sof. I am a Fool, I muſt confeſs ; but yet I can fee as 
far into a Mill-ſtone as the beſt of you : I have obſerv'd, 
that you Women- Wits are commonly ſo quick upon the 
Scent, that you often over-run it : Now I wou'd ask of 
Madam Phedra, that in caſe Mr. Heaven there, ſhou'd 
be pleas'd to break theſe Articles, in what Court of Ju- 
dicature ſhe intends to ſue him ? 

Phezd. The Fool has hit upon't : — Gods, and Great 
Men, are never'to be ſued ; for they can always plead 
Privilege of Peerage : and therefore for once, Monſieur, 
I'll take your Word : for as long as you love me you'll 
be ſure to keep it; and in the mean time I ſhall be 
gaining Experience how to manage ſome rich Cully; 

no Woman ever made her Fortune by a Wit. 
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IN Hundert; and the Company within Doors, Amphitryon, 
Alemena, Polidas, and Tranio, all come running our, 
and join avith the reſt, who <vere on the Theatre efare. 
Amph. Sure tis ſome God: he vaniſh'd from our Sight, 
And told us we ſhould ſee him ſoon return. 

Alem. I know not what to Hope, nor what to Fear. 
A ſimple Error, is a real Crime; 

And unconſenting Innocence is loſt. 

4 ſecond Peal of Thunder. After which, Jupiter 

appears in a Machine. 

Jip. Look up, Amphitryon, and behold above 
Th' Impoſtor God, the Rival of thy Love : 

In thy own Shape ſee F upiter appear, 

And let that Sight ſecure thy jealous Fear. 
Diſgrace, and Infamy, are turn'd to Boaſt; 

No Fame, in Jove's Concurrence, can be loſt ; 
What he enjoys, he ſanctifies from Vice; 

And by partaking, ſtamps into a Price. 

'Tis I, who ought to murmur at my Fate, 

Fore'd by my Love, my Godhead to tranſlate ; 
When on no other Terms I cou'd poſſeſs, 

But by thy Form, thy Features, and thy Dreſs : 
To thee were giv'n the Bleſſings that I ſought, 
Which elſe, not all the Bribes of Heav'n had bought. 
Then take into thy Arms thy envy'd Love, 

And, in his own Deſpite, triumph o'er Fove. 

Mere. [ Afide.) Amphitryon and Alcmena both ſtand 
mute, and know not how to take it. 

Gf. [ Afede.} Our Sovereign Lord Jupiter is a fy 
Companion; he knows how to gild a bit:er Pill. 

Jup. From this aufpicious Night ſhall rife an Heir, 
Great, like his Sire, and like his Mother, Fair: 
Lp to redreſs, and Tyrants to difleize ; 
born for a World that wants a Hercules. 

d Monſters, and Monſter-men he ſhall ingage, 

„ aul toil, and ſtruggle, thro? an impious Age. 

bee to his Labours ſhall at length 8 

de And murm'ring Men, unwilling to be freed, 

aul be compell'd to Happineſs, by Need. 

Pp [Jupiter ig carr;y'd back to Heaven. 
Omnes. 
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Omnes. We all congratulate Amphitryon. 

Merc. Keep your Congratulations to your ſelves,Gm, 
tlemen : *Tis a nice point, let me tell you that; and the 
leſs that is ſaid of it, the better. Upon the whole Mat. 
ter, if Amphitryon takes the Favour of Jupiter in Pa. 
tience, as from a God, he's a good Heathen. 

Sof. I mnſt take a little extraordinary Pains to Night, 
that my Spouſe may come even with her Lady, and pro- 
duce a Squire to attend on young Hercules, when he 
goes out toſeek Adventures; that when his Maſter kills 
a Man, he may ftand ready to pick his Pockets ; and 
piouſly relieve his aged Parents. Ah, Bromia, Bromig, 
iſ thou hadſt been as handſome and as young as Phæ- 
dra; I ſay no more, but ſome-hody might have made 
his Fortunes as well as his Maſter, and never the worſe 
Man neither. 

For, let the wicked World ſay what they pleaſe, 
The fair Wife makes her Huſband live at Eaſe : 
The Lover keeps him too ; and but receives, 
Like Fove, the Remnants that Amphitryon leaves: 
*Tis true, the Lady has encugh in ſtore 

To ſatisfy thoſe two, and eke two more: 

In fine, the Man, who weighs the Matter fully, 
Wou'd rather be the Cuckold, than the Cully. 
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Spoken by Phedra. Mrs, Mountfort, 


1* thinking, (and it almeſi makes me mad) 

How faveet a Time thoſe Heathen Ladies had. 
Ilalatry was ev'n their Gods own Trade : 

They exorſhipt the fine Creatures they had made. 
Cupid 2vas chief of all the Deities ; 

And Love was all the Faſhion, in the Shies. 

When the feet Nymph held up the Lily Hand, 
Jove was her humble Servant at Command. 

The Treaſury of Heav'n was nc er ſo bare, 

But fill there was a Penſion for the Fair. 

In all his Reign, Adult ry was no Sin; 

Fir ſove the good Example did begin. 

Mark, too, when be uſurp'd the Husband"s Name, 
Heu civilly he ſaw d the Lady's Fame. | 


The fecret Toys oi Love he wiſely hid ; 
0a 


But you, Sirs, boaſt of more, than e er you did. 

In teaze your Cuckolds : to their Face torment em; 

But Jove gave his new Honours to content him, 

And, in the kind Remembrance of the Fair, 

On each exalted Son beflow'd a Star. 

Fir theſe good Deeds, as by the Date appears, 

His Godſbip flouriſh d full two thouſand Years. 

Ht laf,, when he and all his Priefts grew old, 

The Ladies grew in their Devotion cold; 

aud that falſe Worſhip wou'd no longer hold. 
Severity of Life did next begin; 

And always does, when awe no more can in.) 

That Doctrine, too, fo hard, in Practice, lies, 

Dat the next Age may ſee another riſe. 

Then, Pagan Gedi may, once again, ſucceed : 

4 Jove, or Mars, be ready, at cur Need, 

lo get young Godlings ; and, fo, mend our Breed. 


8558 


| "LE 

— Ie? a 
TY N 

n — PTY 


— — — 


—— — ——— m — . 


. 


. 


nnn 


Ht 


l 


: 
1 


we 


Ce toe teen hed — — — 


— „ eee. 


— ² A ¹ 08 


JU 


ec 


+ 


— K — - ———— ME 
—— 
. - 


—ͤ—E—ĩ— —— _ 


CLEOMENES.. 


THE 


Sranrar Hanon. 
i 3s | 5 
By Mr. DRY D E A. 


To which is prefix d 
The LITE of CLEOMENES, 


ZZV——ꝛ;.;.;. . —* . mmm œ́ v ̃ h V eeeE——— 


Nin 


__— 


— 


1 


His Armit, illd quoque tutus in Auld, Juv. Sat. 1 V. 


* 


W 


) 
) 
0 


in, emen 


n LL |||. 
Vil Uu £ 
\- "IT * 
. 2 232 —— 
| 8 
* 
- 
4 - = 
— ® (s) a 
"4 . oi 4 * 
- 's - * 
. 7 
— © 
* gu - 
4 > — 
fp * — % 7 
4 us 
: * * * * - 
# 2 . 3 1} . 
4 i, * : * 
” S 
n | 
- 
SY 
* 


1 


8 
8 


L ON D O N: 
kiel for J. Tons oOo in the Strand, 


M Dec xxx. 


* * 
4 


1 


To the Right Honourable the 


Earl of ROCHESTER, 


Knight of the moſt Noble Order 
of the Garter, &c. 


Is enough for your Lordſhip to be 
Fc conicious to your ſelf of having per- 
7 © form'd a juſt and honourable Action, 
in redeeming this Play from the Per- 
8 ſecution of my Enemies; but it would 
be Ingratitude in me, not to publiſh it 


4.9 
KH 
to the World, That it has appear'd on the Stage, is 


principally owing to you: That it has ſucceeded, is 
tie Approbation of your Judgment, by that of the 


Publick, Tis juſt the Inverſion of an Act of Par- 
lament: Your Lordſhi firſt ſign'd it, and then it 
was paſs'd amongſt the is and Commons. The 
Children of old Men are generally obſerv'd to be 
ſhort-liv*d, and of a weakly Conftitution : How this 
may prove I know not ; but hitherto it has pro- 
misd well: And if it ſurvive to Poſterity, it will 
Vor. VI. L 3 carry 


Me Epiſile Dedicatory. 


carry the Noble Name of its Patron along with f; 
or, rather, it will be carried by yours to Aﬀter-ages, 
Arigſta, in his Vage of Aſtolpho to the Moon, as 
ha us a fine Allegory of two Swans; who, when 
ime had thrown the Writings of many Poets in- 

to the River of Oblivion, were ever in a Readineſz 
to ſecure the Beſt, and bear them aloft, into the 
Temple of Immortality. Whether this Poem be of 
that Number, is left to the Judgment of the Swan 
who has preſerv'd it: And tho” I can claim little 
from his Juſtice, I may preſume to value my felf 
upon his Charity. It will be told me, that I have 
miſtaken the Italian Poet, who means only that 
ſome excellent Writers, almoſt as few in Number 
as the Swans, have reſcued the Memory of their 
Patrons from Forgetfulneſs and Time; when a vaſt 
Multitude of Crows and Vulturs, that is, bad 
Scriblers, Paraſites and Flatterers, oppreſs'd by the 
Weight of the Names which they endeavour'd to 
redeem, were forc'd to let them fall again into 
Lethe, where they were loſt ſor ever. If it be thus, 
my Lord, the Table would be turn'd upon me: 
But I ſhould only fail in my vain Attempt :: For 
either ſome other Immortal Swan will be more 
capable of ſuſtaining ſuch a Weight, or you who 
have fo long been converſant in the Management 
of great Affairs, are able with your own Pen to do 
Juſtice to your ſelf ; and at the fame time, to give 
the Nation a clearer and more faithful Inſight into 
thoſe Tranſactions, wherein you have worthily ſu- 
ſtainꝰd ſo great a Part. For to your Experience in 
State Affairs, you have alſo join'd no vulgar E 
rudition ; which all your Modeſty to not able 10 
conceal : For to underſtand critically the Delica- 
cies of Horace, is a Height to which ſew of out 
Noble Men have arriv'd: And that this is your de- 
ſery'd Commendation, I am a living Evidence Un 
| - 2 [ 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
fir; at leaſt, as I can be allow'd a competent Jud 
on that _ Your Affection to that admirable 
„ which Horace writes to his Mecænas, and 
which I had the Honour to inſcribe to you, is not 
the only Proof of this Aſſertion. You may . pleaſe 
to remember, that in the late happy Converſation, 
which I had with-your 2 1 at a, Noble Rela- 
tion's of yours, you took me aſide, and pleas'd your 
ſelf with repeating to me, one of the moſt beauti- 
ful Pieces in that Author. It was the Ode to Ba- 
rine, wherein you were fo particularly affected 
with that elegant Expreſſion, Fuvenumgue prodis 
lica cura. There is indeed the Virtue of a whole 
Poem in thoſe Words; that curioſa felicitas, which 
Petronius fo juſtly aſcribes to our Author. The 
Barbarity of our Languague is not able to reach it : 
Yet, when I have Like I mean to try, how 
near J can raiſe my Engliſb to his Latin: The” 
in the mean time, I cannot but imagine to my 
ſelf, with what Scorn his facred Manes would look 
on ſo lame a Tranſlation as I could make. His Re- 
calcitrat undique tutus, might more reaſonably. be 
ply'd to me, than he himſelf apply'd it to Aug u- 
us Ceſar, I ought to reckon that Day, as very 
Fortunate to me, and diſtinguiſh it, as the, An- 
tients did, with a whiter Stone ; becauſe it fur- 
niſh'd me with an Occaſion of reading my Cleo- 
ener to a beautiful Aſſembly of Ladies, where your 
Lordſhip's three Fair Daughters were pleas'd to 
pace with their Preſence : And, if I may have 
ave to ſingle out any one in particular, there was 
jour - admirable Daughter-in-Law ; ſhining, not 
ke a Star, but a Conſtellation of her ſelf; a 
more true and brighter Berenice. Then it was, 
that whether out of your own Partiality, and In- 
dulzence to my Writings, or out of Complaiſance 
. 4 tg 


The Epiſtie Detlicatory. 
to the fair Company, (who gave the firſt 
Omen to my Succels, by their . Approbation) — 
'Lordfhip was pleas'd to add your own: And after. 
wards to repreſent it to the Queen, as wholly in. 
nocent of thoſe Crimes, which were laid unjuſtly 
to its Charge, Neither am I to forget my charm. 
ing Patroneſs ; tho? ſhe will not allow my publick 
. Addreſs to her, in a Dedication ; but protects mg 
, ſeen, like my Guardian-Angel ; ſhuns my 
' Gratitude, like a Fairy, who is bountiful by ſtealth, 
and conceals the Giver, when ſhe beſtows the Gift, 
But my Lady Silvia has been juſter to me, and 
pointed out the Goddeſs, at who Altar .I was to 
- pay my Sacrifice and Thanks-Offering. And had 
- the been ſilent, yet my Lord Chamberlain him- 
ſelf, in reſtoring my Play, without any Alteration, 
:evow'd to me, that I had the moſt Karneſt Sollici- 
treſs, as well as the Faireſt, and that nothing cou'd 
be refus'd to my Lady. Hyde. 

Theſe Favours, my Lord, receiv'd from 2 
ſelf, and your noble Family, have encourag'd me 
to this Dedication ; wherein I not only give you 
back a Play, which, had you not redeem'd it, 
had not been mine; but alſo at the ſame time, L 
dedicate to you the unworthy Author, with my | 
inviolable Faith, and (how mean ſoever) my ut- 
moſt Service: And I ſhall be proud to hold my De- 
Fans on you in Chief, as I do part of my ſmall 
Fortune in Witthire. Your Goodneſs has not been 
wanting to me, during the Reign of my two aſter, 

And even from a bare Treaſury, my Succeſs has 
been contrary to that of Mr. Cowley ; and Gidem's 
Fleece has then been moiften'd, when all the Ground 
has been dry about it. Such and ſo many Provoca- 
tions of this Nature, have concurr'd to my invading 


f your Modeſty, with this Addreſs, I am oy 


The Epiſtle 3 
that it is in a manner forc'd upon wand goo 
Leilbip bas been the Aggreſ in this dre , by 


man Favours, which you were not weary of 
8 Tho, at the ſame time, Ton the 
choad, 


Ambition 08 y Side, to be aver 


Ter Larajbip's mot Dash, 


and myt Obrdiem Saver, 


' Joun DRYDEN, 
Ls; 
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PREFACE 


TS new ſeven or eight Years fince I defygn'd 
to write this Play of Cleomenes ; and ny 
Lord Falkland, '(who/z Name ] cant 
mention without Honour, for the many Fa- 
wours Thawe received from him) is plial 
to ewitneſs for me, That in a French Bal 
ewhich I preſented him about that tine, 
there avere the Names of many Subjeas that I had thought 
on for the Stage; amongf} which, this Tragedy as one. 
This awas out of my Remembrance; but my Lord, on tht 
Occaſion of” flopping my Play, took the Opportunity of dv 
ing me a" good "Office at Court, by repreſenting it as it 
was a Piece long ago defign'd; Which being judicinſy 
treated, I thought was capable of moving Compaſſion un 
the Stage. The Succeſs has juſlified my Opinion, ans 
that at à time when the World is running mad after 
Farce, the Extremity of bad Poetry, or rather tht 
Judgment that is fallen upon Dramatick Writing. Ven 
in the Humour, I hawe ſufficient Cauſe to expoſe it in in 
true Colours; but having for once eſcap d, I will fu. 
bear my Satire, and only be thankful for my Deli 
verance. A great Part of my good Fortune, 1 mu 
confeſs, it owing to the Fuſtice which was done me itt 
the Performance: I can ſcarcely refrain from grouy 
every one of the Actors their particular Commendatim! 
but none of them «will be offended, if I ſay what tot 
Town has generally granted, that Mrs. Barry, akuays 
exellent, has, in this Tragedy, excell'd ber Jeff, 
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22 d Reputation beyond any Woman whom I have ever 
om on the Theater. After all, it was a bold Attempt 
of mine, to writ e upon a Angle Plot, unmix'd with Co- 
medy; which tho it be the natural and true Way, yet is 
wit to the Genius of the Nation. Yet to gratify the bar- 
harms Party of my Audience, I gave them a ſhort Rabble- 
Scene, becauſe the Mob ( as they call them ) are repreſented 
Plutarch and Polybius, with the ſame Character of 
Baſeneſs and Cowardice, which are here deſcrib'd, in the 
hft Attempt of Cleomenes. They may thank me, if they 
pleaſe, for this Indulgence 3 for no French Poet would 
have allow'd them any more than a bare Relation of that 
Scene, which debaſes a Tragedy to ſhow upon the Stage. 
For the reft, ſome of the Mechanic Rules of Unity are 
obery'd, and others are neglected. The Aion is but 
ane, which is the Death of Cleomenes ; and every Scene 
in the Play is tending to the Accompliſhment of the main 
Defign. The Place is likewiſe one ; for "tis all in the 
Compaſs of Alexandria, and the Port of that City. The 
Time might eaſily have been reduc'd into the Space of 
twenty four Hours, if I would hae omitted the Scene of 
Famine, in the fifth At: but it pleas'd me to try how © 
Spartans could endure it; and, beſides, gave me the Oc- 
cafion of writing that other Scene, betwixt Cleomenes and 
his ſaſpected Friend; and, in ſuch a Caſe, tis better io 
treſpaſs on'a Rule, than leave out a Beauty. 
4s for other Objeions, I never heard any worth an- 
fwering ; and leaft of all that forliſh one, which is raid 
againſt me by the Sparks, for Cleomenes not accepting the 
Favours of Caſſandra. They would not have refus'd a 
fair Lady. I grant they would not; but let them grant 
me, That they are not Hero's : and Jo much for the Point 
of Honour. A Man might have pleaded an Excuſe for 
bimſelf, if he had been falſe to an old Wife, for the fake 
of a young Miſtreſs ; but Cleora vas in the Flower of ber 
Ae, and it was yet but Honey-mom with Cleomenes : 
and ſo much for Nature. Some have told me, That many 
of the fair Sex complain for avant of tender Scenes, and 
It Expreſſions of Love © I will endea vous 1; wake them 
5 ſome 
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former Government, is loſt; and the Reavard I bade from 
the Stage is ſo liitle, that it is not aworth my Labour. 


PEEF ACE 
ſome amends, if I write again; and my next Heroe fall 


Se no Spartan. | 
J know it will be here eupected, that I ſhould writ 


Somewhat concerning the Forbidding of my Play; but thy 


Jeſs 1 fay of it, the better. And beſides, I was ſo little 


Loncern'd at it, that had it not been on Confideration of 
the Actors, who vere to ſuffer on my Account, I fhoull 
not have been at all ſollicitous, whether it avere play d, 
or no. Na Body can imagine, that in my declining Age [ 
ewrite willingly, or that I am de:firous of expoſing, at this 
Time of Day, the ſmall Reputation aubich I have gotten 
on the Theater. The Subfitence which I had from the 


4s for the Reaſons which awere given for ſuſpending the 
Play, it ſeems they were jo ill founded, that my Lord 
Chamberlain no ſooner took the Pains to read .. they 
waniſh'd; and my Copy was refter'd to me, without the 
teaft Alteraticn by his Lordſhip. *Tis printed as it was 
acted; and I dare afſure you, that there is no Parallel ta 
be found : "Tis neither Compliment, nor Satire; but 4 


Flain Story, more flritly followed than any which hat 


appear d wpon the Stage. *Tis true, it had been garble 
before by the Supertors of the Play-houſe : and I cannot 
reaſonably blame them for their Caution, becauſe they 
are anſeerable for any thing that is publickly repreſent- 
ed: And their Zeal for the Government is ſuch, that 
they had rather he the beſi Poetry in the World, tba 
gipe the leafi Suſpicion of their Loyalty. The ſhort ts, 
that they were diligent enough to make ſure Work ; and to 
geld it ſo clearly in ſome places, that they took away the 
aery Manhood of it: I can only apply to them, what 
Caſſandra /ays ſoxewhere in the Play to Ptolemy 3 


To be ſo nice in my Concerns for you; 
To doubt where Doubts are not; to be too fearful ; 
To raiſe a Bug- bear Shadow of a Danger; 


> And then be frighted, tho? it cannot reach you. 


But, fince it concerns me to be as circumſpect as they 
are, I have given leave io my Bookſeller to print the Lift 
" 


FACE | 
of Cleomenes, 44 it is elegantly and faithfully tranſlated 


| lutarch, by learned Friend, My. Creech ; ts 
me 1 — World — indebted for his excellent Ver- 


lation of Horace. We aaily expett Manitius from bim; 


Ergo vivida vis animi pervicit, & extra 
proceſſit longè flammantia mcenia Mundi. 


But ts return to Plutarch; you wil! find him particu- 
larh fond of Cleomenes his Character; who as he was 
the laſt of the Spartan Heroes, ſo he was, 27 Opi- 
non, the greateſt. Even his Enemy, Polybius, h en- 
gag d in the contrary Factior, yet ſpeaks honourably of 
him; and eſpecially of his laf Attion in E pt. This 
Author is alſo made. Engliſh, and awill ſhortly be publifh'd 
fir the common Benefit. | 

What I have added to the Story, is chiefly the Lewe of 
Agathoclea, the King's Miſtreſs ; whoſe Name I have 
chang'd into Calandra, only for the better Sound: As J 
have alſo the Name of Nicagoras, into that Cœnus, 
fir the ſame Reaſon. Crateſiclea, Pantheus, and Sofi- 
bius, are to be found in the Story, with the ſame Cha- 
reBers which they have in the Tragedy. There is like- 
wiſe mention made of the Son of Cleomenes, awho had 
Reſolution enough to throw himſelf headlong from a Tower, 
when he had heard of his Father's ill Succeſs. And for 
Cleora, whom I make the ſecond Wife of Cleomenes 
(for Ægiatis was dead before ) you will fnd a Hint of 
her in Platarch ; for he tells us, that after the Loſs of 
the Battle at Sellaſia, he return'd to Sparta, and entring 
his wn Houſe, *was there attended by a Free- born Wo- 
nan of Megalopolis. 

De Picture of Ptolemy Philopater, is given by the 
firementjen'd Authgrs to the full. Both agree that he wwas 


| A CA. 
an Original of his Kind; a Lazy, Effeminate, Conygy dh, 


Cruel, and Luxurious Prince, manag'd by his Fawyyyin 
and impos'd on by his Miſtreſs. The Son of Soſibius 
ewhom I call Cleanthes, was a Friend to Cleomenes : Bit 
Plutarch /ays he at length forJook him. I bawe giv'n hin 
a fairer Character, and made it only a ſeeming Treachery, 
evhich he practis d. If any be fo curious to enquire aubat 
became of Caſſandra, whoſe Fortune vas left in ſuſpence 
at the Concluſion of the Play, I nut firſt inform them, 
that after the Death of Cleomenes, (ibe Hero of my 
Poem) I was oblig'd 5 the Laws of the Drama, 70 4 
fall the Curtain immediately; becauſe the Aion an; 
then concluded. But Polybius tells us, that he ſurwid d 
Ptolemy, who reign'd about twenty ſeven Years ; that 
evith her Brother Agathocles, foe govern d Egypt in the 
Minority of his Son Ptolemy Epiphanes ; and that finally, 
for oppre/ſing of the People, both the Brother and Siſtir 
avere lain in a popular Inſurrection. 

There is nothing remaiuing, but my Thanks to the Doron 
in general, and to the fair Ladies in particular, fer their 
kind Recepcion of my Play. And tho I cannot retrad 
what I ſaid before, that I was not much concern d in 
0WN 1 for the Embargo which was laid upon 
it: Yet I think my ſelf oblig d, at the ſame time, to ren- 
der my Acknowledament to thoſe Honourable Perſons, wha 
awvere iuſtrumental in the freeing it. For as it wwas from 4 
Principle of Nobleneſs in them, that they would nos juf- 
fer one to want, who was grown old in their Service: 
So it is from a Principle of another Sort, that I have 
learn d to poſſeſs my Soul in Patience, and not to be much 
diſquieted with any Diſappointment of this Nature, 


LAS 
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lowing Verſes were ſent me by a young Gentle- 
RES 99 A 4 wee of Age, whoſe Modeſty 
would have conceald his Name; but ] learn d it 
rom another Hand, and have taken the boldneſs 
to ſubſcribe it without his Leave. I preſume that 
n the Reading of them, no body can blame me 
for making Cleonidas ſpeak above his Youth, 
hen yon ſee an Engliſhman /o far ſurpaſſing my 
Spartan. | 


7 W. DRYDEN, on his CLEOMENES. 


N AS Youth then loſt its great Prerogative ? 

And do's the Soul alone for Age ſurvive ? 

Like Embryo's ſleeping in their Seeds, ſeem nought, 
Jill friendly Time does ripen it to Thought? 
Judgment, Experience, that before was theirs : 

But Fancy wantons ſtill in Jour Spheres ; 3 
Play'd with ſome looſe and ſcatter'd Beams of Light, 
And revell'd in an Anarchy of Wit. 

Both Youth and Age unequally did charm; 

As much too cold was this, as that too warm. 

But you have reconcil'd their differing Praiſe, 

By fixing both to your immortal Bays. 

Where Fancy mounts, but Judgment holds the Reins, 
Not checks, but guides you to {harmonious Strains. 

'Tis Harmony indeed, tis all unite, | 

Like finiſh'd Nature, and divided Light: 

Like the vaſt Order, and its numerous. Throng, 


Crouded to their Almighty Maker's Song ; 

Where Heav'n and Earth ſeem but one fingle Tongue. 

O wondrous Man ! Where have you learn'd the Art, 

To charm our Reaſon, while you wound the Heart ! 

Far more than Spartan Morals to inſpire, 

While your great Accents kindle Spartan Fire. 4 
E us 


Thus Metals heated to the Artiſt's Will, 

Receive th* Impreſſion of a Nobler Skill. 

Your Heroe form'd ſo regularly Good, 

So nicely patient in his want of Food, 

That it no more 5 Undreſs of Death appears, 
While the rich Garment af your Senſe it wears. 
Sq juſt a Husband, Father, Son, and Friend, 
Great in his Life, but greater in his End : 

That ſure, like Xenophen, you meant to ſhew 
Not what they are, but what they ought to do ; 
At once a Poet, and Inſtructer too. 

The Parts ſo manag'd, as if each were thine ; 
Thou draw'ft both Ore and Metal from the Mine ; 
And to be ſeen, thou mak'ſ ev'n Vice to ſhine. 
As if, like Siam's tranſmigrating God, 

A ſingle Life in each you made abade ; 

And the whole Buſineſs of the tedious Round, 

To copy Patterns which in each you found. 
Sure you have gain'd from Heav'n Prometheas Fire, 
To form, then kindle Souls into Defire : 

Elſe why ſucceſſive Starts of Hopes and Fears 

A martial Warmth firſt rais'd,then quench'd with Tears? 
Unleſs this Truth ſhines clearly through the whole, 
Senſe rules the World, but you command the Son). 


Theophilus Parſms, 
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Hs fell Ait. His Brother Archida- 
Pu, was too quick for Leonidas, and fav'd 

ge himſelf by a timely. Retreat. But his 
RE Wife then newly — to Bed, the 
pers: Tyrant forc'd her from her own Houſe, 
| and compell'd her to marry his Son Cleo 
mtr, though at that Time too young for a Wife ; for 
de was unwilling that any one elſe ſhould have her, ſhe 
being Heireſs to her Father Gy/ippus's great Eſtate; for 
Perſon, the ſineſt Woman in all Greece, very good-na- 
tur'd, of an exemplary Life, and therefore, they fay, 
ſhe did all ſhe could, that ſhe might rot be compell'd to 
this Match. 

Being thus married to Clromexes, ſhe hated Leonidas, 
but to the Youth ſhe ſhew'd her ſelf a kind and obligin 
Wife. He, as ſoon as they came together, began to love 


ler very much; and the conſtant Ki that ſhe ſtill 
retain d 


The Life of Cleomenes, 


retain'd for the Memory of Agis, wrought ſomewh af 
Concern in the young Man for him, fo that he would 
often enquire of her concerning what had paſs'd, and at. 
tentively liſten to the Story of Agis's Deſigns: Nay 
Cleomenes had a generous and great Soul; he was a; 
temperate and moderate in his Pleaſures as Agis, but not 
ſo very cautious,” circumſpeR and gentle: a Spur of 
Paſſion always gall'd him, and his Eagerneſs to purſue 
that which he thought Good and Juſt, was violent and 
heady. To make Men willing to obey, he conceiv'd to 
be the beſt Diſcipline : but likewiſe to break the Stub. 
born, and force them to be better, was in his Opinion 
.commendable and brave. This Diſpoſition made him 
diſlike the Management of the City: The Citizens lay 
difloly'd in ſupine Idleneſs and Pleaſures; the King 
minded nothing, deſigning, if no Body gave him any 
Difturbance, to waſte his Time in Eaſ and Riot ; the 
Publick was neglected, and each Man intent upon his 
private Gain. T'was dangerous, now Agis was kill'd, to 
mention the exerciſing and training of their Youth ; and 
to {et up for the ancient Bravery and Equality, was 
Treaſon againſt the State. *T'is ſaid alſo that Cleomenes, 
whilſt a Boy, ſtudied Philoſophy under Spherus the Br 
ryſthenite, who coming to Sparta, was very diligent in 
inſtructing the Youth : Spbærus was one of the Chief of 
Zena the Citiean's Scholars, and tis likely that he ad- 
mir'd the manly Temper of Cleomenes, and inflam'd his 
zenerous Ambition. The ancient Leonidas (as Story 
Piich) being ask'd, What manner of Poet he thought 
" Tyrtzus reply'd, An excellent one to whet the Courages 
of Youth, for being fill'd with Fury by his Poems, 
they daringly ventur'd on any Danger: now the Stick 
Philoſophy is a dangerous Incentive to hot and fiery 
Diſpoſitions, but being mixt with a grave and cautious 
Temper, is very good to fix and ſettle the Reſolutions, 

Upon the Death of his Father Leonidas, he ſucceeded; 
andobſerving the Citizens of all Sorts to be debauch'd,the 
Rich neglecting the Publick, and intent on their own 
Gain and Pleaſure, and the Poor being crampt in ther 
private Fortunes, grown unactive, Cowards, and lu 
| c 
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dinable to the Spartan Infſtitetion and way of Breeding, 
that he had only the Name of King, and the Ephori 
the Power, was reſolv'd to change the preſent Poſture of 
Afﬀairs. He had a Friend whoſe Name was Xenares, his 
Lover, (ſuch an Affection the reer expreſs by the 
Word łαατπ ⁰ e /) him he ſounded, and of him he would 
commonly enquire, What manner of King Agis was, hy 
what Means, and by what Aſſiſtance he began and ptir- 
ſu'd his Deſigns. Xenaresat firft willingly comply'd with 
his Requeſt, and told him the whole Story, with all the 
cular Circumſtances of the Actions. But when he 
obſery'd Cleamenes to be extremely affected at the Relati- 
on, and more than ordinarily mov'd at 4gis's new Mo- 
del of the Government. and begging a Repetition of the 
Story, he at firſt, ſeverely chid him, told him he was 
frantick, an at laſt left off all ſort of Familiarity and 
Converſation with ham ; yet he never told any Man the 
Cauſe of their Diſagreement, but would only ſay, Cleo- 
menes knew very well. Cleomenes finding Xenares averſe 
to his Deſigns, and thinking all others to be of the tame 
Opinion, conſulted with none, but contriv'd the whole 
Bulinels by himſelf. And confidering that it would be 
eaſier to bring about an Alteration when the City was 
at War, than when in Peace, he engag'd the Common- 
wealth in a Quarrel with the Acbœans, who had given 
them fair Occaſions to complain : for Aratus, a Man of 
the greateſt Power amongſt all the Achæans, deſign'd 
from the very Beginning to bring all the Peloponneſrans 
into one common Body. And to effect this, he undertook 
many Expeditions, and ran thro' a long Courſe of Po- 
licy ; for he thought this the only Means to make them 
an equal Match for their foreign Enemies: All the reſt 
agreed to his Propoſals, only the Laced-emonians, the 
£/:22;, and as many of the Arcadians as inclin'd to the 
Fartan Intereſt, refus'd. Therefore as ſoon as Leonidas 
was dead, he fell upon the Arcadians, and waſted thoſe 
elpecially that border'd on Achaia ; by this Means de- 
honing to try the Inclinations of the Spartans, and de- 
ſpiſing Cloomenes as a Youth, and of no Experience in 
Afairs of State or War. Upon this the Ephori ſent 


Clromenes to ſurprize the Athenaum (dedicated to Mi. 


ner va) 


We Life of Cleomeness, 
eva] near Belhina, Which is a Paſs of Latenie, wy 
was then under the juriſdiction of the Megalopolitans. 
Cleomenes poſſeſt himſelf of the Place, and fortißed it; 
at which Action Aratus ſhew'd no publick Reſentment, 
but march'd by Night to ſurprize Tegea, and Orelone. 

»ium. The Deſign fail'd for thoſe that were to betray 
the Cities into his Hands, doubted the Succeſs : ſo atm 
retreated, imagining that his Deſign had been undiſco- 
vered: But Cleamenes wrote a jeering Letter to him, 
and deſired to know, as from a Friend, whither he in. 
«tended to march at Night? And Aratus anſwering. Tat 
having underſtood his Deſign to fortify Belbina, he re. 
ſolv'd to march thither to oppoſe him; Cleomenes re. 
turn'd, That he believ'd it, but defir'd him to give him 
an Account, if it ſtood with his Convenience, why he 
carry*d thoſe Torches and Ladders with him. 
Aratus laughing at the Jeer, and asking what manner 
ef Youth this was, Democrites, a Spartan Exile,reply'd, 
jou have amy Defigns upon the Lacedzmonians, begin 
I this young Eagl“ s Taloms are grown. Preſently after 
tis, Cleomenes being in Arcadia with a few Horſe, and 
300 Foot, the 72 fearing to engage in the Wa, 
commanded him home; but upon his Retreat, Aratu 
taking Caphue, they commiſſion'd him again. In this 
Expelition he took Methudri um, and ſpoil'd the Coun- 
try of the Argives : and the Achaians, to ſtop his Victo- 
ry, and ſecure their Friends, ſent 20000 Foot and 1000 
Horſe againſt him, under the Command of Arifome- 
.chus. Cleamenes fac'd them at Palantium, and offer'd Bat 
tle: But Aratus being daſh'd at his Bravery, would not 
ſuffer the General to engage, but retreated, being cur 
by the Achæans, and hooted at, and ſcorn'd by the Spar- 
tans, who were nat above 5000, for a Coward. Cit 
.2xenes encourag'd by this Succeſs, began to vaunt among 
3 8 a Sentence of one of their antient ing 
who ſaid, The Spartans ſaldom red how many thts 
Enemies were, but — they __ After this, march- 
ing to. the Aſſiſtance of the Eleaus, upon whem the 4. 
cbaians warr'd, and about Lyceum falling upon the Ene- 
my in their Retreat, he routed their whole Army, 
taking a great Number of Captivea, and 8 
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upon the place; ſo that it was commonly reported 
1 the Geeks, that M atu, was ſhin. But Aratus : 


the beſt Advantage of the Opportunity, pre- 


ently after the _— march*d' = 28 and "A 
+ Body: ſuſpected it;. took” the City, and put a 
— It. Upon this the ee be- 
as quite diſcouraged,”. and oppoſing Cleomenes's Deſign 
1 


carrying on the War, be was eager to ſend for Archi 


James, . Agis's Brother, from Meſena, for he of the o- 
ther Family had a Right to the Kingdom; and beſide, 
Clomenet thought that the Power of the Ephori would 
be abated, when the Kingly State was fill'd up; and 
equally poiſed between the two Families. But thoſe - 


that were concern'd in the Murder of Apis, underſtand- - 
ing the. Deſign, and fearing that upon Arthidamu;s's 
Return they ſhould be call'd to an Account, receiv'd 
kim coming privately into Town, waited on him, and 
tly after murder*d him; but whether Cleamenes was 
againſt it, (as Phy/archus imagines) or whether he was 
perſuaded by his Friends, and wink'd at the Contrivance, 
ij uncertain; however, they were moſt blam' d, fas ha- 
ng forc'd his Conſent. But he ſtill reſolving to new- - 
the State, brib'd' the Ephors to make him General: 
and won the Affections of many others by means of his 
Mother Crateficlea, who ſpared no Coſt, and was very 
zealous to promote the ſame Intereſt; and .tho” of her 
elf ſhe had no Inclination te marry, yet for her Son's - 
lake, ſhe wedded one of the chiefeſt Citizens for Wealth 
and Power. Cleomenes marching forth with the Army 
— under his * 0 Leuctra, * | 
aging to Megalopolis ; © Acheans qui facing 
kim with a god Body of Men — by NS ; 
ua Battle under the very Walls of the City, ſome Part of 
his Army was routed, but 4ratus. commanding the A- - 
cans not to paſs a deep Hollow, and ſtopping the Pur- 
ut, Lydiadas the Megalbpolitan fretting at the Orders, 
meouraging the Horſe which he led, and purſuing the 
rned Enemy, fell into a Place full of Vines, Hedges 
ad Ditches ; and being forc'd to break his Ranks, was 
pat into a great Diſorder, Cleomenes obſerving the Ad- 
'ntage, commanded the Tarentines and Cretans to en- 


Sage 
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e him, by whom, after a brave Diſpute, 
— and Hain. The Lacedemoniaens > pw, 
rag'd, with a t Shout fell upon the Achzan;,and 
routed their whole Army. Of the Slain, which were 
very many, ſome Cleomenes deliver'd upon Articles, but 
the Body of Lydiadas he commanded to be brought tg 
him; and then putting on it a purple Robe, and a Crown 
upon its Head, ſent a Convoy with it to the Gates of 
Megalapolis. This Lydiadas was the Man that reſign'd his 
Crown, reſtor'd Liberty to the Citizens, and join'd the 

City to the Achæan Intereſt. Cleomenes being very much 
raiſed by this Succeſs; and perſuaded, that if Matters 
were wholly at his Diſpoſal, he ſhould quickly be too 
hard for the Achzans ; he taught Megi/ones his Mothers 
Husband, that *twas expedient for the State to ſhake off 
the Power of the Ephori, and to put all their Wealth in- 
to one common Stock for the whole Not 3 that Sparta 
being reſtor d to its old Equality, might be rais'd up to 
be Miſtreſs of all Greece. Magiſlones liked the Deſign, 
and engaged two or three more of his Friends. About 
that time one of the Zphori ſleeping in Paſiphar's Tem- 
le, dream'd a very ſurprizing Dream; tor he thought 
e ſaw the four Chairs removed out of the Place where 
the Ephori uſed to fit and hear Cauſes, and one only ſet 
there; and whilſt he wondred, he heard a Voice out of 
the Temple, ſaying, This is beſt for Sparta. The Per. 
ſon telling Cleomenes this Dream, he was a little trou- 
bled at firſt, fearing that he us'd this as a Trick to ſiſt 
him, upon ſome Suſpicion of his Deſign : but when he 
was fatisfy'd that the Relater ſpoke Truth, he took 
Heart again ; and taking with him thoſe whom he 
thought would be againit his Model, he took Eren 
and Alea, two Cities of the Achæaus, furniſt'd 
 Orchomenium with Proviſions, beſieg'd Mantiuæa; and 
with long Marches ſo haraſs'd the. Lacedzmonian, 


that many of them defir'd to be left in Arcadia; and A. 
he ſatisfied their requeſt. With the Mercenaries he 
marched to Sparta, and by the way communicated his A 


Deſign to thoſe whom he thought fitteſt for his Pur- 
poſe, and march'd ſlowly that he might catch the Epyzri 


at Supper. When he was come near the City, be 
| _ 
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ſent Farycleidas to the Su/itium, | the eating Place of the 
Fpbori, under pretence of carrying ſome Meſſage from 
Im from the Army; Threicion, Phebis, and two of thoſe 
ho were bred with Cleomenes, whom they call Samo- 
Lace, follow'd with a few Soldiers: and whilſl Exry- 
lida- was delivering his Meſſage to the Ephori,they ran 
pon them with their drawn Swords, and ſlew them. Aze- 
ys as ſoon as he was run thro, fell, and lay as * 
hut in a little Time he roſe, ſilently convey' d himſelf 
wt of the Room, and crept undiſcovered into a little 
ouſe, which was the Temple of Fear, and which al- 
ys us'd to be ſhut, but was then by chance open ; be- 
xg got in, he ſhut the Door, and lay cloſe : the other 
our were kill'd, and above ten more that came to their 
fiance t to thoſe that were quiet, they did no harm, 
lopt none that fled the City, and ſpar'd Ageſilaus, who 
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nanthave not only Temples dedicated to Fear, but alſo 
o Death. Laughter, and the lilke Paſſions: Now they 
xorſhip Fear, not as they do thole Deities which they 
head, eſteeming it hurtful, but thinking their Policy 
s chiefly kept up by Law 3 and therefore the Epbori 
driflotle is my Author) when they enter upon their 
overnment, make Proclamation to the People, that they 
ould Thave their Whiſkers, and be obedient to the 
ws, that they might not be forc'd to be ſevere, uſing 
bus trivial Particular (in my Opinion) to accuſtom their 
outh to Obedience even in the {ſmalleſt Matters. And 
be Ancients, I think, did not imagine Fortitude to be 
an Fearleſneſs, but a cautious Fear of Infamy and 
Dilgrace : for thoſe that ſhew moſt Fear towards the 
ws, are moſt bold againſt their Enemies: and thoſe. 
re leaſt afraid of any Danger, who are moſt afraid of 
Juſt Reproach. Therefore he ſaid well; 


A Reverence till attends on Fear. 
And Homer, © 


Fear d you ſhall be, dear Uncie, and rewer d. 
And again, 14 | 
Is Silence fearing thoſe that bore the Sway. 
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ame out of the Temple the next Day. The Lacedæ mo- 
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For *tis very commonly ſeen, that Men reverence 
whom they fear; and therefore the Lacedemonian; — 
the Temple of Fear by the Suſitium of the Ephori, N. 
ving Tais'd their Power to almoſt abſolute M onarchy 

he next Day Cleomenes profcrib'd eighty of the Citi. 
zens, whom he thought neceſſary - to-baniſh, and remo. 
ved all the Seats of the Ephori except one, in which he 
himſelf deſign'd to fit, and hear Cauſes; and call 
the Citizens together, he made an Apo for his Pro- 
ceedings, ſaying, That by Lycurgus the Senate wat 
join'd to the Kings, and that that Model of Goyem- 
ment had continued a long time, and needed no other for; Mt 
of Magiſtrates to give it Perfection. But afterward in 
the long War with the Meſenians, when the Kings be- 
ing to command the Army, had no Time to attend civil WM « 
} 
I 


Cauſes, they choſe ſome of their Friends, and left them 
to determine the Suits of the Citizens in their” ſtead, 
Theſe were call'd Bphori, and at firft behav'd themſelves t 
as Servants to the Kings, bur aftet ward by degrees they il 1 
appropriated the Power to themſelves, and ereted a Ml / 
diftmet fort of Magiſtracy. An Evidence of the Truth F 
of this may be taken from the uſual Behaviour of the W 
Kings, who upon the firſt and ſecond Meſſage of the v 
Ehori, refuſe to go, but upon the third y attend Wl ex 
them: And Aferopns, the firft that rais'd the Epbrri WM fo 
to that height of Power, liv'd a many Years after WM {:t 
their Inſtitution 3 therefore whilſt they modeſtly con- be 
tain'd themſelves within their own proper Sphere, rei 
*twas better to bear with them than to make a Di. 
ſturbance. But that an upſtart. introduc'd - Power 
ſhould ſo far deſtroy the old Model of Government, 
as to baniſh ſome Kings, murder others without bear- 
ing their Deſence, and threaten thoſe who deſir d to 


ſee the beſt and moſt divine Conſtitution reſtor'd mW rs 
Sparta, was inſufferable. Therefore if it had been Wa 
poſſible for him without Bloodſhed, to have freed La i, 
demon from thoſe foreign Plagues, Luxury, Vanity, ¶ cnc 
Debts andUſury, and from thoſe more antient Evils, Fo- w 
verty and Riches, he. ſhould have thought himſelf the BW c. 
happieſt King in the World, having, like an expert Ply: * 


Acian, cur'd the Diſeaſes of his Country without 7 In 


s Fw 


0 ov 0 — 


RN rr reed ee e. nner 


1 


The Life of Cleomenes. 


But now in this Neceſſity Lycurgus's Example favour'd 
his Proceedings, who being neither King, nor Magi- 
rate, but a private Man, and aiming at the Kingdom, 
came arm'd into the Market-place, and for fear of the Kin 
Carileas, fled to the Altar: But he being a 3 Man, an 
« Lover of his Country, readily conſented to Lycurgus's 
project, and admitted an Alteration in the State. Thus 
by his own Actions Lycurgus ſhow'd, That it was diffi- 
eult to correct the Government without Force and Fear: 
in uſing which, he ſaid, he wou'd be ſo moderate, as ne- 
rer to gelire their Aſſiſtance, but either to terrify or ruin 
the Enemies of Sparta's Happineſs and Safety. He com- 
manded that all the Land ſhould be left in common, and 
private Claims laid aſide: That Debtors ſhould be diſ- 
charg d of their Debts, and a ſtrict Search made, who 
were Foreigners, and who not: That the true Spartans 
recovering the r Courage, might defend the City by 
their Arms, and that we may no longer ſee Laconia, for 
want of a ſufficient Number to ſecure it, waſted by the 
Etilians and [/lyrians. Then he himſelf firſt, with his 
Father-in-Law Megiſtones, and his Friends brought all their 
Wealth into one publick Stock, and all the other Citi- 
rens follow'd the Example: The Land was divided, and 
every one that he had baniſh'd, had a Share aſſign'd him; 
for he promis'd to reſtore all, as ſoon as Things were 
ſettled and in quiet; and compleating the common num- 
ber of Citizens, out of the beſt and moſt agreeable of the 
neighbouring Inhabitants, he rais'd a Body of four thou- 
land Men, and inſtead of a Spear, taught them to uſe a 
dariſa (a long Pike) with both Hands, and to carry their 
dlelds by a String faſtned round their Arms, and not by 
a Handle, as before. After this-he began to conſult about 
the exerciſing and breeding of the Youth, (many Particu- 
ar of which, Sph@rus, being then at Sparta, directed) and 
na ſhort Time the Schools of Exerciſe, and their S/- 
ftia, (common eating Places) recover'd their antient De- 
cency and Order, a few out of Neceſſity, but the moſt 
rluntarily applying themſelves to that generous and La- 
enck way of Living. Beſides, that the Name of Mo- 
auch might give them no Jealouſy, he made Eucleidas, 
You, VI. M | bis 
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kis Brother, Partner in the Throne; and that was the On! 

time that Sparta had two Kings of the ſame Family, 
Then underſtanding that the Achæans and Araty; 3 
gin'd that this Change had difturb'd and ſhaken his Affair 

and that he would not venture out of Sparta, and leave the 
City now unſettled by ſo great an Alteration, he thought 
it great and ſerviceable to his Deſigns, to convince his 
Enemies that he was eagerly defirous of a War: And 
therefore making an Incurſion into the Territories of 
Alcgalopolis, he waſted the Country very much, and got 
a conſiderable Booty. And at laſt taking thoſe that us d 
to act in the publick Solemnities travelling from Meſena, 
and building a Theatre in the Enemies Country, and ſet- 
ting a Prize of 40 J. value, he ſat Spectator a whole Day; 
not that he either deſir'd or needed ſuch a Divertiſement, 
but as it were inſulting o'er his Enemies, and that by thus 
manifeſtly deſpiſing them, he might ſhow that he had 
more than conquer d the Achæans: For that alone of all 
the Greek or Kings Armies had no Stage- players, no Jug- 
glers, no dancing or ſinging Women attending it, but 
was free from all ſorts of Looſeneſs, Wantonneſs and Fop- 
pery ; the young Men being for the moſt part upon Duty, 
and the old Men teaching them at leiſure time to apply 
themſelves to their uſual Drollery, and to rally one ano- 
ther facetiouſly after the Laconick Faſhion ; the Advan- 
tages of which I have diſcoyer'd in the Life of Lycargur, 
He himſelf inſtructed all by his Example: He was a living 
Pattern of Temperance before every Body's Eyes, and 

his Courſe of living was neither more ſtately nor more ex- 

penſive than any of the Commons. And this was a con- 
{iderable Advantage to him in his Deſigns on Greece; for 
Men when they waited upon other Kings, did not fo 
much admire their Wealth, coſtly Furniture, and nume- 

rovs Attendance, as they hated their Pride and State, 

their difficulty of Acceſs, and ſcornful commanding An- 

ſwers to their Petitions. But when they came to 
Cleomenes, who was both really a King, and bore that 
Title, and ſaw no Purple, no Robes of State upon 
him, no Chairs and Couches about him for his Eale, 


and that he did not receive Petitions, and return Auſven 
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after a 10ng Delay, by a Number of Meſſengers, Wai- 
ters, or by Bills, but that he roſe and came forward to 
meet thoſe that came to wait upon him, ſtaid, talk'd free- 
y and graciouſly with all that had Buſineſs, they were 
extremely taken, won to his Service, and profeſs'd that he 
alone was the true Son of Hercules. His cgmmon every 
Day's Meal was in a mean Room, very ſparing, and at- 
ter the Laconic Manner; and when he entertain'd Am- 
baſſadors or Strangers, two more Beds were added, and a 
little better Dinner provided by his Servants; but no 
Fricafies, no Dainties, only the Diſhes were larger, and 
the Wine more plentiful ; for he reprov'd one of his Friends 
for entertaining ſome Strangers with nothing but Pulſe and 
black Broth, ſuch Diet as they uſually had in their Phi- 
fitia, ſaying, that upon ſuch Occafions, and when they 
treat Strangers, twas not requiſite to be too exact Laco- 
nian. After Supper, a Stand was brought in with a braſs 
Veſſel full of Wine, two filver Pots, which held almoſt 
a Quart a piece, a few ſilver Cups, of which he that 
pleas'd might drink, but no Liquor was forc'd on any 
of the Gueſts. There was no Muiick, nor was any re- 
quir'd ; for he entertain'd the Company, ſometimes ask- 
ing Queſtions, ſometimes telling Stories: And his Dis- 
courſe was neither too grave, and unpleaſantly ſerious, 
nor vain and abuſive, but merrily facetious: for he 
tiought thoſe Ways of catching Men by Gifts and Pre- 
ſents, which other Kings uſe, to be mean and inartiſicial, 
and it ſeem'd to him to be the moſt glorious Method, 
and moſt ſuitable to a King, to win the Affections of 
thoſe that came near him, by pleaſant Diſcourſe, and un- 
affected Converſation : for a Friend and Viercenary differ 
only in this, that the one is made by Converſation and 
Apreeableneſs of Humour, and the other by Reward. 
The Mantinæans were the firſt that obliged him; for get- 
ing by Night into the City, and driving out the {char 
Garriſon, they put themſelves under his Protection: he 
reſtor'd them their Polity and Laws, and the ſame Day 
march'd to Tegea ; and a little while after fetching a Com- 
pals thro* Arcadia, he made a Deſcent upon Phers in 
Achaia, intending to force rats to a Battel, or bing 
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him into Diſrepute, for refuſing to engage, and ſufferi 

him to waſte the Country. Hyperbatus at that time . 
manded the Army, but Aratus had all the Power amongſt 
the Achæans. The Acheans marching forth with their 
whole Strength, and incamping in Dume#, about He. 
tombæum, Clumenes came up, and thinking it not adviſa. 
ble te pitch between Dume#, a City of the Enemies, and 
the Camp of the Achæ ans, he boldly dar'd the 4chzay; 

and forc'd them to a Battel ; and routing the Phalanx, 
{lew a great many in the Fight, and took many Priſo- 
ners; thence marching to Lagon, and driving out the 4- 
chæan Garriſon, he reſtor'd the Cityto the Elzars. The 
Affairs of the Achzans being in this deſperate Condition, 
Aratus, who was wont to continue in his Government 
above a Year, refus'd the Command, tho? they entreated 
and urged him to accept it ; and this was ill done, when 
the Storm was high, to put the Power out of his own 
Hands, and ſet another to the Helm. Cleomenes at firſt 
propos'd fair and eaſy Conditions by his Ambaſſadors to 
the Achæans; but afterwards he ſent others, and requir d 
the chief Command to be ſettled upon him ; and in other 
Matters he promis'd to apes to reaſonable Terms, and to 
reſtore their Captives and their Country. The Acheans 
were willing to come to an Agreement upon thoſe Terms, 
and invited Cleomenes to Lerna, where an Aſſembly was 
to be held; but it hapned that Cleomenes haſtily march- 
ing on, and unſeaſonably drinking Water, brought up 
abundance of Blood, and loſt his Voice : therefore being 
unable to continue his March, he ſent the chiefeſt of 
the Captives to the Acbhæant, and putting of the Meet. 
ing for ſome time, retir'd to Lacedæ mon. This ruined 
the Aﬀairs of Greece, which was juſt then ready to re- 

cover it ſelf out of its Diſaſters, and avoid the Inſulting 
and Covetouſneſs of the Macedonians : for Aratus, whe- 

ther fearing or diſtruſting Cleomencs, or envying his un- 

look'd-for Succeſs, or thinking it a Diſgrace for him 
who had commanded 33 Years, to have a young Man 
ſucceed to all his Glory and his Power, and be Headot 
that Government which he had been raifing and ſettling 


{o many Years ; he firſt endeayour'd to keep the A 
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from cloſing with Cleomenes; but when they would not 
hearken , fearing Cleomenes's daring Spirit, and 
thinking the Laced&monians Propoſals to be very reaſona- 
ble, who deſign'd only to reduce Pe/oporne/us to its old 
Model, he took his laſt Refuge, in an Action which was 
unbecoming any of the Greeks, moſt diſhonourable to him, 
and moſt unworthy his former Bravery and Exploits : for 
he call'd Antigonus into Greece, and fill'd Pelaponneſus with 
Macedonians, whom he himſelf, when a Youth, havin 
beaten their Garriſon out of the Caſtle of Corinth, ha 
driven from the ſame Country] beſide he declar'd him- 
ſelf an Enemy to all Kings, and hath left many diſhonoura- 
ble Stories of this ſame Antigonus, in thoſe Commenta- 
ries which he wrote. And tho he declares that he ſuffer d 
conſiderable Loſſes, and underwent great Dangers, that 
he might free Athens from the Power of the Macedonians, 

terward he brought the very ſame Men arm'd into 
his own Country, and his own Houſe, even to the Wo- 
mens Apartment. He would not endure, that one of the 
Family of Hercules, and King of Sparta,and one that had 
reform'd the Polity of his Country, as it were a diſor- 
der d Harmony, and tun'd it to the plain Dorick Meaſure 
of Lycurgus, to be ſtil'd, Head of the Tricceans and Si- 
ejonians 3 and whilſt he fled the Pulſe and ſhort Coat, 
and, which were his chief Accuſations againſt Cleomenes, 
the Extirpation of Wealth, and Reformation of Poverty, 
he baſely ſubjected himſelf, together with Ach ea, to the 
Diadem and Purple, to the imperious Commands of 
the Macedonians and their Satrape. That he might not 
ſeem to be under Cleomenes, he ſacrific'd the Antigenea, 
(Sacrifices in Honour of Antigonus) and ſung Pæans him- 
ſelf with a Garland on his Head, to the Honour of a rot- 
ten, conſumptive Macedonian. 

I write this not out of any Deſign to diſgrace Aratus, 
(for in many Things he ſhew'd himſelf vigorous for the 
Grecian Intereſt, and a great Man) but out of Pity to the 
Weakneſs of Human Nature, which, in ſuch a Perſon ſo 
excellent, and ſo many ways diſpoſed to Virtue, cannot 
aftain to a State irreprehenſible. The Acheans meeting 
again at Argos, and Clerongerrss 22 from Tegea, there 
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were great Hopes that all Differences would be composed 
But Hratus (Antigonus and he having already agreed apa 
the chief Articles of their League) fearing that Cl:omege; 
would carry all before him, and either win, or force the 
Multitude to comply with his Demands, propos'd tha: 
having three hundred Hoſtages put into his Hands, he 
mould come alone into the Town, or bring his Army to 
the Place of Exerciſe, call'd Cillarabion, without the City 
and treat there. : 
Cleomenes hearing this, faid, that he was unjuſtly 
dealt with; for they ought to have told him fo plainly at 
Erft, and not now he was come even to their Doors, ſhow 
their Jealouſy, and deny him Admiſſion: and writing an 
Epiſtle to the Achæans about the fame Subject, the 
greateſt Fart of which was an Accufation of Araty; 
and Aratus, on the other fide, ripping up his Faul:s 
to the Aſſembly, he haſtily diſlodg'd, and ſent a 
Trumpeter to denounce War againſt the Achæant, but 
not to Argos, but to Ægium, as Aratns delivers, that he 
might not give them Notice enough to make Proviſion 
for their Defence. Upon this, the Achæans were 
mightily difturb'd, the common People expecting a 
Diviſion of the Land, and a Releaſe from their Debts ; 
and the chief Men being on many Accounts diſpleasd 
with Lrotus, and ſome angry and at odds with him, 
as the Occaſion of the Macedonians Deſcent on Peli 
ponneſus. Encourag'd by theſe Miſunderſtandings, Ca. 
menes invades Achæa; and firſt teok Pellene by Surprize 
and beat out the Achzan Gariſon; and afterwards 
brought over Pheneon and Pentelzon to his Side, Now 
the Achæans ſuſpecting ſome treacherous Deſigns at C-. 
rinth and Sicyon, ſent their Horſe and Mercenaries out of 
Argos to have an Eye upon thoſe Cities ; and they 
. themſelves went to Argos to celebrate the Nemean 
Games. Cleomenes advertis'd of this March, and 
hoping (as itafterward fell out) that upon an unexpected 
Advance to the City now- buſy'd in the Solemnity of the 
Games, and throng'd with numerous Spectators, he ſhould 
raiſea conſiderable Terror and Confuſion amongſt them; 
by Night he march'd with his Army to the Walls, and 


taking the Quarter of the Town call'd Apis, which lis 
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above the Theatre, a Place well fortify*d, and hard to be 
approach'd, he ſo terrify d them, that none offer'd to re- 
falt, but agreed to accept a Garriſon, to give twenty Ci- 
tizens for Hoſtages, and to aſſiſt the Lacedemonians, and 
that he ſhould have the chief Command. This Action 
confiderably encreas'd his Reputation, and his Power; 
for the antient Spartan Kings, tho' they many ways en- 
deavour'd to effect it, could never bring 4-g95 to be ſted- 
fiſtly and ſincerely theirs. And Pyribus, a moſt expe- 
rienc'd Captain, and brave Soldier, tho' he enter'd the. 
City by Force, could not keep Poſſeſſion, but was ſlain 
him{elf with a conſiderable Part of his Army: There- 
fore they admir'd the Diſpatch and Contrivance of Cleo- 
nenes; and thoſe that before derided him for faying that 
he imitated Solon and Lycurgus in releaſing the People 
from their Debts, and in equally dividing the Wealth 
of the Citizens, were now perſuaded that he was the 
Cauſe of the deſirable Alterations in the Spartan Com- 
mor- vealth: For before they were very low in the World, 
and ſo unable to ſecure their own, that the Aftolians 
invading Laconia, brought away fifty thouſand Slaves; 
(ſo that one of the elder Spartans is reported to have 
ſaid, that hey had done Laconia a Kindneſs by unbur- 
dering it) and yet a little while after applying them- 
ſelves to their own. Cuſtoms, and antient Inititution, 
they gave notable Inſtances of Courage and Obedience, 
as if they had been under the Eye of Lycurgus himſelf ; 
and quickly rais'd Sparta to be Head of all Greece, and 
recover'd Peloponnejus to themſelves. Whilſt Argos was 
taken, and Cleonæ and Philius fided with Cleomenes, 
Aratus was at Corinth ſearching after ſome, who were 
reported to favour the Spartan Intereſt. The News 
being brought to him, diſturb'd him very much; for he 
perceivd the City inclining to Cleomenes, and the 
Acheans willing to be at Eaſe; therefore he call'd 
all the Citizens into the common Hall, and, as it were 
undeſignedly retreating to the Gate, he mounted his 
Horſe that ſtood ready there, and fled to Sion; and the 
Corinthians made ſuch haſte to Cleomenes at Argos, that 
(2s Aratus ſays) ſtriving who ſhould be firſt there they 
ſpoil'd all their Horſes ; and Cleomenes was very an- 
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gry with the Corinthians for letting Aratus eſcape: And 
Megiftones came from Cleomenes to him, defiring him to 
deliver up the Caſtle of Corinth, which was then garri- 
ſon'd by the Achæans, and offer'd him a conſiderable Sum 
of Money; and that he anſwer'd, that Matters avere wy 
now in his Power, but he in theirs. Thus Aratus him. 
(elf writes. But Cleomenes marching from Argos, and 
taking in the Trazenians, Epidaurians, and Hermionean,, 
came to Corinth, and block'd up the Caſtle which the 4. 
chæans would not ſurrender; and ſending for A4atu;' 
Friends and Stewards, committed his Houſe and Eſtate 
to their Care and Management; and ſent Tritimallus the 
Meſſenian to him a ſecond time, deſiring that the Caſtle 
might be equally garriſon'd by the Spartans and 4chzan, 
and promiſing to Aratus himſelf double the Penſion that 
he receiv'd from King Ptolemy : But Aratus refuſing the 
Conditions, and ſending his ewn Son with other Hoſta 
to Antigonus, and perſuading the Achæans to make a De- 
cree for delivering the Caſtle into Antigonus's Hands, 
Cleomenes invaded the Territory of the Sicyonians, and 
by a Decree of the Corinthians, ſeiz d on all Aratur's 
Eſtate. In the mean time Antigonus, with a great Army, 
paſs'd Gerania, and Cleomenes thinking it mere adviſea- 
ble to fortify and garriſon, not the 7#hmus, but the 
Mountains call'd Onia, and by a long Siege and Skir. 
miſhes to weary the Macedonian, than to venture a ſet 
Battle, put his Deſign in Execution, which very much 
diftreſnd Aztigonus : for he had not brought Victuals 
ſufficient for his Army ; nor was it eaſy to force a Way 
thro', whilſt Cleomenes guarded the Paſs. He attempted 
by Night to paſs thro' Lecheum, but fail'd, and loſt 
ſome Men ; ſo that Cleomenes and his Army were 
mightily encourag'd, and ſo fluſht with the Victory, that 
they went merrily to Supper; and Antigonus was very 
much dejected, being reduc'd to thoſe miſerable Straits. 
At laſt he deſign'd to march to the Promontory Her um, 
and thence tranſport his Army in Boats to S:cyon, which 
would take up a great deal of time,and be very charge- 
able. The ſame time about Evening ſome of 4ratus's 
Friends came from Argos by Sea, invited him to re- 
turn, for the Argives would revolt from _—_— 2 
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riforle was the Man that wrought the Revolt, and he 
had no hard Task to perſuade the common People ; for 
they were all angry with Cleomenes for not releaſing 
them from their Debts as they expected. Upon this Ad- 
vertiſement Aratus with fifteen hundred of Antigonus s 
Soldiers ſail'd to Epidaurus; but Ariſfetlè not ſtaying for 
his coming, drew out the Citizens. and fought againit 
the Garriſon of the Caſtle; and Timoxenus with the 4 
cheans from Sicyon, came to his Aſſiſtance. Cleomenes 
heard the News about the ſecond Watch of the Night, 
and ſending for Megiflones, angrily commanded him to 
go and ſet Things right at Argos. This Megi/fores was 
the Man who paſs'd his Word for the _— Loyalty, 
and perſuaded him not to baniſh the Suſpected. This 


Magiſlones he diſpatch'd with two thouſand Soldiers, and 


oblery'd Antigonus himſelf, aud encouraged the Corix- 
thians, pretending that there was 555 great Matter in 
the Stirs at Argos, but only a little Diſturbance rais'd by 
a few inconſiderable Perſons. But when Meg:flones, en- 
tering Argos, was ſlain, and the Garriſon could ſcarce 
hold out, and frequent Meſſengers came to Cleomenes for 
Succours, he fearing leſt the Enemy having taken Argos, 
ſhould ſhut up the Paſſes, and ſecurely waſte Laconia, and 
beliege Sparta it ſelf, which he had left without Forces ; 
he diſlodg'd from Corinth,and preſently loſt that City; 
for Antigonus entred it, and garriſoned the Town. He 
turn'd aſide from his direct March, and aſſaulting the 
Wall of Argos, endeavour'd to break in; and having 
clear d a Way under the Quarter call'd Ape, he join'd 
the Garriſon which till held out againſt the Achæant ; 
ſome Parts of the City he ſcal'd, and took, and his Cre- 
tan Archers clea r'd the Streets. But when he ſaw Artigo- 


xs with his Phalanx deſcending from the Mountains int? 


the Plain, and the Horſe on all Sides entring the City, 
he thought it impoſſible to maintain his Poſt, and there 
fore with all his Men made a fafe Retreat behind the 
Wall: having in a ſhort time rais'd himſelf to a conſide- 
nble Height, and in one March made himſelf Maſter 
of almoſt all Peloponne/us, and loſt all again in as ſhort a 
ume: For ſome of his Allies preſently forſook him, 
and others not long after put rhemſelves under Antigo- 
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The Life of Cleomenes, 
es's Protection. His Army thus defeated, as he ua: 
leading back the Relicks of his Forces, ſome from La 
cedæ mon met him in the Evening at Tegea, and brought 
him News of as great a Misfortune as that which he 
had lately ſuffer'd, and. that was the Death of his Wife 
whom he doted on ſo much, that when he was mog 
proſperous, he would ever now and then make a ſtep to 
Saria to viſit his beloved Ægiatis. 

This News afflicted him extreamly, and he griey'd,a; 
a young Man would do for the loſs of a very beautiful 
and excellent Wife; yet his Paſſion did not debaſe the 

reatneſs of his Mind, but Keeping his uſual Voice, his 
"ce, and his Habit, he gave neceſlary Orders 

to his Captains, and took care to ſecure the Tegan 
The next day he retir'd to Sparta, and having at home 
with his Mother and Children bewail'd the fob, and 
f niſn'd his Mourning, he preſently appear'd about the 
publick Affairs of the State. Now Ptolemy, the King of 
. £gypt,. promis'd him Aſſiſtance, but demanded his 
Mother and Children for Hoſtages : this for ſome con- 
ſiderable time he was aſham'd to diſcover to his Mother; 
and tho* he often went to her on purpoſe, and was juſt 
upon the Diſcourie, yet {till refrain'd, and kept it to 
himſelf: fo that ſhe began to ſuſpe&t ſomewhat, and 
ask'd his Friends, whether Cleomenes had ſomewhat to 
tay to her, which he was afraid to ſpeak ? At laſt Clan. 
menes venturing to tell her, ſhe laugh'd heartily, and ſaid, 
Vas this the thing that you had often a mind to tell me, ai 
awas afraid? Why do not you put me on Shipboard, aud end 
this Carcaſs where it may be moſt ſerviceable to Sparta, 
before Age waſtes it unprofitably here? Therefore all thing 
being provided for the Voyage, they went to Tænarus 0 
. Taot, and the Army waited on them. Crate/iclea, whe 
ſhe was ready to go on Board, took Cleomenes aſide into 
. Neptune's Temple, and embracing him who was ve} 
much dejected, and extremely diſcompos'd, ſhe faidthws, 

| Go to, King of Sparta; when we are without dur, li 
none ſee us weep, or ſbow any Paſſion below the Hemi 
end Nignity of Sparta; for that alone is in our Fi 
Poxwer 3 as for Succeſs or Diſappointments, tho/ wa! © 


1 as the Deity decrees, Having aid thus, and corhpes dhe 
Ouz- 
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Countenance, ſhe went to the Ship with her little Grand- 
ſon, and bad the Pilot put preſently out to Sea. When 
the came to Egypt, and underſtood that Ptolemy entertain'd 
Propoſals and Overtures of Peace from Antigonus, and 
that Cleomenes, tho the Achæans invited and urg'd him 
to an Agreement, was afraid, for her ſake, to come to 
any, without Ptolemy*'s Conſent, ſhe wrote to him, ad- 
viling him to do that which was moſt becoming and 
moſt profitable for Sparta, and not for the ſake of an old 
Woman and a little Child, always ſtand in fear of Pzole- 
my : this Character ſhe maintain'd in her 'Misfortunes.- 
Antigonus having taken Tegea, and plunder'd Orchome- 
num and Mantinæa, Cleomenes was ſhut up within the 
narrow Bounds of Laconia, and made ſuch of the Heilots 
as could pay five Attic& Pounds, free of Sparta, and by 
that means-got together 500 Talents: and arming 2000 
after the Macedonian Faſhion, that he might make a 
Body fit to oppoſe Antigonus's Leucaſpidæ (white Shields) 
he uncertook a very ſurprizing Enterprize. Megalopolis 
was at that time a City of it 2 as big and as powerful 
as Sparta, and had the Forces of the Achæans and An- 
tizonus encamping on its ſides; and it was chiefly the 
Megalpolitans dowg, that Antigonus was call'd in to aſſiſt 
the Achæans. Cleomenes having a Deſign upon this 
City, (no Action was ever more ſudden and more un- 
expected) order'd his Men to take five Days Proviſion, 
and fo march'd to Sellaſa, as if he intended to ſpoil the 
Country of the .{rgives; but from thence making a 
Deſcent into the Territories of Megabpolis, and reireſh- 
ing his Army about Rhetium, he march'd through Heli- 
cn, directly to the City. When he was not far off the 
Tovn, he ſent Panthers with two Regiments to ſutprize 
the Meſepyrgion, (the Quarter between the two Towers) 
Which he underſtood to be the moſt unguarded Quarter- 
of the Megalopelitans Fortifications ; and with the reſt 
of his Forces he fo!low'd leifurely. Paxtheus not only 
ſurpriz d that Place, but finding a great part of the Wall 
without Guards, he pull'd down ſome Places and denro- 
Lb. others, and kill'd all the Defenders that he found. 
WIE he was thus buſied, Cleomenes came up to him, 

and 
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and was got with his Army within the City, before 
Meg 1 knew of the Surprize: At 10. as — 
it was diſcover'd, ſome left the Town immediately, taki 
with them what Money they had ready; ſome arm 
and engag'd the Enemy; and tho' they were not able 
to beat them out, yet they gave their Citizens time and 
opportunity ſafely to retire : ſo that there were not aboye 
1000 Perſons left in the Town, all the reſt flying with 
their Wives and Children, and eſcaping to M-//:na. A 
great number of thoſe that arm'd and fought the Enemy, 
were ſav'd, aad very few taken, amongſt whom were 
Lyſandridas and Thearidas, two Men of great Power 
and Reputation amongſt the Megalopolitans; and there. 
fore the Soldiers, as ſoon as they were taken, brought 
them to Cleomenes : And Lyſandridas, as foon as he = 
Cleomenes afar off, cry*d out: Now, King of Sparta, it in 
your Power by doing a moſt kingly and braver Action than 
you have already perform d, to purchaſe a conſiderable 
Glory. And Cleomenes gueſſing at his Meaning, reply'd, 
What do you ſay, Lyſandridas? ſure you will not adviſe me 
to reftore your City to you again? *Tis that which I mean; 
Lyſanaridas reply'd, and I adviſe you not to ruin ſo brave 
4 City, but to fill it with faithful and fledfaft Friends and 
Allies, by refloring their Country to the Megalopolitans, 
and being the Saviour of fo r a People. Cleome- 
nes paus'd a while, and then ſaid, Tis very hard to triff 
fo far inttheſe Matters; but with us Jet Profit akuays 
yield to Glory Having ſaid this, he ſent the two Men 
to Meſſena with a Trumpeter from himſelf, offering the 
Megalbpolitans their City again, if they would forſake 
the Achean Intereſt, and be on his Side. Tho' Clone 
nes made theſe kind and obliging Propoſals, yet Phillpæ- 
men would not ſuffer them to break their League with 
the Acheans ; and accuſing Cleomenes to the People, 2s 
if his Deſign was not to reſtore the City, but to take the 
Citizens toc, he ford Thearidas and Ly/andridas to 
leave Meſena. 
This was that Philopemen, who was afterward Chief of 
the Aabæans, and a Man of the greateſt Reputation a- 
mongſt the Greeks, as I have made it apf ear in his - 
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Lie, This News coming to Cleomenet, tho he had bes 
fore taken ſuch ftrift Care that the City ſhould not be 
ander'd, yet then being in a Fury, and put out of all 
atience, he rifled them of all their Coin, Plate and Je- 
wels, and ſent their Statues and Pictures to Sparta; and 
demoliſking a great part of the City, he march'd away 
for fear of Antigonus and the Achæans; but they never 
firr'd, for they were in ÆAgęium, at a Council of War. 
Aratus mounted the Deſk, wept a long while, and held 
his Mantle before his Face ; and at laſt, the Company 
being amaz'd, and commanding him to ſpeak, he ſaid, 
Megalepolis is rnin d by Cleomenes. The Aſſembly was 
preſently diſſolv'd ; the Achæans being extremely ſur- 
priz'd at the ſuddenneſs and greatneſs of the Loſs; and 
Antigonus intending to ſend ſpeedy Succours, when he 
found his Army to gather very ſlowly out of their Win- 
ter-Quarters, he ſent them Orders to continue there 
ill ; and he himſelf march'd to Argos with a confider- 
able Body of Men. The ſecond Enterprize of Cleomenes 
ſeem'd to be carry'd on by extreme Boldneſs and unac- 
countable Madneſs ; but yet in Polybius's Opinion, was 
done upon mature Deliberation and exact Fore-ſight : for 
knowing very well that the Macedonians were diſpers'd 
into theis Winter-Quarters, and that Antigonus with his 
Friends and a few Mercenaries about him, winter'd in 
Argos; upon theſe Conſiderations he invaded the Coun- 
try of the Argives, hoping to ſhame Antigonus to a 
Battle upon unequal Terms; or elſe if he did not dare 
to fight, to bring him into Diſrepute with the Acheans. 
And this accordingly hapned ; for Cleomenes waſting, 
plundering, and ſpoiling the whole Country, the A 
gives, vex'd at the loſs, run in Troops to the Palace of 
the King, and clamour'd that he ſhould either fight, or 
furrender his Cemmand to better and braver Men. But 
Antigonus, as became an experienc'd Captain, accounting 
it diſhonourable, fooliſhly to hazard his Army, and quit 
his Security, and not to be abus'd and rail'd at by the 
Rabble, would not march out againſt Cleomenes, but 
ſtood fix d to the Deſigns which he had laid: Cleomenes 
in the mean time brought his Army up to 3 af 
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Walls, and having uncontroul'dly ſpoil'd the Country; 
and inſulted o'er his Enemies, drew off again. A lite 
while after being advertis'd that Antigonus deſign'd for 
Tegea, and thence to make an Incurſion into Laconia, he 
haſtily march'd with his Army another way, and ap- 
pear'd early in the Morning before 4rgos, and waſted the 
Fields about it: the Corn he did not cut down with 
Reaping-hooks and Scythes, as Men uſually do, but beat 
it down with Staves made like Seymeters, and with 2 
great deal of Contempt'and wanton Scorn he ſpoil'd the 
Fields, and waſted the Country in his march ; yet when 
his Soldiers would have ſet Cyllabris, the School of Ex. 
erciſe, on fire, he hindred the Attempt, reflecting upon 
ſerious Conſideration, that the Outrages committed at 
Megalopolis were the Effects of his Paſſion rather than 
his Wiſdom. He pretended to make fuch little Account 
of, and ſo much to deſpiſe Antigonus, who firſt tetir'd to 
Argos, and afterward placed Garriſons on all the Moun- 
'tains round about, that he ſent a Trumpeter to deſire the 
Keys of Heræum, (Fund's Temple) that he might fa- 
crifics to the Goddeſs. Thus with a Scoff and bitter Re- 
flection on Antigonus, and having facritic'd to the God- 
deſs, under the Walls of the Temple, that was ſhut, he 
march'd to Pius; and from thence driving out thoſe 
that garriſon'd Heo/ogoun;um, he march'd down to Orde- 
menum. And theie Enterprizes not only encourag'd the 
Citizens, but made him appear to the very Enemies to 
be an experienc'd Captain, and very worthy of Com- 
mand: For with tue Strength of one City, not only to 


fight the Power of the Macedonians, and all the Pelrpur- 


nefrans ; not only to preſerve Laconia from being ipcil'd, 
but to waſte the Enemies Country, and to take ſo many 
and ſuch conſiderable Cities, is an Argument of no com- 
mon Bravery. He that firſt faid, That Mer was the 
Sinews ,. Fairs, ſeem'd chiefly in that iaying to t. 
ſpect War: And Demades, when the Athenians void 
that a Navy ſhould be made ready, but had no Money, 
faid, They ſhould make Bread before they thought of Sali 
ing. And the old 4rchidamus, in the beginning of the 
Peloponnefian War, when the Allies deſir'd, that each 


Party's 
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*; Share of Contributions for the War ſhould be de- 
termined, is reported to have ſaid, War cannot be hept to 
a ſet Diet: For as well-breath'd Wreſtlers do in time 
and tire out the moſt active and ſkilful Comba- 
tant; ſo Autigonus coming to the War with a great Stock 
of Wealth, weary'd out Cleomexes, whole Poverty made 
it difficult for him either to provide Pay for the Merce- 
naries, or Proviſiens for the Citizens. For in all other 
Reſpects the Time favour'd Cleamenes; for Antigonus's 
Affairs at home began to be diſturb'd : for the Barba- 
rians waſted. and over-ran Macedonia whilſt he was ab- 
ſent; and at that time a vaſt Army of the ///yrians came 
down: to be freed from whoſe Outrages, the Macedonians 
ſent for Antigonus, and the Letters had almoſt been 
brought to him before the Battle was fought; upon the 
Receipt of which he preſently diſlodg'd,. and left the A 
cheans Affairs to themſelves. But Fortune, that loves 
to determine the greateſt Aﬀairs by a Minute, in this 
Conjuncture ſhow'd ſuch an exact niceneſs of Time, that 
immediately after the Battel in Sellaſia was over, and Cle- 
emenes had loſt his Army and his City, the Meſſengers. 
reached Antigonus. And this made Cleomenes's Misfor- 
tune more to be pitied ; for if he had forborn fighting two 
Days longer, there had been no need of hazarding a Bat- 
tel, ſince upon the departure of the Macedonians, he might 
have had what Conditions he pleas'd from the Achæans. 
But now (as I hinted before) for want of Money, bein 
neceſſitated. to rely wholly on his Arms, he was fore'd 
with 20009 (this is Polybius's Account) to engage 30000; 
and approving himſelf an excellent Commander in this 
Difficulty, his Citizens ſfiowing an extraordinary Cou- 
rage, and his Mercenaries Bravery enough; he was o- 
ver-born by the different way of fighting; and the weight 
of the arm'd Phalanx. Beſides, Phylarchus affirms, that 
the Treachery of ſome about him was the chief Cauſe 
of Clomene;*'s Ruin. For Aatigonus gave Orders, that 
tne IAhrians and Acharnanians ſhould march round by 
a ſecret Way, and encompaſs the other Wing, which 
Eucleidas, Cleomęnes's Prother, commanded ; and then 


drew out the reff of his Forces to the Battel; And Cleo- 
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menes from a convenient Riſing, viewing his Order, and 
not ſeeing any of the /lyrians and Acharnanians, he. 

to ſuſpect that Antigonus had ſent them upon ſomo 
fach Deſign; and calling for Damoteles, who was to in. 
ſpe& and to provide againſt Ambuſhes, commanded him 
carefully to look after, and diſcover the Enemies De. 
ſigns upon his Rear. 

But Damoteles (for ſome ſay Antigonus had brib'd him) 
telling him that he ſhould not be ſollicitous about that 
Matter, for all was well enough, but mind, and fight 
thoſe that met him in the Front ; he was ſatisfied, and 
advanc'd againſt Antigonus; and by the vigorous Charge 
of his Spartans, made the Macedonian Phalanx give 
ground, and preſs d upon them with great Advantage 4- 
bout half a Mile; but then making a Stand, and ecing 
the Danger which the ſurrounded Wing commanded by 
his Brother Eucleidas was in, he cry'd out, Thor art bf, 
dear Brotber, thou art bft, thou brave Example to wu 
Spartan Youth, and Theme of our Matrons Songs. 

Eucleidas's Wing being thus cut in Pieces, and the Con- 
querors from that Part falling upon his Battel, he per- 
ceiv'd his Soldiers to be diſorder'd, and unable to main- 
tain the Fight, and therefore provided for his own Safety. 
When he came into the City, he adviſed thoſe Citizens 
that he met, to receive Antigonus; and as for himſelf, he 
ſaid, which ſhould appear moſt advantageous to Sparta, 
whether his Life or Death, that he would chuſe. Seeing 
the Women running out to thoſe that fled with him, 
taking their Arms, and bringing Drink to them, he 
entred into his own Houſe, and his Servant, who was a 
Free- born Woman, taken from Megalopolis after his Wife 
Death, offering, as ſhe us'd to do, to make neceſſary Pro- 
viſion for him returning from the Battel; tho' he was 
very thirſty, he refus'd to drink, and tho very weary, to 
fit down; but arm'd as he was, he clapp'd his Arm ſide- 
way to a Pillar, and leaning his Forehead upon his Elbow, 
he reſted his Body a little while, and ran over in his 
Thoughts what Courſe he ſhould take, and then with 
his Friends went preſently to Gythium: where finding 
Ships fitted for the Purpoſe, they embark'd, Antigens 

'd 
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taking the City, treated the Lacedemonians courteouſly ; 
and neither affrenting, nor ruining the Dignity of Sparta, 
but permitting them to enjoy their own Laws and Poli- 

| and facrificing to the Gods, diſlodg'd the third Day: 
For he heard that there was a great War kindled in Ma- 
;edimia, and that the Country was ſpoil'd by the Barba- 
„ant; beſides, he grew ſick of a Comſumption, and 
continual Defluxion on the Lungs; yet he ſtill kept up, 
that he might return and free his own Country, and fall 
more gloriouſly upon an Heap of ſlaughter'd Barbarians. 
Aa Phylarchus ſays, and *tis probable, he broke a Vein 
by ſhouting in the Battel. In the Plays *twas faid, that 
after the Victory he cry'd out for Joy, O fine Day! 
and preſently bringing up abundance of Blood, fell into 
a Fever, and dy'd in a ſhort Time. And thus much 
concerning Antigonus. 

Cleomenes failing from Cytheræ, touch'd at another Iſ- 
land call'd AÆAgialia, whence, as he was about to depart 
from Cyrene, one of his Friends, Therycion by Name, a 
Man of an haughty Spirit in all Enterprizes, and high 
and boaſting in his Talk, came privately to him, and 
fad thus: Sir, Death in Battel, which is the moſi glori- 
our, we have let go; tho all heard us ſay, that Antigo- 
nus ſbould never tread over the King of Sparta, unleſs 
lead: And now, that which is next in Bravery and 
Glory, is preſented to us. Whither do eve madly ſail, 
Hing that which is near, and ſeeking that which is 
far removed ? For if it is not diſhonourable for the Race 
of Hercules, to ſerve the Succeſſirs of Philip and A- 
exander, ve ſhall ſave a long Voyage by delivering 
our ſelves ap to Antigonus, who probably Jurpaſſeth Pto- 
lemy as much as the Macedonians do the Agyptians : 
but if aue think it mean to ſubmit to theſe whoſe Arms 
have conquer'd us, why ſhould wwe chuſe him for our Lord 
by whom «ve have not yet been beaten ? Ii it that inſtead 
of one we might appear meaner than two, whilſt we fly 
Antigonus, and fatter Ptolemy ? Or, is it for your 
Mother's Jake that you retreat to Egypt? It will indeed 
be a very fine, and very defirable Sight for her ie be 
fon her Son by Ptolemy*s Women, now chang'd from a 
Prince into an Exile and a Slave. dre aue not ftill Maſters 
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of our own Swords ? And whilſt we have Laconia 3 
wiew, ſhall aue not. here free our ſolves from this diſorace- 
ful Miſery, and clear our ſelves to thoſe, who at dellaſa 
dy'd for the Honour and Defence of Sparta? Or ſhall are 
fit lazily in Egypt, enquiring cht News from Sparta! 
and whom Antigonus hath been pleas'd to make Goyern 
_ of Lacedzmon ? Thus ſpoke Therycion ; and this wa; 
Cleomenes's Reply: By ſeering Death, you Comard, the 
mat eaſy, and moft ready Refuge, you fancy that yu 
ſpall appear cxurageons and brave, tho this Flight i; 
baſer than thy former. Better Men than we, hay 
given way to their Enemies, having been betrayd 

Fortune, or ofpreſs'd by Muliitude ; but he that ſinks un- 
der Labour, or Aflictions, the Opinions or Reproaches if 
Men, is overcome by his own E ffeminacy and Siftne(; ; 
For a woluntary Death ought not to be choſen as a Re 
lief from Action, but an exemplary Action it ſelf; and 
*tis baſe either to live or die only to our ſelves. That 
| Death to which you now invite ws, is propos d only as 
à Releaſe from our preſent Miſeries, but carries nthing 
of Bravery or Profit im it. And I think it becomes beth 
me and you not to deſpair of our Country; but when bert 
are no hopes of that left, thoſe that have an Inclinatim 
may quickly die. To this Therycion return'd no Anſwer; 
but as ſoon as he could get out of Cleomenes's Compa 
ny, went toward the Shore, and ran himſelf thro'. But 
Cleomenes ſailed from Ægialia, landed in Libya, and be- 
ing honourably conducted thro? the King's Country, came 
to Alexandria. When he was firſt brought to Ptoleny, 
no more than common Civilities, and uſual Ceremonies 
were paid him; but when, upon trial, he found him à 
Man of deep Senſe, and great Reaſon, and that his plain 
Laconick way of Converſation carried a free Pleaſantnels 
With it, that he did nothing unbecoming the Greatue's 
of his Birth, nor bent under Fortune, and appeard 
a more faithful Counſeller, than thoſe who made it 
their Buſineſs to pleaſe and flatter ; he was aſham's, 
and repented that he had neglected ſo great a Man, and 
| —— to get ſo much Power and Reputation 


by ruining him. Therefore he heaped up Honours and 


Kindneſſes on Cleomenes, and gave him Hopes that 1 
wo 
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would furniſh him with an Army and a Navy to recover 
Greece, and reinſtate him in his Throne. Beſides, he al- 
Jow'd him a yearly Penſion of four and twenty Talents; 
4 little part of which Sum ſupplied his and his Friends 
thrifty Temperance ; and the reſt was imploy'4 in doing 

od Offices to, and in relieving the Neceſſities of thoic 
that ed Greece, and retir'd into Egypt. 

But the elder Ptolemy dying before Cleomenes's Affairs 
had receiv'd a full Diſpatch, and the Succeſſor being a 
looſe, voluptuous and effeminate Prince, under the Power 
of his Pleaſures and his Women, his Buſineſs was neg- 
ſeed : for the King was ſs beſotted with his Women 
and his Wine, that Balls, Muſick and Dancing were the 
only Employments of his moſt buſy and ſerious Hours, 
2nd the greateſt Aﬀairs of State were manag'd by Aga- 
jliclea the King's Miſtreſs, her Mother, and the Pimp 
0iranthes. Therefore at the firſt they ſeem'd to ſtand in 
nzed of Cleomenes; for Ptolemy being afraid of his Bro- 
ther Magas, who by his Mother's Means had a great 
Intereſt among the Soldiers, took C/omenes into his Ca- 
binet Council, and acquainted him with the Deſign of 
taking off his Brother. He, tho” all were for it, declar'd 
his Opinion to the contrary, ſaying, The King, if it were 
poſſible, ſoeuld have more Brothers for the better Security 
and Management of his Affairs. And Seſivius, the great- 


eſt Favourite, replying, That they were not ſecure of 


the Mercenaries whilft Magas was alive: Cleomenes re- 
turn'd, That he need not trouble him/elf about that Mat- 
ter; for amongſt the Mercenaries there were above 3000 
Peloponneſians, h were his faſt Friends, and whom he 
could command at any time with his Nod. This Diſcourſe 
made Cleomenes for the preſent to be look*d upon as a 
Man of Integrity and Power; but afterwards (Ptolemy's 
Weakneſs increaſing his Fear, as it uſually happens, 
where there is no Judgment and Wiſdom at the bot- 
tom, placing his Security in Jealouſy and Suſpicion) 


render d Cleomenes ſuſpected to the Courtiers, as having 


too much Intereſt with the Mercenaries; and many had 
this Say ing in their Mouths, That he was a Lien midſt 
« Flock of Sheep ; For ſuch he ſeem'd to be in the _ 
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flily overlooking and taking Notice of the Managemert 
of Aﬀairs 3 . — when he deſir'd a Navy and a 
Army from the King, his Petition was rejected. By 
when he underſtood that Antigonus was dead, that the 
Achaians were engag'd in a War with the lian, 
and that the Affairs of Pelgponneſus, being now in very 
great Diſtraction and Diſtreſs, requir'd and invited his 
Aſſiſtance, he deſir'd Leave to depart only with his 
Friends, but could not obtain that, the King not ſo much 
as hearing his Petition, being ſhut up amongft his 
Women, and waſting his Hours in Debauchery and 
Frolicks. But Sęſibius, the chief Miniſter of State, 
thought that Cleomenes being detain'd againſt his Will, 
would grow ungovernable and dangerous, and yet it 
was not ſafe to let him go, being an aſpiring, daring 
Man, and well acquainted with the Diſeaſes and Weak- 
neſs of the Kingdom ; for no Preſents, no Gifts, could 
win him te Compliance. But as the Ox Apis, tho' re. 
velling in all poſſible Plenty and Delight, yet defires to 
live as Nature would provide for him, to be at Liber- 
ty and friſk about the Fields, and can ſcarce endure to 
be under the Prieſts keeping ; ſo he could not brook 
their Courtſhip, and tender Entertainment, but like 
Achilles, 


Whilſt there, his Heart did waſte with ſecret Gritf, 
And he was eager for the noiſy Wars. 


His Affairs ſtanding in this Condition, Nicagoras the 
Me ſenian came to Alexandria, a Man that deeply hated 
Cleomenes, yet pretended to be his Friend ; for he had 
formerly ſold Cleomenes a fair Eſtate, but never receiv'd 
the Money, becauſe Cleomenes was either unable, (as it 
may be,) or elſe, by reaſon of his Engagement in the 
Wars and other Diſtractions, had no Time to pay him. 


Cleomenes Spurl, 4 257 landing, (for he was then walking 


upon the Key) kindly faluted him, and aſk'd, What Br 
fineſs brought bim to Egypt? Nicagoras return'd bu 
Compliment, and told him, That he came to bring ſont 
excellent War-horſes to the King. And Cleoments 21 
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enile ſubjoin'd, I w/o you had rather brought Pimps, 
Whores, and Pathicks ; for thoſe now are the K ing schief 
Delight. Nicagoras at the preſent {mild at the Conceit ; 
but a few Days after he put Cleomenes in mind of the 
Fate that he had bought of him, and deſir'd his Mo- 
ney, proteſting that he would not have troubled him, if 
vis Merchandize had turned to that Account, which he 
thought it would. Cleome nes reply'd, That he had not a 
Peany left of all that had been given him: At which 
Anſwer Nicagoras being nettled, told Soſbius Cleomenes'8 
Scoff upon the King. He careſs'd him for the Diſco- 
ery ; but deſiring to have ſome greater Reaſon to ex- 
cite the King againſt Cleomenes, perſuaded Nicagoras to 
ave a Letter written againſt Cleomenes, importing that 
he had a Deſign, if he could have gotten Ships and Sol- 
ders, to ſurprize Cyrene : Nicagoras wrote ſuch a Let- 
ter, and left Zgyp!. Four Days after Seſbius brought 
the Letter to Ptolemy, pretending it was juſt then deli- 
rer'd him, and with a bitter Invective excited the Fury 
of the Youth ; upon this it was agreed, the Cl/eomenes 
ſhould be invited into a large Apartment, and treated as 
formerly, but not ſuffer'd to go out again: this Uſage 
was grievous to Cleomenes, and by this unlucky Accident, 
his Hopes for the future ſeem'd to be quite daſh'd. 
Ptolemy, the Son of Chry/ermas, a Favourite of the 
King's, always carried himſelf fairly towards C/:omenes : 
they contracted a near Acquaintance, and would talk 
freely together about the State. He, at Cleomenes's De- 
fire, came to him, had ſome Diſcourſe with him, upon a 
few and inconſiderable Subjects, to avoid Suſpicion, and 
made ſome Excuſes for the King; but as he went out a- 
Fun not knowing that Cleomenes follow'd him to the 
oor, he very ſeverely reprimanded the Keepers, for 
their Careleſsneſs in looking after ſo great and fo furious 
a wild Beaſt. 'This C/zemenes himſelf heard, and retirin 
before Ptolemy perceiv'd it, told his Friends what he h 
Upon this they caſt off all their former Hopes, 
and determin'd for violent Proceedings, reſolving to be 
reveng'd on Ptolemy for his baſe and unjuſt Dealing, to 


lave Satisfaction for the Aﬀeront;, to die as it became 
Spartans, 
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Spartans, and not ſtay till, like fatted Sacrif ces, they 
were butcher'd : for it was both grievous and diſh. 
nourable for Cleomenes, who had ſcorn'd to ceme to 
Terms with Antigonus, a brave Warrior, and a Man of 
Action, to wait an effeminate King's Leiſure, till he 
ſhould lay afide his Fiddle, and end his Dance, ang 
then kill him. Theſe Courſes being reſolv'd on, and 
Ptlemy hapning at the fame time to make a Progreſg 
to Canopus, they firſt ſpread abroad a Report, that his 
Freedom was order'd by the King; and it being the 
King's Cuftom to ſend Preſents and an Entertainment 
to thoſe whom he would free, Cleomenes's Friends made 
that Proviſion, and ſent it into-the Priſon, thereby de. 
ceiving the Keepers, who thought it had been {ent by 
the King; for he ſacriſic'd, and gave them large Por. 
tions, and with a Crown upon his Head feaſted and 
made merry with his Friends: *tis ſaid, that he began 
the Action ſooner than he deſign'd, having underſtood 
that a Servant of one of the Accomplices lay abroad 
with a Miſtreſs that he lov'd. This made him afraid 
of a Diſcovery ; and therefore as ſoon as it ws full 
Noon, and all the Keepers drunk and faſt aſleep, he 
put on his Coat, and opening the Seam on his right 
Shoulder, with his Sword drawn in his Hand, he iflued 
forth, together with his Friends, provided in the fame 
manner, making 13 inall. One of them, by Name 
Hitpotas, was lame, he follow'd the firſt Onſet very 
well ; but when afterward he perceiv'd that they were 
more ſlow in their Advances ior his ſake, he defir'd 
them to run him thro' and not ruin their Enterprize, 
by ſtaying for an uſeleſs, unprofitable Man. By chance 
an Alexandrien was then riding by the Door, him 
they threw off, and ſetting Hippotas on Horſeback, ran 
thro* the narrow Lanes, and proclaim'd Liberty to the 
People ; but they, it ſeems, had Courage enough to 
praiſe and admire Cleomenes's Daring, but not one had 
the Heart to follow and aſſiſt him. Three of them fell 
on Ptolemy, the Son of Chry/ſermas, as he was coming 
out of the Palace, and kill'd him: Another Prolemy, the 
Lieutenant of the City, adyancing againſt * in 2 
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Chariot, they ſet upon, diſpers'd his Guards and At- 
-ndants, and pulling him out of the Chariot. kill'd 
him upon the Place. Then they made toward the 
Cafile, deſigning to break open the Priſon, and take 


too quick for them, and ſecur'd the Paſſages. Being 
fled in this Attempt, Cleomenes with his Company 
wam'd about the City, none joining with them, but 
all retreating from, and flying his Approach; There- 
fore deſpairing of Succeſs, and ſaying to his Friends, 
That it was no Wonder that Women rul'd over thoſe 
Men that fled Liberty, he excited them all to die as 
bravely as became his Followers, and Men of their 
glorious Performances. This ſaid, Hippotas was firſt, as 
ke deſir'd, run thro' by one of the young Men, and 
then each of them readily and reſolutely fell upon his 
own Sword, except Pantheus, that Pantheus that firſt 
ſurpriz'd Megalopolis. This Man being a very hand- 
ſom Perſon, and a better Companion than any of the 
Youth, the King lov'd, and bad him, when he had ſeen 
him and the reſt fall'n, die by their Example. Pan- 
theus walk'd over them as they lay, and prick'd every 
one with his Dagger, to try whether any was alive; 
when he prick'd Cleomenes in the Leg, and ſaw him 
tum upon his Back, he kiſs'd him, fat down by him, 
and when he was quite dead, cover'd his Carcaſs, and 
then kill'd himſelf upon his Body. 

Thus fell Cleomenes, that great, brave Man, after he had 
been King of Sparta ſixteen Years. The News of their 
Fall being nois'd thro' the City, Crateficlea, tho a Wo- 
man of a great Spirit, could not bear up againſt the in- 
lupportable Weight of this Affliction; but embracing 
Clermenes's Children, made grievous Lamentations : but 
the eldeſt Boy, none ſuſpecting fuch a Spirit in a Child, 
thew himſelf headlong from the Top of the Houſe ; he 
Was bruis d very much, but not kill'd by the Fall, and 
vas taken up crying, and expreſſing his Reſentment for 
not being permitted to deſtroy himſelf. Ptolemy, as ſoon 
4 an Account of the Action was brought him, gave or- 


der 


the Priſoners to their Aſſiſtance ; but the Keepers were 
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der that Cleomenes's Body ſhould be flea'd and hung up; 
that his Children, Mother, and the Women that were 
with her, ſhou'd be kill'd. Among thoſe was Par- 
theus's Wife, a very fair Woman, and of a ſtately Car- 
riage, who had been but newly married, and ſufferd 
thefe Diſaſters in the height of her Love. - Her Parents 
would not let her embark with Pantheus preſently after 
they were married, tho' ſhe eagerly defir'd it, but ſhut 
hee up, and kept her by violence at Home ; yet a few 
Days after ſhe got a Horſe and a little Money, and eſcap- 
ing by Night, made ſpeed to Tænarus, where ſhe em. 
bark'd for Ag yp, came to her Huſband, and with him 
chearfully endur'd to live in a Foreign Country. Sheled 
Cratęſiclea as ſhe was going with the Souldiers to Execu- 
tion, held up her Train, and begg'd her to be coura- 

us, who of her ſelf was not in the leaſt afraid of 
Heath, and defir'd nothing elſe, but only to be kill'd 
before the Children. When they were come to the Place 
of Execution, the Children were firſt kill'd before Cra- 
5 Eyes, and afterward ſne her ſelf, with only theſe 

ords in her Mouth; O Children, whither are you gone? 
But Panibeus's Wife girding her Garments cloſe to her, 
and being a ftrong Woman, without any Noiſe or La- 
mentation, look'd after every one that was lain, and 
wound them up as well as her preſent Circumſtances 
would permit; and after all were kill'd, dreſſing her elf, 
bound her Clothes cloſe about her, and ſuffering none to 
come near, or be an Eye-witneſs of her Fall, beſide the 
Executioner, ſhe courageouſly ſubmitted to the Stroke, 
and wanted no body to look after, or wind her up after 
ſhe was dead. Thus in her Death the Modeſty of her 
Mind appear'd, and ſet the Guard upon her Body, 
which ſhe always kept when alive: And ſhe in the de- 
clining Age of the Spartans ſhew'd, That Women were 
no unequal Rivals of the Men, and was an Inſtance of 
ſuch a Courage as would not ſneak to the Affronts of For- 
tune. A few Days after, thoſe that watch'd the hang- 
ing Body of Cleomenes, ſaw a very 1 Snake winding 
about his Head, and covering his Face, ſo that no Bird 


of Prey ſhould fly at it. This made the King —_ 
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toully afraid, and ſet the Women upon ſeveral Luſtra- 
tions, as if he had been an extraordinary Man, and one 
beloy'd by the Gods, that had been ſlain. And the A 
kxandrians made Proceſſions to the Place, and gave 
Clumenes the Title of Heroe, and the Son of the Gods, 
till the Philoſophers ſatisfied them, by ſaying, That, as 
Oxen breed Bees, putrefying Horſes breed Hornets, and 
Beetles riſe from the Carcaſſes of dead As, fo the Hu- 
muurs, and Juices of the Marrow of a Man's Body co- 
agulating, produce Serpents. And this the Antients ob- 
ferving, appropriated a Serpent rather than any other 
Creature to Heroes, 
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PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. Mount ford. 


1 Think, or hope, at leaft, the Coaft is clear, 
That noue but Men of Wit and Senſe are here: 
That our Bear-Garden Friends are all away, 
Who bounce with Hands and Feet, and cry Play, Play: 
Who to ſave Coach-hire, trudge along the Street, 
Then print our matted Seats with dirty Feet ; 
Who, while we ſpeak, make Love to Orange-Wenc hes, 
And between As fland firutting on the Benches : 
Where got a Cock-horſe, making vile Grimaces, 
They to the Boxes ſhow their Booby Faces. 
A Merry- Andrew ſuch a Mob will ſerve, 
And treat them with ſuch Wit as they deſerve : 
Let 'em go people Ireland, where there's need 
Of ſuch new P lanters ts repair the Breed; 
Or to Virginia or Jamaica fer, ! 
But have à Care of ſome French Priwvateer ; 
For if they ſhould become the Prize of Battle, 
They'll take em black and white for Iriſh Cattle. 
Ariſe, true Fudges, in your own Defence, 
Controul thoſe Foplings, and declare for Senſe : 
Fer ſhould the Foals prevail, they flop not there, 
But mate their next Deſcent upon the Fair. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Men riſe, ye Fair; for it concerns you moſt, 

Bat Fools no longer ſhould your Favours boaſt 
is time you ſhould renounce em, for we find 

Dey plead a ſenſeleſs Claim to Woman-kind: 

Such Squires are only fit for Country-Towns, 

Jo fink of Ale, and duſt a Stand with Chavns + 
Who, to be choſen for the Land's Protectors, 

ſpe and get drunk before their wiſe Electors. 

Lit not Farce- Lovers your weak Choice upbraid, 
But turn em over to the Chamber-maid. 

Or if they come to ſee our Tragick Scenes, 

Infiru7 them what a Spartan Heroe means: 
Teach em how manly Paſſions ought to move, 
Fir ſuch as cannot Think, can never Lowe : 

And fince they needs will judge the Poet's Art, 

Point em with Feſcu's to each ſhining Part. 

Our Author hopes in you, but flill in pain, 

He fears your Charms will be employ'd in wain ; 
I can make Fools of Wits, we find each Hour, 
But to make Wits of Fools, is paſt your Power. 
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Dramatis Perſons. 


M E N. 
CLEOMENES, King of Sparta. Mr. Betterten, 
CLEoNniDas, his Son by his fir Wife. Mr. Lee. 
Proltemy, King of Egypt. Mr. Alexander, 
Sos1B1US, bis Miniſter of State. Mr. Sandford. 


CLEANTHES, Gon to Sos1IBIUS, 
Friend to CLEOMENES, Captain of Mr. Mountford, 


PTOLEMY's Guard. 


PanTHEUs, a Noble Spartan, MI Mr. Kynaſtn 


Fawourite of CLEOMENES. 


Coenus, a Meſſenian Lord. Mr. Hudſon, 


WOMEN. 


CRATESICLEA, Mother to CLEo0- 
MENES. 


8 Mrs. Betterte, 


CLEORA, CLEOMENES' Second ü 
Wife. Mrs. Bracegiral. 


CAssAN DRA, Miſtreſs to PTOLEM Y. Mrs. Barry. 


Prieſis if Apis. 4 Mariner. Egyptians. Guards. 
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SCENE, The Sea- Port of Alexandria, 


; Enter Cleomenes /o/us. 


oe Aw 


CLEOMENE Ss. 


Ejected! no, it never ſhall be ſaid, * 
hat Fate had Power upon a Spartan 


D N. Soul: 
My Mind on its own Centre ſtands un- 


(C8 2 2 mov'd, 
IRA And ſtable, as the Fabrick of the World: 
Propt on it ſelf ; ſtill I am Clromenes : 
! fought the Battel bravely, which I loſt ; 
And loſt it, but to Macedonians, 
The Succeſſors of thoſe who conquer'd 4/a. 
Tas for a Cauſe too, ſuch a Cauſe I fought, 
Unbounded Empire hung upon my Sword : : 
N 3 Greece, 
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Greece, like a lovely Heifer, ſtood in view, 
To ſee the Rival Bulls each other gore ; 
But wiſh'd the Conqueſt mine. 
I fled ; and yet I languiſh not in Exile; 
But here in Egypt, whet my blunted Horns: 
And meditate new Fights, and chew my Lok. 
Ah! why ye Gods muſt C/romenes wait 
On this Effeminate Luxurious Court, 
For tardy Helps of baſe Egyptian Bands? 
Why have not I, whoſe individual Mind 
Wou'd ask a Nation of ſuch Souls t' inform it, 
Why have not I ten thouſand Hands to fight 
It all my ſelf? and make the Work my own ? 
Enter Crateſiclea, Cleora, and Cleonidas. 
Crat. Is this well done? or like the King of Sparta] 
Or like my Son? to waſte your Time in Tears? 
What have you done, that you avoid Mankind ? 
And ſculk in Corners like a gailty Slave ? 
Cleor. We have been ſeeking you, my deareſt Lord, 
'Thro? all the ſhady Walks and dark Retreats 
Of ſecret Care ; that falſe deluding Friend, 
That only ſooths and keeps you Company, 
To prey upon your laſt Remains of Life. 
Cleom. I've heard you 
Crat. Hear her ſtill; ſhe tells you true. 
This Melancholy flatters ; but unmans you. 
What 1s it elſe, but Penury of Soul ; 
A lazy Froſt, a Numbneſs of the Mind ; 
'That locks up all the Vigour to Attempt, 
By barely crying, tis impoſſible ? 
Cleom. Youboth miſtake me: That I grieve, tis tut 
But 'tis a Grief of Fury: not Deſpair ! . © 22 
And if a manly Drop or two fall down, 
It ſcalds along my Cheeks, like the green Wood 
That ſputtring in the Flame works outward into Tears. 
Cleor. Why would you leave me then, and be alone? 
Indeed it was a churliſh kind of Sorrow; 
Indeed it was, t'engroſs it all your ſelf ; 
And not permit me to endure my Share, 
Think you, becauſe Iam ef tender Mould, 
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1 cannot ſuffer and partake your Burdens ? 
Alas I ſuffer more by not partaking. | 
Clom. My Wife! my Mother! O! I'm ſo divided, 
That I grieve moſt for both, and love both mot ; 
Two twining Vines about this Elm, whoſe Fall 
Muſt ſhortly — very ſhortly crnſh you both: 
And yet I will not go to Ground, 
Without a noble Ruin round my Trunk: 
The Foreſt ſhall be fhaken when I ſink, 
And all the neighbouring Trees 
Shall groan, and fall beneath my vaſt Deſtruction. 
Crat. That's ſomething yet, an Earneſt of an Action; 
Another Groan or two, and all goes well. 
Clem. Well; I will live. 
5 Crat. Thou ſhalt. 
Clem. I'll try at leaſt. 
Crat. Do not go back: and bate of what thou ſaidſt. 
Clan. Peace, peace, good Grandmother : he lives al- 
And conquers too, in ſaying he will try : [ready, 
Nay, if the King of Sparta ſays hell do't, 
] azk no more than that; 
For 'tis below a King to tell a Lye. 
Chor. But where's the Means? 
Chon, The Means is in the Daring 
Had my own Mother liv'd, and ask'd that Queſtion, 
I ſhould have thought my Father had begot me 
Without her Help; as Pallas ſprung from Fove. 
Cleor. Think'ſt thou, he can defend us all, alone? 
Clan. No for I mean to help him. 
Clem. That's my Boy, my hopeful Lyon's Whelp. 
[ Takes and kifſts him. 
Chor. So Hector hugg d his young 4ftyanax ; 
Went out to fight, — ſaw him more. 
Cleon. But why did not Afyanax go with Hector? 
Crat. Becauſe he was a Child, could not go. 
Clan. Was he a Spartan Child? 
Cleor. Oh no! a Trojan! 
Clin. There's it, a Trojan Child: But grant me this, 
There are no Spartan Children, we are born Men, 
And tho' you ſay, I have but fifteen Years, 
| N 4 We 
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We Spartans take ten Strides before our Age, 
And ſtart beyond dull Nature. 

Cleom. Let me but live to ſhadow this young Plant 
From Blites and Storms; he'll ſoon ſhoot up a Heroe: 
He muſt ; I got him in the Pride of Conqueſt ; 

For coming back from my firſt Maiden Battle, 
Wherein I made the great Aratus fly, 
And added all his Laurels to my Brow, - 
I well remember that I ſpurr'd it hard, 
And like a Meteor, ſhot before my Troops, 
To reach my Love that Night: I was a Bridegreom, 
Or ſcarce had loſt that Name, and ftealing home, 
According to my Country's modeſt Uſe, 
I found my Zg:atis juſt undreſt, 
Wearying the Gods with Vows for my Return, 
My Tranſport was ſo great, I could not ſtay, 
But kiſs'd, and took her trembling in my Arms; 
And in that Fury of my Love, I ſtampt 
This Image of my Soul. 

| Enter Pantheus. 

What, my Pantheus ? 

Where haſt thou been this long long Year of Hours! 

Panth. W here I have paſt a merry Morning's Walk, 
With the beſt Company. 

Clem. With whom? | 

Panth. Why with my ſelf, in laughing at the World, 
Making a Farce of Life, where Knaves and Fools, 
And Madmen, that's all Human-kind, were Actors. 

Cleom. And what Part ated you? 

Panth. As little as I could : and daily wou'd have leſs, 
So pleaſe the Gods, for that's a wiſe Man's Part. 

Cleom. Would I could ſhare thy balmy, even Temper, 
And Milkineſs of Blood. 

Panth. You may. 

Cleom. As how? 

Panth. By but forgetting you have been a King. 

Cleom. Then muſt I] ruſt in Agypt, never more 
Appear in Arms, and be the Chief of Greece ? 


Now, by yon blue Palace, oy 
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The Manfion of my great Fore-father Hercules, 

I would loſe o'er again Sellaſia's Field, 

Rather than fight behind, 2 

When proud Aratus led the Grecian Van. 

Con. What, when the lively Trumpets ſound a 
The Word of Battle may be Hercules, [Charge, 
And after our great Grandſire's Name, Aratus 
Cries, Cleamenes, bring you up the Rear. 

Panth. If Fortune takes not off this Boy betimes, 
He'll make mad Work, and elbow -all his Neighbours. 

Cleon. My Neighbours ! Little: Elbow all the World, 
And puſh off Kings,like Counters from the Board, 

To place my ſelf the foremoſt. 

Panth. What wilt thou be, young Cocker:!, when thy 
Are grown to Sharpneſs ? [Spurs 

Clan. Why? I'll be a Spartan. 

For if I faid a King, I ſhould ſay leſs: 

I mean a Spartax while I live on Earth; 

But when in Heav'n, I'll ſtand next Hercules, 

And thruſt between my Father and the God. 
Cleor. Do you not view, my Lord, 

As in a Glaſs, your darling Fault, Ambition, 

Reflected in your Son? 

Clem. My Virtue rather: 

I love to ſee him ſparkle out betime, 

For *twas my Flame that lighted up his Soul: 

I'm pleas'd with my own Work; Fowe was not more 

With Infant Nature, when his ſpacious Hand | 

Had rounded this huge Ball of Earth, and Seas, 

To give it the firſt Puſh, and ſee it rowl 

Along the vaſt Abyſs. is 
Chon, My Mother would have had my Youth brought 


To ſpin with Girls in Sparta. Cup 
Crat. Well ſaid, my Boy; yet Hercules, they fay, 
Took up the Diſtaff once. 


Cleon. Yes, when he had been conquer'd by a Woman. 
Parth. {to Cleom. ] One thing I had forgot, which m: y 
mport you, 


1 
You'll ſuddenly hear News from Greecc. 
Ns Clom: 
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Cleom. Thou wert 
Indeed forgetful, not to tell me that; 
For, from my firſt Arrival on this Coaſt, 
This fatal Agypt, where I fled for Refuge, 
In three long Months I have not heard from Greece. 
What makes thee think I ſhall have News fo ſoon ? 
Panth. As walking on the Beach, I ſaw a Ship 
Juſt entring in the Port, and on the Deck 
Stood Conus. 
Cleom. Cenus, ſaidſt thou? 
'  Panth. Ves, our Canus, tbe rich Meſenian Lord; 
I faw and knew him, but amidſt the Shouts 
Of Mariners, and buſy Care to ſling 
His Horſes ſoon aſhore he ſaw not me. 
Clecm. Then ſhall I hear of thee once more,dearCountry, 
I fear too ſoon ; ſhall hear how proud Antigonus 
Led o'er Eureta Banks his conquering Troops, 
And firft, to wondring Sparta ſhew'd a King, 
A King that was not hers : 
Then I ſhall hear of Sacrilege and Murders, 
And Fires, and Rapes on Matrons, and on Maids. 
Panth. Such News we muſt expect. 
Cleom. O happy Ghofts } 
Of thoſe that fell in the laſt fatal Fight, 
And liv'd not to ſurvive their Country's Lofs. 
Baſe as I was —— I ſhould have fall'n there too; 
But firſt have rais'd a Mountain of the Dead, 
To choak their way to Sparta. 
Pantb. Thus 1 knew 
Your Blood would boi!, and therefore I delay'd 
So long to tell you Cænus was arriv'd. | 
Cleem. Go: | 
My Mother, my C/era,and my Boy — [ Srroſing Clean, 
Your Ears would be polluted with ſuch Llls ; 
Which I muſt try to mollify, before 
They reach your tender Hearing. 
Clon. I obey you. 
But let not Grief diſorder you too much 
For what you loſt. 
For me, while F have you, and you are kind, 


I. 
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I aſk no more of Heaven. 
Clon. J go tco, | 
Becauſe my King and Father bids me go : 
Elſe, I have Sternneſs in my Soul enough 
To hear of Murders, Rapes, and Sacrilege : 
For thoſe are Soldiers work ; and I wou'd hear 'em 
To ſpur me to Revenge. 
[Exeunt Crateſiclea, Cleora, Cleonidas, 
_ Panth. He's here already. 
Now bear it like your ſelf. 
Cleom. I'm arm'd againſt it. 
Enter Conus, ſalutes Cleomenes. 
Cen. I heard, Sir, you were refug'd in this Court, 
And come to beg a Favour. | 
Clom. Good ! a Favour! 
Sure, thou miſtak'ſt me for a King of g pt. 
And think'ſt I govern here? 
Cen. Y'are Cleomenes. 
Cliom. No thanks to Heaven for that: I ſhould have 
And then I had not been this Cleomenes. [dy'd, 
Panth. You promis'd Patience, Sir. 
Cleom. Thou art a ſcuryy Monitor, I am patient. 
Do I foam at Lips; 
Or ftare at Eyes? Methinks I am wondrous patient. 
Now, thou ſhalt fee how I can ſwallow Gall. 
I pr'ythee, gentle Cænus, tell the Story 
| [ Speaking ſoftly. 
Of ruin'd Sparta ; leave no Circumſtance 
Untold of all their Woes : And I will hear thee, 
As unconcern'd, as if thou toldſt a Tale 
Of ruin'd Troy. I prithee tell us how 
The Victors robb'd the Shrines, polluted Temples, 
Ranſack'd each wealthy Houſe: No, ſpare me that, 
Poor honeſt Sparta had no Wealth to. loſe: 
But when thou com'ſt to tell of Matrons raviſh'd, | 
[ Raiſes his Veid | 
And Virgins forc'd; then raiſe thy Voice, 
And let me hear their Howlings, 
And dreadful Shrieks, as in the Act of Rape. 
Panth, Again you are diſtemper'd. 


Cleam. 
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Cleom. [ Softly.) Peace, I am not. 
J was but teaching him to grace his Tale 
With decent Horrour. 1 
Cæn. Your ſick Imagination feigns all this 
Now hear a Truth, ater * : 
Cl:om. Has not the Conqueror been at Sparta? 
Cen. Yes. | 1 
Clem. Nay; then I know what follows Victory. 
Panth. You interrupt, as if you would not know. 
Cen. 'Then if you will imagine, think ſome King 
Who lov'd his People, took a peaceful Progreſs 
To ſome far diſtant Place of his Dominions ; 
SmiPd on his Subjects as he rode in Triumph, 
And ſtrew'd his Plenty, whereſoe'er he paſs'd. 
Nay, raiſe your Thoughts yethigher, Think ſome Deity 
Some better Ceres drawn along the Sky | : 
By gentle Dragons, ſcatter'd as ſhe flew, 
Her fruitful Grains upon the teeming Ground, 
And bad new Harveſts riſe. | 
Cleom. Do we dream, Pantheus ? 
Panth. No ſure! We are awake but *tis he dreams, 
- Cen. The Soldiers march'd, as in Proceſiion, fly; 
And enter'd Sparta like a Choir of Prieſts, 
As if they fear'd to tread on holy Ground, _ 
No Noiſe was heard; no Voice, but of the Cryer, 
Proclaiming Peace, and Liberty to Sparta. 
At that a Peal of loud Applaule rang out, 
And thin'd the Air, till even the Birds fell down 
Upon the Shouters Heads : 'The Shops flew open, 
And all the buſy Trades renew'd their Taſks: 
No Law was chang'd, no Cuſtom was controul'd ; 
That had Lycurgus liv'd, or you return'd, 
So Sparta would have ſhown. 
Panth. If this be true! 
Cleom. If this indeed be true, 
Then farewel Sparta. 
Can. Hear me out. | 
Fe reap'd no Fruit of Conqueſt, but their Bleſſings; 
Nor ftay'd three Days in Sparta; ſummon'd thence, 
Wit. zudden News, that a Barbarian Hoſt 
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was enter d Macedonia 

And like a mighty Deluge, rowling on, 

Swept all before em. I hus alarm'd, he left us; 

March'd homeward ; met and fought em; nay, and liv'd 

To ſay the Field is mine. 

Panth. Dy'd of his Wounds ? 

Cen. Not ſo ; but ſtraining loud his feeble Voice, 
To animate his Soldiers, broke a Vein; 

And in a purple Vomit pour'd his Soul. 

Panth. O blels'd ! bleis'd Cænus ! for this happy 

News. [ Embraces Ccenus. 

Cliom. O Wretch! O born to all Misfortunes ! curſt, 
Curſt Cleomenes ! 

Panth, How's this ! Are theſe the Thanks you pay the 
Who freed your Sparta, and remov'd by Death [Gods ? 
Your only fatal Foe ! 

Cleom. O blind Pantheus ! 

Canſt thou not find, that had I but deferr'd 

Sellafia's Fight three Days, but three ſhort Days; 

Fate then had fought my Battle with Antigonus ; 

And I not fighting had been ſtill a King? [fought. 
Panth. That's true ; but that you knew not when you 
Clom. Why therefore, once againſt, curſt Cleomenes # 

'Tis not to be endur'd, 

That Fate of Empires, and the Fall of Kings 

Should turn on flying Hours, and catch of Moments. 
Panth. Now, by my Soul, 'tis lazy Wickedneſs, 

To rail at Heaven, and not to help your ſelf. 

Heaven's but too kind, in offering you the Means: 

Four Fate, once more, is laid upon the Anvil: 

Now pluck up all the Spartan in your Soul ; 

Now ſtretch at every Stroke, and hammer out 

A new and nobler Fortune ; 

Elſe may the peaceful Ground reſtore the Dead, 

And give up old Artizonus again. 

Cleom. I thank thee : Thou haſt added Flame to Fury. 
The Spartan Genius ſhall once more be rouz'd; 

Our Houſhold Gods, that droop upon our Hearths, 

Each from his venerable Face ſhal. bruſh 

Tre Macedonian Soot, and ſhine again. 
Pauth. Now you confeſs the Spartan. | 

| Clem. 
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Clom. Haſte, Pantheus ! 7 
I ſtruggle like the Prieſteſs with a God; 
With that oppreſſing God, that works her Sou! 
Haſte to Clranthes, my Ag yptian Friend; © 
That only Man that g yyt ever made: 
He's my Lucina. Say, my Friendſhip wants him 
To help me bring to light a manly Birth ; 
Which to the wondring World I ſhall diſcloſe, 
Or if he fail me, periſh in my Throws. [Exeunt, 


SC REDS EHCP 


SC IHE SCENET 


Enter Cleomenes, Cleanthes, and Pantheus. 
Clem. IH E King ſent for me, ſay'ſt thou! and te 


Council ! 
Clean. And I was coming to you, on that Meſlage, 
Juſt when I met Panthers. 
Panth. Good Omen, Sir, of ſome intended Good, 
Your Fortune mends : She reconciles apace, 
When Ag ypt makes th' Advances. 
Cleom. Riſe a Prophet. | 
For fince his Father's Death, this Ptolemy 
Has minded me no more 
Than Boys their laſt Year's Gewgaws. 
Petition on Petition; Prayer on Prayer, 
For Aid or free Diſmiſſion, all unanſwer'd; 
As Cleomenes were not worth his Thought; 
Or he, that God, which Epicurus dreamt, 
Diſclaiming Care, and lolling on a Cloud. 
Panth. At length, it ſeems, it pleaſes him to wake. 
Clean. Ves, for himſelf, not you; he's drench'd too deep, 
To wake on any Call, but his own Danger: 
My Father, his wiſe Pilot, has obſerv'd 
The Face of Heaven, and fees a gathering Storm, 
I know not from what Quarter, but it threatens, 
And while it threats, he wants ſuch Hands as yours; 
But when tis 0'er, the thoughtleſs King returns 
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To native Sloth, ſhifts Sides and ſlumbers on. 

Panth. Sure, he'll remember to reward thoſe Heads, 

That help'd him from the Plunge. | 
Clean. You dream, Pantheus, | 

Of former Times, when Gratitude was Virtue : 

Reward him ! Yes, like Z/#p's Snake, the Wretch 

That warm'd him in his Boſom: We are Tools, 

Vile abje& things, created for his Uſe, 

As Beaſts for Men; as Oxen draw the Yoke, 

And then are ſacrific'd. 

Clom. J would not uſe him ſo. 
Clean. You are not Ptolemy, 

Nor is he Cleomenes. 

Clam. I'll preſs him home, 

To give me my Diſpatch ; few Ships will ſerve 

| To bear my little Band and me to Greece; 

I will not aſk him one of his Ag yptians ; 

No, let em keep 'em all for Slaves and Stallions, 

Fit only to beget their Succeſſors. 

Clean. Excepting one Ag yptian, that's my ſelf. 
Cliom. Thou needſt not be excepted ; thou art only 

Miſplanted in a baſe degenerate Soil; 

But Nature, when ſhe made thee, meant a Spartan. 
Panch. Then if your Father will but ſecond us 
Clan. I dars not promiſe for kim, but I'll try. 

He loves me : Love and Intereſt ſometimes 

May make a Stateſman honeſt. 

Cleom. For the King, 

I know he'll not refuſe us, for he dares not ; 

A Coward is the kindeſt Animal, 

'Tis the moſt giving Creature in a Fright. 

Clean. Say the moſt promiſing, and there you hit him. 
Cleom. Well, I'Il attack him on the ſhaking ſide, 
That next his fearful Heart. 
f Enter Conus. 
Cæn. I come to mind you of the late Requeſt, 
You would not hear : Be pleas'd t'en this Lord, 
P gage 

And then it may ſucceed. 

Cleom. What wou'dſt thou, Cænus? 
Cen. I brought along 
| Some 
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Some Horſes of the beft The/alian Breed, 
High-ſpirited and — toy made for War ; 
Theſe I would ſell the King. 

Cleom. Miſtaken Man! 
Thou ſhouldit have brought him Whores and Catamites 
Sach Merchandize is fit for ſuch a Monarch. a 

Clan. Wouldſt thou bring Horſes here to ſhame our 
Thoſe very Words of Spirited and War, [Men ? 
Are Treaſon in our Clime. 

Cleom. From the King downward, (if there be a down. 


From Ptolemy to any of his Slaves ! ) (ward, 
No true Zg yptian ever knew in Horles 
The Far Side from the Near. (brought 


Clean. Cleomenes told thee true: Thou ſhouldſt have 

A ſoft pad Strumpet for our Monarch's Uſe. 
Tho' thank'd be Hell, we want not one at home! 
Our Maſter's Miſtreſs, ſhe that governs all. 

"Tis well, ye Powers, ye made us but Æg yptiant, 
You could not have impos'd 

On any other People ſuch a Load 

As an effeminate Tyrant and a Woman. 

Cleom. Sell me thy Horſes, and at my Return, 
When I have got from conquer'd Greece the Pelf 
That noble Sparta ſcorns, Ill pay their Value. 

Cen, Juſt as you paid me for the fair Eſtate 
I fold you there. 

Clem. What's that you mutter? i 

Cen. [ Aae. ] Nothing: That's what his Hopes are 
worth [ Ex. Cen, 

Panth. I fear he's gone away diſſatisfy'd. | 

Clean. I'll make it up: Thoſe Horſes I preſent you, 
You'll put 'em to the Uſe that Nature meant em. 

Clem. I burden you too much ! 

Clean. If you refuſe, you burden me much more: 
A Trifle this, 
A iinging Eunuch's Price; a Pandar's Fee 
Exceeds this Sum at Court. 
'The King expects us. 

Cleom. Come after us, Pantheus ; 


And biing my Boy Cleonidas along. * 
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Ii ſhew his Youth this baſe luxurious Court, 
Juſt as in ſober Sparta we expoſe 


Our drunken Heletes: Only with defign | 
To wean our Children from the Vice of Wine. [Ex. 


' SCENE II. The Apartment of Caſſandra, 


Eater King Ptolemy, Sofibius With Papers after him. 


pfl. No more of Buſineſs. 
$ofb. Sir, the Council waits you. 
Pol. Council! What's that? a pack of Bearded Slaves, 

Gmve Faces, ſaucy Tongues, and knaviſh Hearts, 

That never {peak one Word but Self's at bottom; 

The Scavengers that ſweep States-nufances, 

And are themſelves the greateſt. I'll no Council. 

Selb. Remember you appointed them this Day. 
Ptol. I had forgot *tr.as my Caſſandra's Birth- day. 
Sofib. Your Brother Magas grows more dangerous, 

And has the Soldiers Hearts. | 
Ptol. I'll cut him off. 

Sofib. Not ſo ſoon done as ſaid : The Spartan King 

Was ſummon'd for Advice, and waits without. 

Ptol. His Bufineſs is to wait. 
Sib. Be pleas'd to fign theſe Papers: They are all 

Of great Concern ! 

Ptol. My Pleaſure is of more. 

How could I curſe my Name of Ptolemy / 

For tis ſo long, it aſks an Hour to write it. 

By Heav'n, I'll change it into Fowe or Mars 

Or any other civil Monoſyllable, 

That will not tire my Hand. | 
Sy. Theſe are for common Good. [Sherwwing Papers. 
Ptol. I am glad of that: 

Thoſe ſhall be ſure to wait. 

Sofib. Orders to pay the Soldiers, ripe for Mutiny 5 

They may revolt. 

Ptol. To whom? 
Seb. The Man you fear: 

Your Brother Magas. | 
Ptal. 
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Ptol- That's indeed the Danger: 
Give me the Phyſick; let me ſwallow quick 
There's Ptolemy for that: Now, not one more, 
For every Minute I expect Caſſandra 
To call me to the Muſick, 
If ſhe ſhould find me at this rare Employment, 
Of ſigning out her Treaſures ? 

S. 1 he reſt are only Grants to her you love, 
And Places for her Friends. | 
Ptol. I'll fign 'em all; were every one a Province: 
Thou know'it her Humour, not to brook denial ! 

And then a Quarrel on her Birth-day too 


Would be of ill Preſage. [Signs more Papers, 


Enter Caſſandra, Women. 

Caf. I heard you waited, but you'll pardon me, 
I was no ſooner dreſt. 

Ptol. Thus I begin my Homage to the Day 

LX iet her Hand, 

That brought me forth a Miſtreſs. and am proud 
To be your foremoſt Slave. 

Caf. Our little Entertainment waits; not worth 
A longer Ceremony ; pleaſe to grace it ? 


The SCENE opens and diſcovers Caſſandra's A. 
rtment. Muſicians and Dancers Ptolemy 
leads in Caſſandra, Soſibius follows-----They ſit, 
Towards the End of the Song and Dance, enter 
Cleomenes and Cleanthes on one fide of the Stage, 
where they ſtand. 


8 ON G.- 


O, no, poor ſuff*ring Heart, no Change endeavour, 
N Chuſe to 72 the Smart, rather than leave ber; 


My raviſh'd Eyes behold ſuch Charms about her, 
T can die with her, but not live without her. 
One tender Sigh of hers to ſee me languiſh, 

Will more than pay the Price of my paßt Angui/> : 
Beware, O cruel Fair, how you ſmile on me, 
*Tavas a kind Look of yours that has undone Tf 


% 
* 
* 
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II. 
Love has in flore for me one happy Minute, 
Ard foe will end my Pain who did begin it; 
Then no Day void of Bliſs, of Pleaſure leawing, 
res ball ſlide away without perceiving : 
Cupid Hall guard the Door, the more to pleaſe us, 
Ard keep out Time and Death, when they would ſeize ns: 
Time and Death hall depart, and ſay in flying, 
Love has found out a way to live by dying. 


After the Muſick is over, Cleomenes ſpeaks. 
Clom. [to Clean. ] Is this the Council of th' Zg Ne 

And am I call'd upon the grave Debate, [King ? 

To judge of trilling Notes and tripping Feet ? 

Clan. *Tis of a piece with all the reſt of Ptolemy ! 

A ſinging and a dancing Government. 

O #gypt, Ag ypt! Thou art grown the Lees 

Of all the World; the Slime of thy own Nile. 

Sure, we had neither human Sires, nor Mothers 

The Sun and Nile begot us; Ware ſo cowardly, 

And yet ſo proud; ſo many Gods we have, 

And yet not One - [wonder. 
Cleom. No more——they ſeem to gaze on me with 
Clean. And well they may, to ſee a Man in /Zg ypt. 

[ King, Caſſand. Soſib. riſe and come forward. 
Pt]. Welcome! Royal Stranger! 


Not only to my Court, but to my Boſom. 


Clem. J heard you ſent for me; but on what Buſineſs 
Am yet to learn. 

Pte]. The greateſt in the World: to ſee the Man. 
Whom even his Foes extol, his Friends adore, 
And all Mankind admire. 

Clom. Say rather, Sir, 
A Man forſaken of his better Stars, 
A baniſh'd Prince, the Shadow of a King. 

Ptol. 256 Father's Friend. 

Clem. I muſt not think ſo vainly of my ſelf, 
To be what you have ſaid, leſt it upbraid you 
To let your Father's F riend, for three long M onths, 
Thus dance Attendance for a Ward of Audience. 


Caf. 
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Caf. Now by my Soul, tis nobly urg'd : He ſpeats, 
As if he were in Sparta, on his Throne; 2 
Not aſking Aid, but granting: ö 
How little looks our Pageant Prince to him! 

This is the only Ring I ever ſaw. 

Clem. By all the Gods: when I have ſtood repulsd 
Before your Gates, and could not gain Admittance, 
J have not figh'd ſo much for my own Sorrows, 
As I have blufh'd for your ungenerous Uſage. 

Clean. Not a Word, Ptolemy? 

Aſham d, by all that's good, to be miſcall'd 
A King, when this is preſent. 
Cleom. Think you 'tis nothing 

For me to beg; that J conſtrain my Tem 
To ſue for Aid, which you ſhould firſt have offer'd! 
Believe me, Ptolemy, a noble Soul 
Does much that aſks : He gives you pow'r t'oblige him, 
Know, Sir, there's a proud Modeſty in Merit, 
Averſe from Begging ; and reſolv'd to pay 
Ten times the Gift it aſks, 

Ptol. I have been to blame; 

And you have juſtly tax'd my long Negle&. 

I am young, and am a Lover; and how far 

Fair Eyes may make even Kings forgetful, look, 
And read my beſt Excuſe. ; 

Clean. O Miracle! He bluſhes ! LAld. 
The firſt red Virtue I have ever ſeen 
Upon that Face. 

Ca/. I am forry, Sir, y' have made me your Excuſe ; 
As if I ſtood betwixt the Good you meant, 

And intercepted every Royal Grace. 

Now in my own Defence I muft ſollicite 

All his Concerns as mine : 

And if my Eyes have pow'r, he ſhould not ſue 

In vain, nor linger with a long Delay. 
Ptol. Well! I'll confider. 
Caf. Say that Word again; 

And * 1 too. * 

Ptol. Pr'ythee be ſatisfy' d; he ſhall be aided, 
Or I'll no more be King. | 


Clan. 
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Clan. [afide.] When wert thou one! For ſhame, for 
ſhame, ye Gods, : 
e'er you put it in a Strumpet's Power, 
gt ſo good a Deed ! 

Clem. I am a Spartan, Madam, ſcarce of Words; 

We have but juſt enough to =_ our Meaning. 
Be thank'd ; that's all I cou'd have faid to Fove, 
Had Jove, like you, reſtor'd me to my Crown. | 

Seb. [to Cleom. ] The Gods have giv'n ycu, Sir, the 

. Means 
To ſatisfy your Debt of Gratitude. 

Cliom. Oh make me Happy: Tell me how this Sword 
(This and my Heart are all that's left me now) 
Can be employ'd to ſerve the Crown of Az ypr. 

Chan. [ Afde.] Well ſaid Father: Thou art a true 

Stateſman. 

80 much for ſo much, is the way at Court. 

Sch. My King has in the Camp a younger Brother, 
Valiant they ſay, but very Popular; 

He gets too far into the Soldiers Grace, 
And Inches out my Maſter. 

Cliom. Is the King 
Aſſur'd of this, by any Overt-Act; 

Or any cloſe Conſpiracy reveal'd ? 

Pial. He has it in his Pow'r to be a Traitor; 
And that's enough. 

Selb. He has it in his Will too: 

Elſe why this Oſtentation of his Virtues, 

His Bounty, Valour, and his Temperance ? 
Why are they thus expos'd to publick View ? 
But as a Venus ſet beſide a Monſter, 

To make an odious Compariſon ; 

As if his Brother wanted what he boaſts ?; 

Ptol. What's to be done with him? 

Caf. There needs no more, I think, but to contrive, 
With Secrecy, and Safety, to diſpatch him. 

Clean. [ Afide.] I thank thee, that thou haſt not cozen'd 
In this Advice: For two good Deeds together (me 


Had been too much in Conſcience for thy Calling. 


Ptol. He Dies, that's out of Doubt. 
. Cleom. 


* 
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Cleom. — * 

Ptol. Why do you ask that Queſtion ? 

Cleom. — I had a Brother ; 

(Oh Grief to ſay I had, and have not now) 

Wiſe, Valiant, Temp'rate; and in ſhort, a Spartan 
Had all the Virtues, which your Counſellor | 
Imputed to your Brother as his Crimes. 

He lov'd me well; ſo well, he could but die, 

To ſhew he lov'd me better than his Life; 

He loſt it for me in Sellaſa's Field; 

And went the greateſt Ghoſt of all our Name, 

That ever had a Brother or a King. 

Sofeb. Wipe off the Tears, that ſtand upon your Eyes 
Good-nature works too far. Kings have ne Brothers: 
What Men call ſuch, are Rivals of their Crowns ; - 
Yours tim'd his Death, ſo as to merit Grief. 

Who knows, but he laid in, by that laſt Action, 
The means to have betray'd you, had he liv'd ? 

Cleom I wou'd ſay ſomething : but I curb my Paſſion 
Becauſe thou art the Father to my Friend. 

To you, Sir, this; If you condemn your Brother, [Jo Ptol, 
Only becauſe he's Bounteous, Great, and Brave; 
Know you condemn thoſe Virtues, own you want 'em. 
Had you a thouſand Brothers, ſuch as he, 

You ought to ſhew you are above em all; 

By daring to reward, and cheriſh *em, 

As Bucklers of your Crown in time of War ; 

And in ſoft Peace, the Jewels that adorn it. 

Caf. I ſtand corrected, Sir; he ought to live. 

Ptel. I think ſo too. 

Sofb. I do not wiſh his Death, 

Howe'er I ſeem'd to give that rugged Counſel. 
Clean. ¶ Afide.] Well faid again Father! Comply, 


Follow the Sun, true Shadow. (comply: 


Soib. I only wiſh my Maſter may be ſafe; 
But there are Mercenaries in the Army, 
Three thouſand Greeks. the Flower of all our Troops, 
Like Wolves indeed among Ægyptian Lambs; 
If theſe revolt — (I do not fay they will) 4 
But if your Brother pleaſe to take the Crown, 
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4 be not enough to let you reign, 
— Greeks, where; eber they go, will © turn the Scale, 
pfl. What think you, Cleomene ?, 
Cleom. He ſays true. 
Plal. Then Magas muſt not live. 
Cliom. That does not follow: 
Fear not thoſs Mercenaries: They are mine: 
Devoted to my Intereſt ; commanded by my Nod: 
They are my Limbs of War, and I their Souls: 
Were they in Arms againſt you at your Gates ; 
High in their Rage, and fix d npon the Spoil, 
Should I fay, Hold; nay, ſhould I only frown, 
They could not bear my Eyes, but aw'd and maſter'd, 
Like Lions to their Keepers, would couch and fawn, | 
And diſobey their Hunger. 
Ptal. Wondrous Man! [Embraces him, 
How I admire thy Virtue ! 
Caſ. And his Genius. 
Some are born Kings, 
Made up of three parts Fire, ſo full of Heaven, 
It ſparkles at their Eyes : Inferior Souls 
Know em as ſoon as ſeen, by ſure Inſtinct, 
To be their Lords, and naturally worſhip 
The ſecret God within 'em. 
$f. Sir, I humbly beg 
A Word in private 
Piol. Madam 
Caſ. You may go. 
Selb. Cleanthes, follow the. [ Ex. Ptol. Soſib. Clean. 
Enter Cleonidas. 
Clon. Pantheus brought me hither to attend you. 
Cleom. And thou art welcome, but thou com'ſt toe 
7 Your Page of Honour ! (late, 
Cleon. The Miſtake is eaſy in ſuch a Court as this, 
Where Princes look like Pages. 
Cleom. *Tis my Son ! 
Caf. I muſt have leave to love you, Royal Youth ; 
Above all Nations I adore a Greek, 
Aud of all Greeks a Spartan. ¶ Looking on Cleomenes. 


Clom. 


[To Ptol. 
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Cleom. What he is, 
And what I am, are owing to your Favour. 
Caſ. [ts Cleon.] Shall I not be your Miſtreſs? 
[ Looking on Cleomene; 
Clean. No; for I would not get Agyprians. | 
Caf. For what, Sir, do you take us? 
Cileon. For what you are; 
When the Gods moulded up the Paſte of Man, 
Some of their Dough was left upon their Hands, 
For want of Souls: and ſo they made Ægyptians: 
They were intended for four Feet; and when 
They come to run before our Noble Spartar;, 
They Il curſe the Gods for the two Legs they ow'd 'em. 
Caſ. Then fince you will not let me be your Miftreſ, 
Wou' d I had been your Mother. [ Looking fill on Cleom, 
Cleon. So would not I: 
For then I had not been all Spartan. | 
Caf. [ Afide.[ He anſwers not my Glances, ſtupid Man! 
My tender Looks, my Janguiſhing Regards, 
Are like miſ-aiming Arrows, loſt in Air, 
And miſs the flying Prey. 
[While ſhe walks, Cleom. and Cleonid. are king u 
a Picture hanging on the Side of the Scenes. 
[She takes out a Pocket Glaſs, and lool in it, 
Theſe Eyes, I thank the Gods, |; 
Are ſtill the ſame : The Diamonds are not dimm'd: 
Nor in their Luſtre loſt in Ptolemy ; 
Small Boaſt: Alas! Pzolzmy has no Soul, 
*Tis what he wants I love in Cleomenes. 
Perhaps he dares not think I would be loy'd, 
Then muſt I make th' Advance; and making, loſe 
'The vaſt Prerogative our Sex enjoys, 
Of being courted firſt : Courted ! To what? 
To our own Wiſhes : There's the Point; but ſtill, 
To ſpeak our Wiſhes firſt ; forbid it, Pride, 
Forbid it, Modeſty : 'True ; they forbid it, 
But Nature does not: When we are athirſt, 
Or hungry, will imperious Nature ſtay ? 
Not Eat nor Drink, before tis bid, on ? 
Well Sex, if this muſt be, 
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| That I muſt not invite: I may at leaſt be ſuffer d 
To lay ſome kind Occafion in his Way, 
That if he dare but ſpeak, he may ſucceed. 

[She turns towards en, and obſerves what they're 
doing. Cleom. turns and meets her; Cleonid. 
looks flill on the Picture. 

Clem. I durſt not have preſum'd to interrupt 
Your private Thoughts. | 
Caf. They wholly were imploy'd in ſerving you ; 
But Durſt not, and Preſume, are Words of Fear : 
[ thought they were not in your Spartan Tongue; 
For my ſake, baniſh 'em : 
On what were you ſo earneſtly employ'd, 
You would not look this way ? 
Clom. A Picture, Madam, | 
Caf. View it again, tis worth a ſecond Sight, 
WW Your Son obſerves it ſtill: Twere well to hel 
an! WW My Lover's Underſtanding : [ Goes avith him to the Picture. 
Know you this Piece, young Prince ? 
Cleon. Some Battel, I believe; and in that Thought, 
[ gaze with ſuch Delight. 
1 Cleom. Some Rape, I gueſs. 
Ca, That's near the true Deſign, and yet miſtaken ; 
1. Tis Paris, bearing from your Spartan Shore 
The Beauteous Helen: How do you approve it? 
Cleom. Not in the leaſt, for tis a ſcurvy Piece. 
Caſ. And yet tis known to be Apelles Hand. 
The Style is his, you grant he was a Matter. 
Clom. Tis ſcurvy ſtill, becauſe it repreſents 
A baſe diſhoneſt Act; to violate 
All hoſpitable Rites, to force away 
His Benefactor's Wife: Ungratefu! Villain! 
And fo the Gods, th' avenging Gods have judg'd. 
Clean. Was he a Spartan * that ſuffer'd this? 
dure he reveng*d the Rape? 5 
Cleom. He did, my Boy, 
And flew the Raviſher. | 
Caf. Look better, Sir; You'll find it was no Rape: 
Mark well that Helen in her Lover's Arms: | | 
Can you not ſee, ſhe but affects to ſtrive; 
at Vo I. VI. O dhe 
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She heaves not up her Hands to Heay'n for 

But hugs the Kind Companion of her Flight. 

See how her tender Fingers ſtrain his Sides; 

Tis an Embrace; a Graſping of Deſire ; 

A very Belt of Love, that girds his Waſte. 

She looks as if ſhe did nat fear to fall, 

But only loſe her Lover, if ſhe fell: 

Obſerve her Eyes ; how ſlow they ſeem to row! 

Their wiſhing Looks, and languiſh on his Face : 

Obſerve the whole Deſign, and you wou'd ſwear, 

She raviſh'd Paris, and not Paris, her. 

Cleom. Sparta has not to boaſt of ſuch a Woman; 

Nor Troy to thank her, for her ill-plac'd Love, 
Ca/. But Paris had; as for the War that follow'd, 

"Twas but a Fable of a Greaan Wit, 

To raiſe the Valour of his Countrymen : 

For Menelaus was an honeſt Wretch * 

A Tame good Man, that never durſt reſent; 

A mere convenient Husband, Dull and $lavik : 

By Natyre meant the Thing the Lovers made him. 
Clom. His Goodneſs aggravates their Crime the more. 

Had Merelays us'd his Helen ill, 

Had he been Jealous or diſtruſted hoth, 

I would allow a Grain or two, for Love ; 

And plead in their Excuſe. | ' 
Caf. here was their Safety, that he was not Jealoys: 

What wou'd you mare. of him? he was a Foal, 

And put the happy Means into their Hands. | 
Cleem. I cannot much commend. my Countryman. 
Ca/. Indeed, my Lord, your Countryman was dull, | 

That did not underſtand ſo plain a Caurtſhip. 

Have Spartans Eyes for —.— ? not to ice 

So manifeſt a Paſſion? | 
Cleom. Yes too well, 22 

Madam, your Goodneſs int' reſts yon too much 

In Helen's Cauſe. I have no more to urge, 

But that ſhe was 3 4 that * a Wife, 

In ſpite of all your Eloguence, condemns her. 

C5 You arguc juſtly ; therefore 'twas a Crime: 

But had ſhe been a Aires, not a Wife, 1 

er 
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Her Love had been a Virtue, to forſake 
The nauſeous Bed of a loath'd fulſome King ; 
And fly into a ſprightly Lover's Arms. 
Her Love had been a Merit to her Paris, 
To kave her Country, and what's more, her Kingdom: 
With a poor fugitive Prince te ſail away, 
And bear her Wealth along to make him happy. 
Clum. You put your Picture in the faireſt Light: 
Bat both the Lovers broke their plighted Vows ; 
He to Oenone, She to Menelaus. 


Caſ. The Gods that made two Fools, had done more 


juſtly, 
To K. match'd Menelaus with Ormone ; 
Think better of my Picture, it deſerves 
A ſecond Thought; it ſpeaks; the Helen ſpeaks. 
Clor. It fpeaks Egyptian then; a baſe diſhoneſt 
Tongue. 1 
Caſ. You are too young to underſtand her Language. 
4 ans [To Cleonidas. 
Do not thank me, f To Cleomenes. 
Till I have brought your Buſineſs to PerieCtion : 
Doubt not my Kindneſs; nothing ſhall be wanting 
To make your Voyape happy. 
Cliom. 1 only fear th' Exceſs of your full Bounty 
To give me more than what my Wants require. 
| [Ex. Cleomenes and Cleonidas. 
Caf. Meaning, aps, my Perſon and my Love ! 
I would not think it 10; and yet I fear, 
And while I fear, his Voyage ſhall be hinder'd : 
No breath of Wind 
Can ftir, to waft him hence, unleſs I pleaſe: 
Jam the Goddeſs that commands the Seas. 
In vain he vows at any other Shrine, 
My Heart is in his Hands; his Fate's in mine. 
[ Exit Caſſandra. 
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ACT I. SCENE 1 
S CE N E, The King's Apartment. 


A Table ſet Ptolemy, Soſibius, Caſſandra fitting: 
Ptolemy at the upper End; Caſſandra, fitting on ou 
Side, Soſibius on the other. | | 


Ptolemy. | Muſt confeſs *twas obvious. (his Nod: 
Sefiv. He ſaid he could command em with 
Can he do this with Mercenaries, rais'd 
Not at his Charge, but yours? by.you maintain'd ? 
What could he more, had they been Spartans born? 
Caſ. What would you hence infer ? 
Sahib. What you obſerv'd: 
Some are born Kings, and fo is C/eomenes. 
Caf. A great Soul dares not call himſelf a Villain: 
He has that Intereſt, and will uſe it nobly ; 
To ſerve, and not to ruin his Protector. 
Sofeb. Is 1175 Safety, and the King's, and Your's 
Fit to be truſted on a bare Suppoſe, | 
'That he 1s Honeſt ? Honeſt, let him be ; 
But on his own Experiment, not ours ! 
Man is but Man; Unconſtant ftill, and Various; 
There's no to-Morrow in him, like to-Day. 
Perhaps the Atoms rowling in his Brain, 
Make him think honeſtly this preſent Hour; 
The next, a Swarm of baſe, ungrateful Thoughts 
May mount aloft: and where's our Ægypt then ? 
Who would truſt Chance, fince all Men have the Seeds 
Of Good and Ill, which ſhould work upward firit? 
Caſ All Men! then you are one; and by that Rule, 
Your wicked Atoms may be working now 
To give bad Counſel, that you ftill may Govern. 
Sofib. I would the King would Govern. 
| Caf. Becauſe you think I have too much Command. 
Ptol. Would you would rule me both by Turns, in 900 
a}. 


And let me take my Eaſe 
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Ca / Then my Turn's firſt. 
Sch. Our Maſter's Safety, in ſound Reaſon, ought 
To be preferr'd to both. | | 
pol. So thinks Caſſandra too. _ 
Caf. No; Court Seſbius, and caſt Caſſandra off. 
Pt]. What have F ſaid, or done, 
To merit this Unkindneſs ? 
Tell me but what you think of Cleomenes, 
And be my Oracle. 
Ca/. I know him grateful. 
Sib. To know him grateful, is enough for Fowe. 
Caſ. And therefore not too much for me in gt 
I ay, I know him honeft. | 
Ptol. Then I know it. 
Now may Soſibius ſpeak ? 
Caf. He may: but not to contradit my Knowledge. 
os Then I concur, to let him go for Greece; 
wiſh our A ypt fairly rid of him. 
Fer, as our Apis, tho' in Temples fed, 
And under golden Roofs, yet loaths his Food, 
Becauſe reſtrain'd ; and longs to roam in Meads, 
Among the Milky-Mothers of the Herd : 
So, Cleomenes, kept by Force in Ægypt, 
Is fullen at our Feaſts ; abhors our Dainties ; 
And longs to change em for his Spartan Broth. 
He ney th dang*rous here; then ſend him hence, 
With Aid enough to conquer all he loſt, 
And make him formidable to Mankind. 
Caf. He may be formidable then to us, 
That thou wouldſt ſay. 
Sb. No: for you know him grateful, (Double, 
Caf. Would thou wouldit learn to ſpeak without a 
Thou Delphian Stateſman. | [ Rifes. 
ech. Would I could know your Wiſhes that I might: 
I would but fm6oth their Way, and make em eaſy ! 


Bowing. 
Caf. Good Old Man! OA 

A little over Zealous, but well-meaning. 

Ay Wiſhes are the Honour of m King. 


Ptolemy may keep his Royal Word; | 
4 7 O 3 y And 
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And I my Promiſe to procure this Aid; 

If to be Miſtreſs, ſigniſes Command, 

Let this be done: If not, the King may find 

Another Beauty worthier of his Bed. ; 

And I another Lover, leſs u . 

Ptol. Let Ægypt funk before that fatal Day ; 

No, we are one: Ca//andra, we are one: 

Or I am nothing: Thou art Prolemy. 

Caf. Now you deſerve to be the ficlt of Kings, 

Becauſe you rank your ſelf the firſt of Lovers: 

What can I do to ſhow Cafandre grateful ? 

Nothing but this; | 

To be ſo nice in my Concerns for you: 

Jo doubt where Doubts are noc: To be too fearful : 

To raiſe a Bug-bear Shadow -of a Danger, 

And then be frighted, tho” it cannot reach you. (dam. 
Softb, Be pleas'd to name your Apprehenſions, Ma- 
Caſ. Plain Souls, like mine, judge others by them- 

Therefore I hold our Clemens ho : (ſelves: 

But fince *t's poſſible, tho* barely fo, 

hat he may prove ungrateful, 

7 would have Pledges given us of his Faith, 

His Wife, his Mother, and his Son, be left 

As Hoſtages in A ypt. 

Cofeb. 4 . 2 Gy 

Some Ged inſpi. d you wi is prudent Counſel. 
Ptol. I thought 10 too, but that I durſt not ſpeak, 
Sgſib. Leave me to manage this. 

Caſ. My belt Sefabins “ 
But do it ſurely, by the eaſieſt Means, 

Infuſe it gently .: Do not pour it down ; 

Let him not think. he ſtands ſuſpected here; 

And leaſt of all, by Me! t 

Selb. He ſhall not, Madam, 

Now Sir, th' Illumination Feaſt attends you: 

For Apis has appear'd. | 

Pial. Why then I muſt be formal, 

Go to the Temple. 

Come my fair Caſſandra, He 

'L hat I may have an Object worth my Worſhip. 455 
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Caf: The God that I adore is in my Breaſt ; 
This is the Temple: This the Sacrifice: - 
bat to the Pow'rs Divine we make Appeal, 
With great Devotion, and with little Zeal. - 
| Exramt Ptol. and Caf. 
Sofb. ſoles. Ves, yes, it ſhall be done; bur not her 
Cal in my Son Cleanthes : This Caſſandra (Way . 
our enchanting Syren: She that fings is 
Our Ptolemy into fecure Deſtruction: 
In vain I une! him Yavoid his Ruin: 
Theſe Women-Charmers, Oh they have a Devil 
Too ſtrong to diſpoſſeſs. Call in my Son. 
| [Goes to the Door. 
| Enter Cleanthes. 
Clanthes ! Are you Cleomenes' Friend, 
Or only ſeem you ſuch ? | 
Clean: To ſeem to be, and not be what I ſeem, 
Are Things my honeſt Nature underſtands not. 
deſch. But you muſt love your King and Country more. 
Clean. Yes, when I have a King and Country 
That can deſerve. my Love! | 
Foyt, as Zyypt is, deſerves. it not: 
A Pcople, bater than the Beaſts they worſhip : 
below their Pot-hetb Gods that grow in Gardens: 
The King 
Halb. Go to; Young Man, whate'er he be, 
T muft not hear my Maſter vilify'd. (yen, 
Clean. Why did you name him then? Were I at 
And even for you, whom as my Soul I love, 
If Ptolemy ſhould come acroſs my Thoughts, 
A Curſe would follow where I meant a Bleffing. 
ab. Tis well, 'tis well J am fo fond © Father; 
Thoſe Words were Death in any other Mouth; 
I know too much of you, you love the Spartan 
beyond your King and Country. 
Clan. *Tis a Truth 
S0 Noble; I would own it to the Gods, 
And they be prond to hear it. 
Saab. Confeſs you love him better than your Father. 
Clean. No; but I love him equal with my Father: 
Hab. Say better, and ſay true: 
O 4 If 
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If we were o woes, and one muſt fall, 

Whom would thou ſave ? | 
Chan. Neither ; for both would die, | 

Before I could reſolve. 
Sgib. If I command thee | 

To break thy Friendſhip with him, wouldf thou? 
Chan. No. [ more, 
Sofeb. Why then thou haſt confeſs'd, thou loy' him 
Clean. Not fo: for ſhould he bid me diſobey, 

Or not love you: Thus would I anſwer him, 

As I have anſwer'd you. 
Seſib. Ungrateful Boy 3 
Clean. Vou bid me tell you true, and this is my Re. 
Sefeb. Go from my Sight. (ward, 
Clean. I will; but would not go 

Without your Bleſſing. 
Sofib. O, ſo well I love thee, 

That I could curſe thee for not loving me: 

Stay, 1 would ſend thee on a Meſſage to him, 

But that I fear thy Faith. 
Clan. You wrong my Piety. | 
Seb. It much concerns my Intereſt, which is thine ; 

Would thou deliver what I have to ſay ? 

Wouldft thou induce his Reaſon to comply ? 
Clean. Both; Granting your Propoſal's Honouradle: 

Iſ not, employ ſome Mercenary 'Tongue, 

'The Court affords you Store; and ſpare my Virtue. 
Sofieb. I would have Cleomenes ſent away 

With Royal Aid. 
Clean. You promis'd him he ſhould. | (Voyage, 
Seb. And would have thee perſuade him to this 
Clear. A welcome Errand : Oh my dear, dear Father. 
So/. But on my Terms, mark that; my Terms, Clan- 
Clean. I fear'd the Stateſman in you. (hes. 
Sofib. I would have Apt ſafe : That's all my Intereſt; 


And therefore he muſt leave behind for Pawns, 


His Mother, Wife and Son. 
Clean. Tis clogging of a Gift : Tis baſe, mean Coun- 
I hope you gave it not. (el, 
Sofb. No: "Twas Caſſandra ! 


But 
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But ſhe would have that Odium caſt on me, 
] am her Beaſt of Burden, and muſt bear it. 
Clean. I never can bely ſo good a Father ! 
But this I'll do; 
The Meſſage ſhall be faithfully deliver'd, 
And all the Strumpet ſtand expos'd to ſhame. 
Sec. Thou hit'ſt my Meaning; but he mutt be ſecret, 
Muſt ſeem to take the Favour as from Her; 
And lay the Hardſhip of the Terms on Me. 
Cl-an. He ſhall. 
Seb. And thou wilt gild this bitter Pill: 
For there's no other Way to go from hence, 
But leaving theſe behind. 
Clan. A Beam of Thought comes glancing on my 


Soul. Afede. 

[']! undertake it, [To bis Father. 
The Pledges ſhall be left. | 

Selb. My beſt Cleanthes : | [ Embraces him. 


But haſte, and loſe no Time ! | 
Clean. I'm all on Fire to ſerve my Friend and Father. 
[Ex. Cleanthes. 
0b. [alone.] This Cleomenes ought to be difpatch'd : 
Diſpatch'd the ſafeſt Way: He ought to die; 
Not that I hate his Virtue; but I fear it: 
The Miſtreſs drives my Counſels to the Leeward; 
Now I muſt edge upon a Point of Wind; 
And make flow Way, recovering more and more, 
Till IJ can bring my Veſſel ſafe aſhore, [Ex. Soſib. 


SCENE of a Temple with Illuminations. An Altar, A- 
pis painted above; Priefls and Chorifters. Ptolemy, 
C ra, Courtiers Men and Women, all decently 
plac'd. Muſick Inflrumental and Vocal. Then Ptolemy 
taking Caſſandra by the Hand, advances to the Altar 

% Apis, bowing thrice, and gives the High Prieſt a 
Purſe. Soft Mufick all the while Ptolemy and Caſ- 
ſandra are Adoring and Speaking. 


Pte]. Soul of the Univerſe, and Source of Life, 
Immortal Apis, thou thrice Holy Fire, 
5 Hear 
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Hear Zg ypt's Vows and mine: if as we dream, 
Egyptian Earth impregnated with Flame, 
Sprung the firſt Man; 

Preſerve thy primitive Plantation here. 

Then for my ſelf, thy Type, and thy Vicegerent, 
Row! from my Loins a long Deſcent of Kings; 
Mix'd of Caſſandra's kind) Blood and mine. 
Mine be ſhe only, and I i hers, 

And when I ſhall reſolve again to thee, 

May ſhe ſurvive me. and be Queen of fg ypt : 
Hear this, and firm it with ſome happy Omen. 


[An Augury portending good Succeſs 2 from the Altar. 


Omnes. Apis be prais'd for this Auſpicious Omen. 
| [Ptol. bowing retires, and ſeems pleas'd. 
Caſ. [kneels.) Great Pow'r of Love! who ſpread'ſt 
thy gentle Fire 
Thro' human Hearts, art every where ador'd ; 
Accept thefe Vows, in ſhow to Apis paid, 
And make his Altar thine : Hear not that Wretch ! 
Becauſe his Prayers were not addreſs to thee ; 
Or only hear his laſt, that T may reign. 
Make Clomenes mine, and mine alone: 
Give us a Flight ſecure, a ſafe Arrival; 
And crown our Wiſhes in each other's Arms. 
Hear this, and firm it with ſome happy Omen. 
[4 bad Omen ariſes from the Flames of the Aliar, 

Omnes, Avert this Omen, 4s. 

Caf. (riſes. ] Accurſt be thou, Grafs-eating fodder' 
Accurs'd thy 'T'emple ! more accurs'd thy Prieſts! [God! 
The Gods are theirs, not ours; and when we pray 
For happy Omens, we their Price mult pay: 

In vain at Shrines th* ungiving Suppliant ftands : 
'This *tis to make a Vow with empty Hands : 
Fat Off rings are the Prieſthood's only Care; 


"They take the Money, and Heaven hears the Prayer. 


ithout a Bribe their Oracles are mute, 
And their Inſtructed Gods refuſe the Suit. 
[Exit Ca. in a Fury, King and Attendants fil 
hew. Scene cloſes. 


SCENE 
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Sc EN E, The Port of Alexandria. 


Enter Cleomenes, and Cleanthes. 


Clom. The Propoſitions are unjuſt and hard; 
And if I ſwallow 'em, "tis as we 
The Wrath of Heaven. 

We muſt have Patience, for they will be Gods, 
And give-us no Account of what we ſuffer. 

Clean. My Father much abhors this middle Way, 
Betwixt'a Gift and Sale of Courteſy. : 

But 'tis the Miſtreſs ; She that feem'd fo kind, 
'Tis ſhe, that bears fo hard a Hand _ you : 
She that would half oblige, and half affront. 

Cleom. Let her be what ſhe is: That's Curſe enough. 
But ſuel a Wife, a Mother, and a Son 
Oh ſure, ye Gods! when ye made this vile g ypr, 

Ye little thought, they ſhould be mortgag'd here 
My only Comfort | 

Fs, that I truſt theſe precious Pawns with thee : 
For thou art fo religiouſly a Friend, 

That I would ſooner leave em in thy Hands, 
Than if J had Security from Heav'n, 

And all the Gods to anſwer for their Safety. 

Clean. Yes, yes; They ſhall be ſafe; 

And thow ſhall have a ge, 
As ſtrong as Friendſhip can make over to thee: 
Deny me not, for I muſt go with thee; 
And ſhare what Fate allots for thee in Groece. 
| [Cleomenes looks diſcontentedly.. 
Nay, eaſt not on me that forbidding Frown 3 
hut let me be their Pawn, as they are thine: 
50 I ſhall have thee wholly to my elf, 
And be thy Wife, thy Mother, and thy Son, 
As thou art all to me. | 

Clem. Oh Friend! [Sig he, and wipes his Eyes. 

Clan. What wouldſt thou tay, my better Part ? 

Chom. No more, but this; that thou-art too unkind, 
When even in Kindneſs thou wouldſt over-come. 

Clan. Let me be proud; and pardon-thou my _ 
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Baſe, worthleſs Agypt has no other Pawn, 
To counter-balance theſe, but only me. 
Twas on ſuch Terms alone, I durſt propoſe it: 
Shalt thou leave theſe ? 
And I not leave a Father, whom I love? 
Come, come, it muſt be ſo. - 
We'll give each other all we have beſides : 
And then we ſhall be even. Here they are! 
I leave thee. Break thoſe tender Ties of Nature, 
As gently as thou canſt ; they muſt be broken. 
[ Going, return, 
But when thou ſeeſt Caſſandra, curb thy Spleen ; 
Seem to receive the Kindneſs as from her ; 
And if thou think'ſt I love thee for my Sake, 
Remembring me, ſtrive to forget my Father. 
| [Exit Clean, 
Enter Cleora, Crateſiclea, and Cleonidas. 
Cleom. But how can I ſuſtain to tell em this, 


[ Walking from en. 
Even in the gentleſt Terms 954 
There are not Words in any Tongue ſo ſoft 
As I would uſe; The Gods muſt have a new one, 
If they would have me ſpeak. 

Crat. How, King of Sparta When your Fortune 
A Glorious Sun-ſhine, and a Gloomy Soul? [ ſmiles, 
The Gods love Chearfulneſs, when they are kind; 
They think their Gifts deſpis'd, and thrown away 
On ſullen thankleſs Hearts. 

Cleor. I hear, my deareſt Lord, that we ſhall go. 

Clem. Go! | 

Cleon. What a mournful Echo makes my Father! 
By Mars, he ſtifles Go upon his Tongue, 

And kills the joyful Sound; he ſpeaks fo low, 
That Heaven muſt liſten, if it hear his Thanks. 

Clom. Yes, I ſhall go; but how? 

Cleor. With Ag ypt's Aid. | 

leon. With his own Soul and Sword, a thouſand ſtrong; 
And worth ten Æg ypts, and their ten thouſand Gods. 

Crat. There's ſomething more in this, than what ue 
Some ſecret Anguiſh rowls within his Breaſt, lere 


a 
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And will not give it Vent. I know him well, f 
He bluſhes, and would ſpeak, and wants a Voice! 
And ſtares and gapes like a forbidden Ghoft, 
Till he be ſpoke to firſt. Tell me, my Son ! 
Clom.Mother,I will—And yet I cannot neither. 44. 
Mother! that Word has ſtruck me dumb again: 
Fer, how can I ſay Mother, and — 
To leave her here behind, who gave me Life? 
Mother! and Wife ! and Son! the Names that Nature 
Melt loves t$ ſpeak, are baniſh'd from my Mouth. 
Cllor. Tell us, my Love, the King has chang'd his 
And has refus'd us Leave; for we can it: [Mind, 
Eeoypt is Greece to me, while you are here. . 
Cl::m.Oh 1 would ſpeak ! But, oh! you ſpeak ſo kindly, 
That you forbid my Speech : You call me Love. 
Clear. Was that too kind a Word ? 
Clom. It was to me; I ama meer Barbarian; 
A Brute, a Stock, for I have no Relations, 
Or ſhortly ſhall have none. 
Clear. Then we muſt die! 
Clin. We muſt ; and welcome Death. 
Crat. To fave his Life. 
Cl:om. The Gods forbid that you ſhould die for me! 
No: You may live; but I muit die thrice over: 
For I muſt leave you here, or mult not go: 
Theſe are the hard Conditions offer'd me. | 
Crat. Then Zgypt would have Pledges : Is this all? 
Clem, Yes, and a mighty All: Tis all I have: 
But I propoſe it not; remember that. 
Crat. I do: and therefore I propoſe it firſt, 
To fave this virtuous Shame, this good Confuſion, 
That would nat let you ſpeak. | 
Cleom. Oh! I could almoſt think you love me not: 
You granted me ſo quick, ſo willingly, | 
What I bear witneis Heaven, was flow to ask, 
And would be loth to have. | 
Cleor. I cannot leave you. 


Clem. I was but wiſhing, thou wouldſt draw me back, 


And now, I cannot go. 
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That ſhakes him like an Earthquake, which he preſſes, 
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| Crat. Are you turn'd Woman? 

No more of this fond Stuff. / 

Clean. Shall I be left to gather Ruſt in Zeyp 2 

A Glue of Sloth to ftick to my young Pinions, 

And marr their Flight ; Habitual Cowardiſe ? 

No; I muſt learn my ſtubborn Trade of War 

From you alone, envy you betimes. 

Cleom. But the Conditions! Oh theſe hard Conditions, 

That ſuch a Spirit muſt be left behind, 

Untaught ! unfaſhion'd by a Father's Hands ! 

A Spirit ſit to ſtart into an Empire, 

And look the World to Law. . 

Crat. No more debating, for I ſee the Pinch, 

He muſt be left, and ſo muſt She and I : 

For we are but your Softneſſes, my Son; 

Th' Incumbrances and Luggage of the War: 

| Fight for us, and redeem us, if you pleaſe ; 

ml For there we are your Clogs of Virtue ; hero 

| The Spurs of your Return. 

Cleom. I thank you, Mother, 

|| Once more you have erected me to Man, 

Bl And ſet me upright with my Face to Heaven ! 
The Woman and the Boy be yours awhile : 

The War be mine alone ! | 
Crat. There ſpoke the Spartan King: Think not on us, 
Cleom. I wonnot. 

Chor. Not in Pray'rs ! 
Cleon. In Pray'rs! That's poor, 

As if the Gods were thoughtleſs of their Work : 

Think on us, when you fight ; and when you make 

A luſty Stroke, cry out, That's for my Boy. 

Crat. Diſpoſe this mouldring Carcaſs as you pleaſe, 

Ere lingring Age or Sickneſs wear it out; 

Unpro then for Sparta's Good: 

Be chearful, fight it well, and all the reſt 

Leave to the Gods and Fortune. 

Cleom. If they fail me, 
Theirs be the Fault, for Fate is theirs alone : 


My Virtue, Fame, and Honour are my own. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 
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SCENE, an Antechamber of Caſfandra*s Lodging, 


Enter Ptolemy, Soſibius, Cœnus, Caſſandra. 
9515. 00 ſo; it works: now Miſtreſs, fit you faſt 


| | Abu. 
pul. Humph, Whores and Catamites ! 
Were thoſe his bake > I 
Can. Upon my were. ; 
Pol. Wiom ſhould he mean by thoſe unmanner'd 
Terms? Caſſandra, can you gueſs ? | 
Caf. Twas kindly ask d. 
Pte]. A foul-mouth'd Villain. 
$,fb. So I ſhou'd have thought, 
But that this Lady knows him good and grateful. 
Czn. Madam! I ftand ſuſpected without Cauſe, 
And, but I fear revenge from this great Man, 
I could ſay more. 
Caſ. I thought he was concern'd. 
255 bab bod I protect th 
Caſ. $ » Grecian, I prote ee. 
82 Cleanthes 44 was preſent, and he added 
| — — ie 
But he a in time fto hear his C . 
Sofeb. 3 dear Son ! [ Heat. 
[ fear thy laviſh Tongue has ruin'd thee ; 
What can I do to ſave thee ? 
Caſ. Well, proceed. by | 
Czn. Can you deny, my Lord, that you were preſent, 
When Cleomenes tax d the Court, and King, 
With brutal Vices ? | 
Clan. I remember ſomewhat; 
Of certain Horſes which he could not buy, 
And ſaw thee go away diſlatisfy'd, 
Which to prevent, I meant to purchaſe em: 
The reſt I heard not, nor believe he ſpoke. F* 


— 
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Caf. Cleanthes added farther ; that thou ſaidſt. | 
Prol. And we would know, ere Tortures force it from 
Sofib. [ fee] Now comes the fatal Stroke. [thee 
Cen. He added farther, — . | | 
Clean. No; thou add'ſt it all: 
And I demand the Combat. 

Prol. Let him ſpeak. | | 

So6b. Think firſt; Cleantbes! Think before you hazard 
Your Life and Honour in this bold Appeal : 
Somewhat, you might have faid, nay more you ought, 
Since I commanded you to be a Spy 
On Cleomenes Acts, and cloſe DP. 

Clean. The good old Lyar would preierve my Life. 

| [ Afide, 


And I muſt ſteer his Courſe. 
I think — I farther added —- [ To the Kin, 
Ptol. *Tis forgiven ; 
So wholly pardon'd, that I will not hear it ; 
Good Spies are uſeful, and muſt be encourag'd ; 
But what muſt next be done with Cleomenes? 
Sofb. Diſpatch him, as the Source of all your Fears, 
Obſerve the mounting Billows of the Main, 
Blown by the Winds into a raging Storm : 
Bruſh off thoſe Winds, and the high Waves return . 
Into their quiet firſt created Calm : ; 
Such is the Rage of buſy bluſtring Croues, 
Fomented by th' Ambition of the Great: 
Cut off the Cauſes, and th' Effect will ceaſe ; 
And all the moving Madneſs fall to Peace. 
Ptol. Let him be ſeiz'd in order to his Death; 
I am in haſte, you know it, for my Progreſs, 
A thouſand Pleaſures wait me at Canopus; 
And this poor trifling Buſineſs of one Life 
Encumbers all: Caſſandra Are you ready? 
We will be ſeen like It and O/7r7s, 
Drawn in one Chariot, for admiring Eyes 
To worſhip as we paſs. | 
Ca ſ. A Word in private: Cænut, attend without. [ Ex. 
LCaſ. leads the King to a Corner of tbe Stage; Solid. 
takes his Son to the others ' 90 
. | 5 . 
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$ofib. to Clean. Now I am twice your Father, by pre” 
ſervin 

The Life I — you, which your Folly hazarded: 

Break of all Friendſhip with that Spartan King, 

Or never ſee me more: His Fate's reſolv'd ; 

Nor can you ſtem the Tide: Avoid his Ruins; 

Reply not, but obey. | 
Clan. I know my Duty. [ Bowing. 
Sb. Thou overjoy'i me: Follow, we'll talk farther. 

[ Exeunt Sohb. and Clean. 
Caf. What think you of So/ibius and his Son? 
Ptcl. As of two Creatures zealous for my Service. 
Caf. Oh Heav'ns! That I ſhould love this King fo 

But that I doat : What can I ſee in him? [well ! 

But dull good Nature and Simplicity ! 

Well, well! my little Dear, I find the Gods 

Have given me here, no Buſineſs of my own ; 

But made me juſt your Drudge, to love and fave you. 
Prol. Proteſt I thought 'em honeſt; are they not? 
Caſ. Ye Gods! why did you make this Man your Image? 

And made him but an Image? You'll forgive me. 

I love you ſo, that I am forc'd to rail. 

You ſaw no cloſe Conveyance of the Game 

Betwixt the crafty Sire, and cunning Son: 

How lily one invented an Excuſe, 

And t'other took it up as dext'rouſly ! 

Ptel. Why ſure Cleantbes was his Father's Spy. 
Caſ. Yes, over you; but not on Cleamenes. 
fear you are betray*d, and the Gods blind you, 
To make your Ruin ſure! 
Ptol. As how, Caſſandra? 
Ca/. When you are abſentya ꝛ;y 
Pro]. Well! 
Caſ. Tis in their Power 
Pi]. To murder Cleomenes— 
Caſ. If they pleaſe ; 
Or elſe to ſet him free, and join with Magas. 
Ptol. I will not to Canopus. 
Caſ. Yes; you mult. e 7-5 
Fiel. But how ſhall I be ſafe, and take this Jenny 
M7 * 


330 CI EOMEN ES. 


Caſ. Leave that to me. 
Piol. But you muſt go along. 
Caf. No: I muſt ſtay here, in order to your Safety, 
To watch the growth of Danger, and prevent it. 
This cruel Abſence I muſt undergo ; 
Or elſe I love you not. 
Ptol. Since I muſt go, 
I'll cheat em of a Day, and come before 
My Time, for love of thee. 
Ca. To ſum up all, 
For we are both in haſte ; | 
Intruſt your Royal Signet in my Hands. 
Ptol. Join'd with Sofibius. 
Ca. Would you truſt a Stateſman 
Before your own dear Heart? You love him better, 
You naughty Man, in faith you do; and now IT think 
J will not have your Signet: By this Kiſs, [on't, 
And this, and this, I will not. 
Ptol. By all three, thou ſhalt. . | R 
Gives her the Signet is Finger. 
But kill this 8 quickly, — — 5 
Caſ. He's in ſafe Hands with me. 
Ptol. One more Embrace. 
Caſ. There, take it, and now 2 ; 
Thus for your Good, I thruſt you my Arms, 
Prol. Farewel, my Love. [Exit Ptolemy, 
Caſ. Farewel —— I hope for ever. 
Now Cleomenes I will ſound thy Soul: 
For Life, and Death depend upon thy Choice ; 
But for that eaſy Wretch, him I contemn. 
Hard State of Lovers! ſubje& to our Laws ! 
Fools we muſt have, or elſe we cannot ſway ; 
For none but Fools will Woman-kind obey. 
If they prove ſtubborn and reſiſt our Will, 
We exerciſe our Pow'r, and uſe em ill. 
The paſiive Slave that whines, adores and dies. 
Sometimes we pity ; but we ſtill deſpiſe. 
But when we doat, the ſelf-ſame Fate we prove, 
Fools at the beſt ; but double Fools in Love. 
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We rage at firſt with ill diſſembled Scorn ; 
Then falling from our Height, more baſely mourn ; 
And Man, th' inſulting Tyrant, takes his Turn: 
Leaves us to weep for our neglected Charms, 
And hugs another Miſtreſs in his Arms: 
And, that which humbles our proud Sex the moſt, 
Of all our flighted Favours makes his Boaſt. 

[Exit Caſlandra. 
Enter Cleomenes. 


Clem. Her Words, her every Look, confeſs ſhe loves 
And therefore ſhe detains theſe Hoſtages : ſme, 
As Pawns of my Return to her and Apt. 

Thus far tis plain and obvious: But the Picture. 
That Helen. There's the Riddle of her Love. 
For what I ice, or only think I fee, 
I; like a Glimpſe of Moon-ſhine, ſtreak'd with Red: 
A ſhuffled, ſullen, and uncertain Light, 
| That dances thro” the Clouds, and ſhuts again: 
Then *ware a riſing Tempeſt on the Main. 
Enter Caſſandra. 

Caſ. [ Afide.] I would, but cannot ſpeak. 

The Shame that ſhould to Woman-kind bclong, 
Flown from my Boſom, hovers on my Tongue. 

Clem. Tis rarely ſeen, that Gods from Heav'n deſcend, 
But for ſome kind, ſome charitable End. 

And yet your troubled Looks ill News import, 
Stops, or Delays, but that's no News at Court : 
There's ſomewhat which your Pity would diſguiſe. 

Caſ. Would you could read that ſomewhatin my Eyes! 
But as you are a Spartan and a King, 

Undaunted hear whatever News I bring : 

The Favourite hates you; Cænus has betray'd 
The bitter Truths that our looſe Court upbraid. 
Your Friend was ſet upon you for a Spy; 

And on his Witneſs, you are doom'd to die. 

Clom. I have been plung'd already twice in Woes, 
And the third time above the Waves I roſe. 

Still I have Strength to ſteer me into Port, 
And ſhun the ſecret Quick-ſands of the Court. 
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But when my Friend, who ſhou'd expecting ſtand, 
On the bare Beach, to lend his helping Hand ; 
When he defends th' unhoſpitable Shore, 
And drives me thence, I fink for evermore. 
But *tis impoſſible, his Faith is try'd ; 
The Man, who had defam'd him thus, had ly'd. 
Caſ. Well! I forgive your blunt Laconick way, 
It ſhall be ſeen, it ſhall this very Day, 
Who would preſerve your Life, and who betray. 
The King incens'd, the Favourite your Foe, 
Yet on the ſame Conditions you may go; 
Your Wife, your Son, your Mother left behind. 
What think you now ? 
Cleom. Tis to be wondrous kind. 
Caf. Suppoſe I add a farther Bounty yet. 
Cleom. It could but make your Favours over weight, 
Ca/. What if I went my Ze to waft you o'er ? 
And left you, when I ſaw you ſafe aſhore ? | 
For I ſhould leave you, if you thought it fit, | 
Not to de more than Honour wou'd permit. | 
Can I do leſs to ſhow you I am kind, | 
To comfort you for thoſe you left behind? [ought, 
Cleom. The World would think you kinder than you 
Caf. Why ſhould I care what baſe _Zgyptians thought? 
Clom. Immoderate Gifts oppreſs me, not relieve, 
Nor dare. I take, what ruins you to give. 
Caf. Leave me to judge of that. I could preſcribe 
An eaſy way of giving back my Bribe. 
Why would you force me farther than my Part ? 
Look on my Eyes; and you may read my Heart. 
| | [Looks on her as by flealth, 
Oh there you met me with a guilty Glance ! 
Now tis too late to plead your Ignorance. 
Cleom. T am ſo much below, and you above, 
What can I fay ? 
Caf. But one kind Word, I love. 
Cleom. As far as Gratitude that Love can pay. 
Caſ. Oh ſtop not there; for that's but half the way: 
Would you to one poor narrow Word confine 
Your Paſſion? when I put no Bounds to mine? 


Clan. 
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Clam. Cleora ! . 
Caſ. Now you ſpeak too ſoon ; forbear, 
Nothing can pleaſe-me, that begins with her. 
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Clam. I muſt begin, where Nature void of Art 
Directs my Tongue, with her who rules my Heart. 


Caſ. Let us together fail before the Wind, 
And leave that dull domeſtick Drudge behind. 


Cleom. What? to expoſe her helpleſs Innocence 


To the wild Fury of an injur'd Prince? 
The Gods have made your noble Mind for me ; 


Caſ. A vain Surmile ; their Talents would agree, ? 


And her infipid Soul for Pzo/emy : 
A heavy Lump of Earth without Deſire, 
A Heap of Athes that o'er-lays your Fire. 
Clem. Virtue you muſt allow her, tho? a Foe. 


Caſ. No more, than what I would to Ice and Snow; 
Yet thoſe have Seeds of Heat ; her ſhivering Blood 


| Makes her, at beſt, but impotently Good. 
But neither I can ſave you, if you ſtay, 
Nor fave my ſelf unleſs I go away: 
For if I ſtay. behind, and 7M you free, 
The Fury of the King would fall on me. 
Clem. Then to prevent your Fate, I muſt not 
Death is my Choice, ſince Heav'n will have it fo. 


go: 


Caſ. Heav'n would preſerve your Life, and ſo would J, 


But you are obſtinately bent to die. 


Cl:1m. Some Men are made of ſuch a leaky Mould, 


That their filld Veſſels can no Fortune hold: 
Pour'd in, it ſinks away, and leaves em dry; 
Of that unſuſceptible Make am I. 

Yet think not, fair one, I your Charms deſpiſe; 
My Heart's inſenſible, but not my Eyes: 

Reſpect and Gratitude are all my Store, | 
And thoſe I give : My Love was giv'n before. 


Caf. Thus break falſe Merchants with an honeſt Show: 
Rich to themſelves, but Bankrupts where they owe. 


Cleom. If at this awful Diſtance I remain, 
Batter be too Devout, than too Profane. 


Caſ. Flattery ! ſuch Alms the Prieſthood gives the Poor, 


They Bleſs, and ſend *em empty from the Door: 
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Know you, that Death ſtands ready at the Gate; 
That I forbid him, and ſuſpend your Fate; 
The King's ſhort Abſence leaves me abſolute ; 
When he returns, th' inevitable III 
Is paſt my Power, and may be paſt my Will: 
Unhappy Man! prevent thy Dettiny ; - 
Speak one kind Word to fave thy Life and me. 

Claam. Be anſwer' d, and expect no more Reply. T 
Caſ. Diſdain has fwell'd him up, and choak'd hu 


Sullen and dumb, and obſtinate to Death. 0 
No 1 of Pity in his Face appear; A 
Look If th' ungratefal Creature ſhed one Tear 
Cram'd with his Pride, he leaves no room within 
For Sighs to iſſue ont, or Love to enter in.f He turns .I 
What! doſt thou turn thy Face in my Defpite ? | 
Am Ia Toad? a Monſter to thy Sight? A 
Farewel fond Pity then: As thou from me, 
So, thy good Fortune turns her Face from thee : 
Left, ſcorn'd, and loath'd, and all without Relief, [ 
Revenge ſucceeds to Love, and Rage to Grief : 
Tempeſts and Whirlwinds thro' my Boſom move, 
Heave up, and madly mount my Soul above 
The Reach of Pity, or the Bounds of Love. 
Approach, and ſeize the Traitor. 
| Enter Guards. 
Cleom. Now I can ſpeak, thy Kindneſs kept me dumb 
For that I could not anſwer : 'The falſe Siren, 
No longer hading her uncomly Parts, 
Struts on the Waves, and ſhews the Brute below. 
Ca/. Stop that foul Mouth: Behold this Royal Signet; 
The Warrant of his Death. [Guards go to ſeize hin. 
Cleom. Stand back, ye Slaves, [ He draws his Sword. 
And put me not to ſtain: a Spartan Sword 
With bale /Z2yptian Blood. 
[ He advances upon em, they retire with figns of Fav. 
Caſ. Fall on: behold a noble Beaſt at Bay, 
And the vile Huntſmen ſhrink More Aid: Who waits! 
| '. Enter Cleanthes. 
Now, Sir, what brings you here ? 
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Chan, My Zeal to ſerve you. | 
Caſ. That ſhall be try'd; Diſarm him. 
Clean. Cleomenes I . 

Deliver me your Sword. 

Clom, How's this, Cleantbes ? 

Clean. It muſt be fo ! 

Cleom. Is this a Friend's Advice, 

To give me up defencelefs to a Cxoud, 
Whom arm'd I could reſiſt? 

Char. Muſt he die, Madam 

Or be reſerv'd for further Puniſhment, 
At Ptolemy's Return ? 

Caf. Why aſk you that ? | 

Clan. Becauſe his Deſtiny, for ought I find, 
Depends on you : Think firſt, and then command. 
Caf, Know then, that his laſt Thread is on the Diſtaff, 
And I can cut it now. | 

Clean. And are reſolv'd ? 

Caf. I only faid I can, and I can fave; 

Dilarm, and hurt him not. 

Clean. Qnee more your Sword. 

Cl:om. Stand off thoſe Villains : Tho' I fear em not, 
Yet Cowards are offtenfive to my Sight: | 
E ppt — cnn 
Below tne Courage of a Spartas King. 

Caſ. Chanthes . May 1 truſt your Faith? 

Clean. You, map. 

Caſ. Be gone, and wait my Call. [Ex. Guards. 

Cleom. Cleanthes ! Still my Friend; for ſuch I hold 
Tho' this bad Waman ſays. thou art my Spy; Ithee, 
| cannot give. a greater Proof than this, 

That I believe her not: | [Gives him his Sword. 
If thou art fable, | 
'Tis in thy Power to. ſhow it fafely, now: 
And compats that by Treaſon, which in Arms 
Nor thou, nor any Man alive can force. 
Remember till, I gaue it to a Friend: 
For Life and Deatn are equal in themſelves; 
Tha which would caſt the Ballance, is thy Fal ſhood, 
lo make my Death more 

Clean. 
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9 you may think me that, which you cal 
e, N 
But Duty to my Father 
Cleom. Say no more! 
I would not curſe thee. for thou wert my Friend. 
I think thee ſtill as honeſt as thou could ; 
Impenetrably N but like Achilles, 
Thou hadſt a ſoft Ægyptian Heel undipt, 
And that has made thee Mortal. 

Caf. Cleantbes, thou haſt well approv'd thy Faith: 
And as this Palace is thy Government, 
On utmoſt Peril of thy Lite ſecure him. 
One farther Word | [Whiſper 

[Ex. Cleanth. looking concernedly on Cleomeng, 

Cleom. So guilty as thou art, and canſt thou look 
On him thou haſt betray'd ? Go, take thy Hire, 
Which thou haſt dearly purchas'd, and be great, 

Caſ. S., or you, brave Sir, as you have given ny 

opes * 
But Air 8 on, Air ſhall be your Food: 
No Bread ſhall enter theſe forbidden Doors. 
Thin, hungry Diet, I confeſs; but ſtill 
The liker Spartan Fare: Keen Appetites, 
And quick Digeſtion wait on you and yours. 

Cleom. O mix not Innocence and Guilt together 
What Love have they refus'd, or how offended ? 

Be Juſt, tho' you are Cruel; or be Kind, 
And puniih me alone. Ws 

Caf! There Nature works, | 

Then there I'll ftab thee in thy tender Part. 
[Shrieks of Women within, 

Clom. What diſmal Cries are:thoſe ? 

Caſ. Nothing, a trifling Sum of Miſery, 
New-added to the Foot of thy Account : 

Thy Wife is ſeiz'd by Force, and born away; 
Farewel, I dare not truſt thy Vengeance further. 
[ Running to the Door, he is flopt by Guards with 
drawn Swords. | £1 

Cleom. Cleora—— There ſtands Death, but no Cſenra 

I would find both together. 


Enter 
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Eater Crateſiclea, Cleonidas, and Pantheus Bloody on 

his Hand. 

Crat. Oh King of Sparta! 

Clom. Peace, Mother, Peace. 

T hare had News from Hell before you; 
Clara's gone to Death. Is there a Door, 

A Caſement, or a Rift within theſe Walls, 
That can let looſe my Body to her Reſcue ? 

Panth. All clos'd, nothing but Heav'n above is open. 

Clom. Nay, that's clos'd too; the Gods are deaf to 
Huſh then; th irrevocable Doom's gone forth, [ Pray'rs 
And Pray'rs lag after, but can ne' er o ertake; 

Let us talk forward of our Woes to come. 

Crat. Cleanthes !( Oh could you ſuſpect his Faith ?) 
'Twas he, that ed thoſe, who forc'd her hence. 
| Cleem. Pantheus bleeds ! 

Panth. A Scratch, a feeble Dart, 

At Diſtance thrown by an Zgyprian Hand. 
Crat. You heard me not, Clranthes is 
Chem. He was —— no more, good Mother, 

He tore a Piece of me away, and till 

The void Place akes within me: O my Boy, 

I have bad News to tell thee. 

Clem. None ſo bad, 

As that I am a Boy: Cleanthes ſcorn'd me, 

And when I drove a Thruſt, home as I could, 

To reach his Traitor Heart, he put it by, 

And cried as in Deriſion, ſpare the Stripling; 

Oh that inſulting Word ! 1 wou'd have ſwopp'd 

Youth for old Ape, and all my Life behind, 

To have been then a momentary Man. | 

Chom. Alas! Thy Manhood like a forward Spring, 
Before it-comes to bear the promis'd Fruit, 

Is blighted in the Bud: Never, my Boy, 

Canſt thou fetch Manhood up, with thy ſhort Steps, 

While with long Strides the Giant ftals before thee. 

Clean. Am | to die before I am a Man? 

Clem. Yes, thou muſt die with me, and [ with her 
Who gave me Life; and our poor Infant too within, 
A7 | 

OL 


before it knows what Dying mcans, 
VI. P Three 
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Three different Dates of Nature one would think: 
But Fate has cramm'd us all into one Leaſe ; 
And that even now expiring. 

Panth. Yet we live. 

Cliom. No, even now we die; Death within us, 
And keeps our Liſe, for Nouriſhment is Life, 

And we have fed our laſt; Hunger feeds Death. 

Crat. A lingring Doom, but four Days hence the ſame; 
And we can ſhorten thoſe, turn Days to Hours, 

And Hours to Moments: Death is in our Call. 

Panth. The ſooner then, the better. 

Cleon. So lay I. 

Panth. While we have Spirits left to meet him boldly, 

Cleon. I'll hold my Breath, — 
And keep my Soul à Pris'ner in my Body; 

There let it creep and wander in the dark, 

Till tir'd to find no Qut-let, it retreats 

Into my Spartan Heart, and there lies pleas'd : 

So, we two are provided. Sir, your Choice? [79 Cleom. 

Cleom. Not this Diſpatch, for we may die at Leiſure, 
This Famine has a ſharp and meagre Face: 

"Tis Death in an Undreſs of Skin and Bone; 
Where Age and Youth, their Land-mark ta'en away, 
Look all one common Furrow. 

Crat. Yet you chule it, ; 
To pleaſe our Foes, that when they view our Skeletons, 
And find 'em all alike, they may cry out, 

Look how theſe dull obedient Spartan dy'd, 
Juſt as we wiſh'd, as we preſcrib'd their Death; 
And durſt not take a nobler nearer Way. 

Cleom. Not ſo, but that we durſt not tempt the Gods, 

To break their Images without their Leave. 
The Moment ere Caſſandra came, I had 
A Note without a Name, the Hand unknown, 
That bad me not deſpair, but ftill hope well. 
Then die not yet; 
For Heav'n has Means to free us; if not me, 
Vet theſe and you: I am the huatcd Stag, 
Whole Life may ranſom yours, 

Crat, No more of that: 
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1 find your diſtant Drift to die alone: 
An wt £0 Accuſation-of us all, 
As if we durſt not die: In not ſurvive you. 
Panth. Nor I. | 
Clion. Nor I. 
Cl:om. But hear my Reaſons. 
Enter Cleora in a black Veil. | 
Ha! What Shadqw's this !- This that can glide thro? 
Or paſs its ſubtle Limbs thro? Bolts and Bars! | Walls! 
Bak too! like what it repreſents, our Fate. 
Clear. Too true a Sado. I, and you the Subſtance. 
5 7 [ Liftr up her Veil, 
Gam Clara: * 
Clom. Thus let me grow aglin to thee, 
Teo cloſe for Fate to ſever 
Or let Death find me in theſe dear, dear Arms; 
And looking on thee, ſpare my better Part, 


And take me willing hence. 
Crat. What! are you dreaming, Son! with. Eyes caft 
Like a mad Prophet in an Ecſtaſy ? [upwards, 


Cliom. Muſing on what . 

juſt ſuch is Death, 

With a black Veil, covering a beauteous Face ! 

Fear'd atar off 

By erring Nature : a miſtaken Phantom: | 

A Larmicks, lambent Fire. She kiſſes cold; 

But kind, and oft, and ſweet, as my Cleora. 

Oh could we Know, 

What Joys ſhe brings ; ; at leaſt, what Reſt from Grick 
How ſhould we prels into her Friendly * * 
And be pleas'd not to be, or to be happy 

Crat. Look ! What we have forgot! The Joy to ſee 
Cliora here, has kept us from enquiring, 

By what r e Means ſhe enter'd. 

Cleom. Small Joy, Heaven knows, to be adopted here, 
Into the meagre Family of Famine ! | 
The Houſe of Hunger : therefore ask I not ; 

So am I pleas'd to have her Company, 
And fo difpleas'd to have it but in Death 
Cleor. I know not how or why, my ſurly Goaler, 
H 
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Hard as his Irons, and inſolent as Pow'r 

When put in vulgar Hands, Cleantbes gone, 

Put off the Brute 5 and with a gloomy Smile, 
{That ſhow'd a ſullen Lothneſs to be kind) | 
Skreen'd me within this Veil, then led me forth; 
And ufing to the Guards Cafandra's Name, 
Made that my Paſs-port : every Door flew ope, 
T'admit-my Entrance: and then clapt behind me, 
To. bar my going back. 

Cleom. Some new Reſolve OR « 
Caſſandra — and then reſines on Malice: 
Plays with Revenge: with Rage ſhe ſnatch'd you hence, 
And renders you with Scorn : I thought to ſhow you 
How eaſy twas to die, by my Example, | 
And hanſel Fate before you: But thy Preſence 
Has chang'd my Mind, to drag this lingring Life, 

To ſhare thy Sorrows, and aſſiſt thy Weakneſs. 

Come in, my Friends, and let us practiſe Death, 

Stroke the grim Lion, till he grow familiar. 

8 Thou and I, as Lovers ſhould, 

Will Hand in Hand to the dark Manſions go, 

Where Life no more can cheat us into Woe ; 

That ſucking in each other's lateft Breath, 

We may transfuſe our Souls, and put the Change en 
Death. | [Execunt Ones. 


—_— i 2 122 
1 . \ . _ 


* —— — WY g 


Enter Caſſandra and Soſib ius. 


&ofeb. N D what | 
mn A Have you determin'd ? 


Caſ. He fhall die. . | | 
Se/ib. A wholeſom Reſolution : Have you fix d 
The Time ? | 
| Caf. He daily dies, by Hours and Moments; 
All vital Nouriſhment but Air 1s 2 
ights | 


Three rifing Days and two deſcending 
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fave chang'd the Face of Heay'n and Earth by turns; 
But brought no kind. Viciſſitude to him; 
His State 1s ſtill the ſame, wah Fane "om 
Waiting the flow Approaches of his ; 
Which halting: on-Wards, as his Life goes back, 
Still gains upon his Ground. 
Sob. But ere Fate reach him, BEE 
The Mercy of the King may interpoſe: 
You have the Signet? : 
Caf. Ves! in your Deſpight! I; 
Sah. Be not diſpleas'd, ſuppoſe he ſhou'd eſcape ? 
Ca/. Suppoſe he ſhould have Wings? Impoſlible. 


Sofeh: Yet; Keepers have been brib'd: To whom can 
Impute that Crime, bat you ?: | Pu 


aß He may; but let him if he dares : 
Come, Stateſman ! Do not ſhuffle in your Pace; 
You would expoſe me td the Peoples hs 
By hurrying on this Act of Violence: 
You know a. little thing provekes the Croud 
Againſt a Miſtreſs : She's the publick Mark : 
Therefore content your ſelf; I will be ſafe, 
Nor ſhall the Priſoner die a ſpeedier Death, 
Than what my Doom : Unleſs the King 
Reverſe his Orders, by my Meſlenger. 

Seh. May I preſume to ask you, whom you ſent ?* 


Ca/. Thy Son, unknown to thee ; for fo I charg'd him: 
And this the promis'd Hour of his Return. —Nay wonder 
Ichoſe him with Deſign : That whatſoe'er [not, - 


The King ordains, you both ſhoa'd ſhare th' Event; 

And ſtand or fall with me. Ponder on thatand leave me ! 
Seb. ¶ Afrde.] jWhat can ſhe mean? She neither Killa 

nor ſaves 

Caſ. Now tell me, Heart: now anſwer for thy ſelf: 

What wilt thou do ! and what doſt thou defire ? 

His Life ? No, he's ungrateful : Or, his Death ? 

I tremble at that Word. What then ? His Love ! 


His Love! my Heart! What! by Reſtraint, and Famine ? 


Are theſe the-Means to compaſs thy Defign ? 
1 4 My Hand's ſo ſoft, his Heart ſo hard, 
The Blow recoils, and hurts me while I ftrike ! 
| P 3 Like 


[Exit Sofebius, - 
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Like the mad Viper, ſcourg'd into a Rage, 
I ſhoot into my (ef my —4 Sting. 2 
Ne Enter Mariner. | 
Marin. The Ship is ready, when, you pleaſe to ſail 
And waits but your Command : The Wind ſtands fair 
Caf. Be ſecret, and attend my farther Pleaſure — 
[ Gives bim a Purſe, and exit Marin, 
So; this was Time well manag'd : In three Days 
To hire a Veſiel Put my Wealth on Board: 
Send off th* obſerving Son, and fool the Father: 
See him 1 will, to ſound his laſt Reſolves, 
If Love can foften him, or Fear can bow. 
If both ſhou'd fail, th' ungrateful Wretch ſhall find, 
Rage has no Bounds in ſliguted Woman-kind. 
| + [Exit Caſlandra, 


SCENE, 4 Priſm. 


Enter Cleomenes. | ; 
Clem. No Food: And this the third ariſing Sun 

But what have I to do with telling Suns, 

And meaſuring Time? That runs no more for mel 

Yet ſure the Gods are good: I wou'd think ſo, 

If they wou' give me leave es 

But Virtue in Diſtreſs, and Vice in Triumph 

Make Atheiſts of Mankind. 45 

323 Enter Crateſiclea. 

What Comfort, Mother? 

Crat. A Soul, not conſcious to it ſelf of III, 
ndaunted Courage, and a Maſter-mind- 
o Comfort elſe but Death, | 

Who like a lazy Maſter ſtands aloof, © 

And leaves his Work to the flow Hands of Famine. - 
Cleom. All I would ask of Heav'n, 

Is, but to die alone; a ſingle Ruin; 

But to die o'er and o'er, in each of you, 

With my own Hunger pinch d, but pierc'd with yours! 
Crat. Grieve not for me! 5 
Cleom. What! not for you, my Mother! 

I'm ſtrangely tempted to blaſpheme the Gods, 


* 


Fer 
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For giving me ſo good, ſo kind a Parent: 

Ard this is my Return, to cauſe her Death 

- Crat. Peace! your Misfortunes cauſe it, not your Fault. 
Enter Cleora. 

Clom. What! my Cleora? 

| ſtretch'd my Bounds as far as I could go, 
To ſhun the Sight of what I cannot help; 
A Flow'r withering on the Stalk for want 
Of Nouriſhment from Earth, and Showers from Heaven : 
All I can give thee is but Rain of Eyes Wiping his Eyes. 

Cor. Alas! I have not wherewithal to weep : 
My Eyes grow dim, and ſtiffen'd up with Drought 
Can hardly rowl and walk their feeble Round : a 
Indeed —— I am faint. 

Crat. And ſo am I— Heaven knows! However [ 4/de. 
In pity of 'em both, I keep it ſecret : 
Nor ſhall he ſee me fall [ Exit Crateſiclea. 

Cleom. How does your helpleſs Infant? 

Cleor. It wants the Breaſt, its kindly Nourifhment: 
And I have none to give from theſe dry Ciſterns, 

Which unſupply'd themſelves, can yield no more: 
It pull'd and pull'd but now, but nothing came. 

At laſt it drew ſo hard, that the Blood tollow'd : 
And that red Milk I found upon its Lips, 

Which made me ſwoon with Fear. 

Cleom. Go in and reſt thee, 
And huth the Child aſleep. [Exit Cleora. 
Look down ye Gods 
Look, Hercules, thou Author of my Race, 
And jog thy Father Fove, that he may look 
On his neglected Work of Human-kind ; 
Tell him I do not curſe him: But Devotion 
Will cool in Aſter- times, if none but good Men ſuffer — 
What! another Increaſe of Grief? 

Enter Cleonidas. 

Clon. O Father! 

Clem. Why doft thou call me by ſo kind a Name? 
A Father! That implies preſiding Care, 
Chearful to gi ve willing himſelf to want 
Whate'er thy Needs require | | - 

0" 4 Chon, 
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ave you none, Father ? r hungry Morſe! - 

Or give me leave to die —— 77" =o * 

For without your Conſent, Heaven knows, I dare not. 
Cleom. I priythee ſtay a little: I am loth 
To ſay hard, things of Heaven 
Cleon. But what if Heaven 
Will do hard things, muſt not hard things be ſaid ? 
Y' have often told me, that the Souls of Kings 
Are made above the reft of human Race ; 
Have they not Fortunes fitted for thoſe Souls? 
Did ever King die ftary'd ? 
Clom. I know not that : 
Yet ſtill be firm in this: The Gods are good, 
'Tho* thou and I may periſh. 
Cleon. Indeed I know not, 
That ever I offended Heaven in Thought: 
J always faid my Prayers. 
Clom. Thou didft thy Duty. 
Clean. And yet you loſt the Battel when J pray d. 
Clam. Twas in the Fates I ſhould : But hold thee 
The reſt is all unfathomable Depth. [thers 
This we well know, that if there be a Bliſs 
Beyond this preſent Life, tis purchas'd here, 
And Virtue is its Price. 
Cleon. But are you ſure 
Our Souls ſhall be immortal? 
Cleom. Why that Queſtion ? 
Cleon. Becauſe I find, that now my Body ſtarves, 
My Soul decays : I think not as I did: 
My Head goes round: And now you ſwim before me. 
Methinks-my Soul is like a Flame, unfed 

With Oil, that dances up and down the Lamp, 

But muſt expire ere long. | 

Cleom. I pr'ythee try to hold it while thou canſt. 
Cleon. I would obey you, 

As I have always done, but J am faint ; 

And when you pleaſe to let me die, I'll thank you: 
Cleom. Thou ſhalt have Food: I promiſe thee, thou ſhalt, 
Cleon. Then you ſhall promiſe to have Food for your 

{elf too ; | | Fer 
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For if you have it not, I would refuſe to eat: | 
Nay I would chuſe to die, that you might feed on me. 
Clom. Mark, Heaven, his Filial Love, 
And if a Family of ſuch as theſe l 
Muſt periſh thus, your Model is deſtroy d 
By which you made Men. 
Euter Pantheus haſtily. . 
Panth. Be chearful, Sir, the Gods have ſent us Food. 
Cleom. They try d me of the longeſt; But by whom? 
Panth. Go in and ſee. | 
Cleon. Good Father, do not ſtay to afk, but go, 
Clem. Gothou—thy Youth calls fiercer than my Age. 
Cleon. But then make haſte, and come to take your Part: 
Hunger may make me impious to eat all, - ; 
And leave you laſt to ſtarve [£x. Cleonid as. 
Panth. Sir, will you go ? | | 
Clem. I know not: I am half-ſeas o'er to Death! 
And ſince I muſt die once, I would be loth 
Td make a double Work of what's half finiſh'd ; - 
Unleſs I could be fure the Gods wou'd ftilt - 
Renew theſe Miracles: Who brought this Food? 
Panib. He's here that can reſolve yu! [Ex. Panth. 
Enter. Cleanthes with a Sword in his Hand. 
Cleom. How dar'ſt thou come again within my Sight? 
Thou art but *tis no matter what thou art,—— 
['I not conſider thee fo far to think TiN 
Thee worth Reproach., — Away, away Ze yptian t ' 


That's all the Name that's left thee. 
Clean. Such I appear indeed. 3 
Clem... Why then for once, that which thou ſeem'ſt, 

Be gone. (chou art: 

lean. Oh I have been too long away! 

Cham; Too ſoon thou art return d, 

To triumph oer my. Fate. * 

Clan. Forgive me, that I ſeem'd your Fe. 
Cam. Forgive me, Heaven, fot thinking thee' my 

No more; tis loſs of Time to talk. Friend: 

Clean. Indeed. it is, 

When H rf calls ſo loud for Suſtenance. 

But-whether Friend or Foe; tis Food I bring. ; 

| Pg; Cliom Ft 
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Cleom. Tis Poiſon; and my Mother, and my Wig. 
Ard my poor famifh'd Boy are eating Death: 4 
Thou wouldſt not have me think that thou repent ! 

Clean. Heav'n knows, I do not! 

Cleom. Well ſaid, Man! Go on——and be not baſtfy 
To own the Merits of thy Wickedneſs. 

Clean. What need has Innocence of a Repentance 
Cleom. Shuffling again! Prithee be of a Piece. 

A little Steadineſs becomes a Villain, 

Clean. Oh! Friend——for yet I dare to call you ſo; 
Which if I. were a Villain, ſure I durſt not. 

Hear me or kill me! 

Cl:om. So, by Heav'n, I would, 


For thy profaning Friendſhip's Holy Name : 


But for thou ſee*ſt no Juſtice hanging here 
On this bare Side, thou talk*ſt ſecure of Vengeance. 


Clean. I hen if you had a Sword, my Death's reſoly'd! 
Cleom. Thy Conſcience anſwers thee. 
Clan. Without more Evidence than bare Surmiſe; 
At moſt, Appearance of a Crime unprov'd ; 
And, while unprov'd, uncertain. _ | 
. Chom. Traitor, no more; tis fulſom ! 
Clan. Take the Sword [Throws it to hin, 
Clom. I thank thee—draw thy own. [Takes it y. 
Clean No- take that too. 0 raws his, and offers it. 
Cleom Fool —Would'ſt thou die without Defence? 
Clean. I would not: | | 
Fut you forbad me to, defend my ſelf, 


Then, when you would not hear me. 


Clan. Can Falſhood have a better Argument 
han Force for its Defence? Truſt to that Topick, 
And bear thee like a Man, | | 


Clean. I think, I do. 
Clom.V, hat kind o* Man is that, who dares not fight? 


Clean. The Man,, who dares not when his Honour calls, 
Is what you mean; but what I never was: 
Fer Honour never ſummens without Reaſon. 
Force is the Law of Brutes. The dumb Creation, 
Where Words and Reaſon want, appeal to Might. 


I thought a King, and what you boaſt, a Spartan, v 


Mig 


| 


And I want Pow'r to fave him. 


From his cold clammy Face. 
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t have known this without th- g yptian's telli 
4 om. Come, come; thou dar'it — fight. * 
Cl-an. By Heav'n, I dare. | 
But firſt my Honour mult be juſtify'd, 
If you dare be my Judge : 
For in this crude and indigeſted Quarrel, 
If I ſhould fall unheard, you kill your Friend, 
The Man who lov'd you beſt, and holds you deareſt. 
And ſhould you periſh in th'unjuſt Attempt, | 
The Sword that flew you, ſhould revenge your Death 
For I ſhou'd ſoon o'er take you in the Way, 
To quit my ſelf before you reach'd the Shades, 
And told your Tale to Minos. [thee, 
Clem. Then I muſt hear: But ſwear, ſwear firſt I charge 
That when I have pronounc'd, thou wilt no more 
Prolong thy Prattle with ſome new Excuſe : 
And prithee cut it ſhort — becaufe J faint, 
And long to kill thee firſt : Oh, I am going, 
A riſing Vapour rumbles in my Brains, 
I hear my Words far off — ſtand, ſtand, thou Traitor, 
And ſwim net thus before me tis too late, 
[ Puts the Point upon the Ground, once or twice, 
Team ont, and flapgers. 
And I fall unreveng d Offers to run at him, and is falling. 
Clean. What, ho, Panihens / 
[Runs to him, and takes him in his Arms. 


The beſt of Men is dying in my Arms, 
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Enter Pantheus. | 
Panth. O Heay*ns ! what means this direful Object? 
Clan. Aſk not with unaſſiſting Pity ; bow him forward ; 
Rub his numb'd Temples, while I wipe the Sweat. 


— — — Wwe 


Panth. His mounting Heart 
Bounces againſt my Hands, as if it would 
Thruſt off his manly Soul. 
Clean. Wrench ope his Mouth, 
While I infuſe theſe Sovereign Drops, whoſe Pow'r 
Will ſoon recall his wandred Senſe ; 
[He inflills ſomcaubat out of a Vial into his —_— 
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He ſtirs, 
len, Whereas 1? [Steutig .li, tho flour 
Clem.Wheream I? [Standing a while, they ſupport hin 
Clean. In his Arms, who dy'd with you; * 
And now you live revives. : ; 
Cleom. Art thou Panthers ? - 
Panth. Believe your Eyes, I am., _ 
Clrom, Speak then, and truly, (for I truſt not him,) 
Who brought me back to Life? . - 
Panth. Who, but he, who was left ſingle with y 
Who caught you falling in his faithful Arms; 
And not. alone ſufficient to reſtore you, 
Call'd loud for my Aſſiſtance: | 
found him propping you with trembling Hands: 
His Eyes ſo haggard, I could ſcarce diſtinguiſh 
Wo was the living Friend, and who the dead. 
Cleom. All this Cleanthes!/ is, what this Cleanthe;}- 
Penth. Yes, your Cleanthes. - 
Clean. Your ſuſpected Friend, 
Much wrong'd, but ever faithful! 
Cleom. Art thou ſure 
I live? Or am I in the Regions of the Dead? 
And hear the Fables there; my ſelf a Fable? 
Panth. Go in, and ſee your chearful_ Family 
Fxting his Bread, brought in their laſt Diſtreſs 3 
And with a good miſtaking Piety, _ 
Firſt — him, then Heaven! 
Clem, When I hear. this, I have no need of Food: 
I am reſtor'd without it. 9 
Can. Then, now hear me, 
How I was forc'd into this ſeeming Falſhood, 
To fave, my felf, the only Means remaining 
To fave. the Man I love beyond my ſelf; © 
And gain a needful Credit with Caſſandra- 
And yet even then deceiy'd; and ſent far off 
For three long Days, unknowing of your Wants, 
Not thinking ſhe, who.loy'd, could uſe you thus. 
By .-Famiſhment jto—— 80 
Clem. O no more! no more! 
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thee I ow'd the ſeizing of my Sword, 

— I ſhould fall. by. odds. My Wife's return, 
All, all to thee And thou art more than All: 
Canſt thou forgive me? Canſt thou, my Cleanthes ? - 
cn deſerve thus to grow here once more? 

| WH? [Embracing bim. 
Let me embrace my ſelf quite into. thee.. 

Cl:an. Come, come as fiercely as thou wilt - I meet 

thee — [ Embraces Cleomenes. 

| cole within thee, ,and am thou again. 

Panth. Why, this is as it ſhould be. 

Cleom.. I xould not thus have taken to the Deatk 
Another's Falſhood, but thine, only thine : 

For infinitely,, infinitely — 
Twas a wide Gap thou mad"ſt within my Boſom, 
A rent from me. 
Clan. But thy Hunger! 
This violent Tranſport of my Reconcilement, 
Makes me forget thy Wants—— When I embrac'd ther, 
Thy ſpungy Body dwindled in my Arms, 
And like a Ghoſt fled from me. 

Cleom. I could eat [ Going in. 
Now my firſt Appetite. of Love is ſerv d; | 
And chat was much the keeneſt: Let us in; 

For Life Joaks lovely now, and worth preſerving. 

Chan... Not that way, Friend | 
It leads you to the Women, and the Bay. | 

Clem. And why. muſt. I avoid thoſe tender Bleflings-? - 

Clean. Even ſuch becauſe they are, you muſt avoid them. 
For I muſt tell you, Friend, you have but time 
To ſnatch a haſty Morſel, and away: 
Nothing of Manhood muſt be clogg'd or foften'd. 
With Wamaniſh Sighs and Tears, and kind Adieu's þ< 
And thoſe ill-tim'd Remorſes of good Nature, a 
When your whole. Soul is needfyl. 

Panth. ;Y ou tell us Wonders! 

Can. At the King's Return, 
Which, daily we expect, your Death's reſolv'd: 
This Hour's your own! Take it, and tempt your Fortune; 
dome: ſex / brave Friends I hape to add: "OR. 
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If not, all Zgypr's number'd in my ſelf. | 
Cleam. I'm all on Fire; now for a lucky Pull 
At Fate's laſt Lottery: | 
I long to ſee the Colour, white or black: 
That's the Gods' Work : And if I fall their Shame. 
Let'em ne'er think of making Heroes more, : 
If Cowards muſt prevail. 
Panth. The fewer Hands, | 
The fewer Partners in the Share cf Honour. 
Cliom. Come my Pantheus : Lead, my beſt Cleanthy; ! 
We three to all the World, ; 
Clean. Magas, and Liberty, let be the Word: 
Magas is loy'd, and Li deſir'd. 
A ſhort Refection waits at the Lieutenant's, 
That honeſt Friend, who ſent you back your Wife; 
We'll drink a Bowl of Wine, and pour the reſt, 
Not to the Dog Anubis; but to Fove, 
The Freer and Avenger. | [Exenn, 
Enter Crateſiclea, Cleora, Cleonidas. 
Cleor. Gone——and without taking leave! 
Crat. The better. 4 
He bated me the Forms, and you the Fondneſs. 
Cleon. Pantheus too, and he who brought the Food, 
The brave /Zgyptian, vanifh'd all together. n 
Cleor. Oh, my fore-boding Soul ! he's gone to Death! 
And that Cleanthes, whom thou call'ſt the Brave, 
Has baſely train'd him out to his Deſtruction ! | 
Crat. Suſpect him not: When Fate was in his Power, 
And by a Method ſo ſecure as Famine ; 
To fave us then, ſhows he had little Need 
To trick my Son to Death: 
I have a better Proſpect of th' Event. [Thoughts ; 
Gleor. Dear Mother! Comfort me, and tell your 
For I fee nothing, but a gath'ring Tempeſt, 
Horror on Horror to the End of Heaven ! 
Crat. No, no ; you are not of a Soul to bear 
The mighty Good and Ill that meet mid-way, | 
As from two Goals; and which comes firſt upon us, 


Fate only knows 
C/:on, Then ſpeak to me; for I can ſtand the _ 
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a Plant that faſtens in a Storm, 
hal deeper drive the 4 
at. Thy Soul's too Body yet too weak, 
2 = Cruſh. Be all” 1 wait thy Doom 
[4 Cry within : Liberty, Liberty ! Maga, Magas! 
To Arms for Magas, and for Liberty ! 
Clan. What noble Sound was that? So ſmart and vi- 
rous ? 
A Soul in every Word. 
Crat. Why that was it, 
I thought was doing; ; but I durſt not tell, 
Till now it ſhows it ſelf. 1 3 wb ek 
The Work's n, my Bey; the Work's begun: 
There was ar in that Warlike Shout, 
Stemming the Tide of Ag ypt. 

Clear. O comfort me, my Huſband's Mother; fay, 
My Lord may live and conquer. 

2 Poſſibly: 
But ſtill make ſure of Death: Truſt we to * 
As to our laſt Reſerve. | 

, Chor. Alas, I dare not die. 

Crat. Come, come, you dare : 
Do not bely your Courage. 

Cleor. Heaven help me, I have none. 

Crat. Theu dare you be a Slave to bale Æg yatians? 
For that muſt be, if you outlive your Huſband. 

Clear. 1 think, I durſt, to fave my ſelf from Death. 

Crat. Then as a Slave, you. durft be n too ? 

Chor. The Gods forbid. | 

Crat. Ie Gods cannot forbid it 
By any way but Death. 

Cleor. Then 1 dare die. 

Crat. I told you ſo: You did not know your Virtue, 
Poor trembling thing ; I'll warm thee in my e 
And make thee take Death kindly. 

[ Another Shout — Fg Liberty and Magas! : 

Cleon. What muſt become of me? 

Crat. More Trouble yet about this paltry Being 2 


For ſhame no more ſuch Qualms ! 


Claon. No more ſuch vile Miſtakes ! I would die Warm, 
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And not in Women's Company) — but Men's. 
Whether ſome God inſpires me to this Adt, 
Or Fate inevitably calls me on, 
I will: not, cannot ſta /:: 
But as a _ -unfleſh'd Hound, that hears - 
From far the Hunter's Horn and chearful Cry; 
So will I haſte ; and by the Muſick led, 
Come up with Death or Honour Bow 
Cher... Stop him, dear Mother; he may comfort uu. 
But cannot help his Father. : 
Crat. The Heroe's Blood is not to be controubd; 
Even in a Child 'tis madly Maſter ful: 
But wait we patient with our petty Stakes, 
Which en thoſe greater Gameſters muſt depend; 
For as they throw, onr little Lots muſt follow, 
Like Sweepings of their Heap. 
[Crat. and Cleora go in. Trumpets, à Shout withi,: 
Liberty, Liberty, and Magas.' 
Enter: Cleomenes, - Cleanthes, Pantheus, fo/Jowved by 
ſome few — tops . 
Clem. What? Is this popalous City turn'd a Defart y 
The Cry. of Liberty runs on before us; 
And yet not one appears! | 
By Hercules! we drive em thro' their Town : _ 
They dare not ſtay to welcome their Deliverers. 
Clean. The Cowards are afraid of what they wiſh: * 
Arid cou'd they be their own, they would be ours 
Cleom. They" re gone: We talk to Houſes and to Wills, 
Panth.. Not ſo : I ſee ſome peeping from their Door:, 
What are you, Friends or Foes? . 
Four ÆEgyptians appear peeping at the oppoſite Entrants 
| of the Stage. | 
1 Zg ypt.”. Friends, Friends: All honeſt Men, 
And hearty to the Cauſe,-; | 
Clean. Explain what Cauſe - and give the general Cry. 
1 and gt, Liberty and Maga. 
Cleom. ¶ In their Tone. ] Liberty and Magas.“ 
The Cowards whiſper Liberty ſo ſoftly, 
As if they were afraid the Gods ſhould hear it, 
And take em at their Werd. | 
3 Hale 
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1 Egypt. No, Friend: We Vulgar never fear the Gods ; 
But we whiſper, for fear our over-thwart Neighbours 
Should hear us cry, Liberty, and betray us to the Go- 

vernment. (Egypt. 

Clean. Of what Side are you there? [To the oppoſite 

3 Zgypt: That's according as you ſucceed : Ot your 

Side hitherto. . 

Pant h. If you are Men, come join with us. 

4 X#gypt. You are too few for us to join with you; 
but get the greater Party ef your Side, and we'll be ſure 
to help the Common Cry. 

Clom. Dare you do nothing to aſſert your Freedom? 

3 Z21pt. Yes, We'll pray devoutly for you. 

Clean. The Brave pray with their Swords; thats a 

Man's Part. ; ſings 

4 Feypt. Pray with our Swords, the Law calls Fight- 


And Fighting is Blood-ſhed ; And Blood-ſhed is Hanging; 


And Hanging is the Part of a Dog, and not of a Man ; 


in my Opinion. [pets within. 
I 7 2 Every one ſfrift for himſelf. [ Egyptian Trum- 
The Government is a coming. 


[They /ſorink back in a Fright, and clap the Dooxs. 
Clean. Run; couch, you Cowards, to your Tyrant Lords. 
A Dog you worſhip, and partake his Nature; 
A Race of ſpeaking Spaniels. 
Panth. Let em go; we'll do our Work: without em. 
Clean. The Comfort is, our Foes are like our Friends--- 
Holy-day Heroes drawn out once a Month, 
At publick C „to Eat, and to be Drunk; 
Mere Meuths of War. | 
Enter Sofibius and Cœnus at the Head of many Egypti- 
ans : They who ſpoke before, bolt out of | their Doors and 
join with them. ; 
Sab. Twas what J always fear d; e en when I favid 
To find thee thus engag d among my Foes : (thee, 
But, yet ſubmit; And I can yet forgive thee. 
Conſider ; for tis all I've Time to ſay, 
Thou fight'ft againſt thy Father. 
Chan. Againſt my Father's Cauſe, but notmy Father: 
if you. would needs become your ſelf a Slave, 


And 
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And get me ſucb, I muſt redeem us both, 
And will, or periſh in the brave — 
Sofib. Withdraw thy ſelf from Ruin, I command thes 
Clean. Command I cannot: But, I beg you, Sir, 
Engage not for an Arbitrary Power, | 
That odious Weight upon a free- born Soul. 
Seſib. This is too much; fall on: But ſpare my Son. 
| Enter. Caſlandra attended. 
| Cef. Soſibius, hold! Withdraw your Men to Diſtance. IM / 
4 You know this Signet: Obey your King in me. 


Shes the Sigg, Wl * 
Sof. Never more gladly : Tho' my Son's a Rebel; | 
Yet Nature works to fave him. / 
Ca/. Then rather than he ſhould untimely fall, ( 
[ Ccenus draws off Sohibius's Men, 
J wou'd forgive the Reſt, and offer Li 
[Panth. Cleom. Men, Exe. Manent Caſſ. Soſib. Clean, Wt * 
Even to that Fugitive, if he pleaſe to treat. | 
Cleom. Be ſhort : and if you can, for once, fincere. | 
Caſ. What can you hope from this unequal Fight, 
Where Numbers riſe from every Foe you kil 
And grow from their Defeat? 
Culeom We come reſolv'd: 
And to die killing is a kind of Conqueſt. 
Caſ. But are not Life and Freedom worth accepting, 
When offer'd; and, with ſuch Conditions too, 
As make 'em both more pleaſing ? Your Friend's Safety, 
Your Son, your Mother, and that only She, 
Who loves you beſt, for your Companion home: 


, 


You know what She I mean. [ Hfede to him, 

. Clem. No private Parley — [ Stepping back, 
Spartans do all in publick. . ; 

Clean. We know your Reaſons for thoſe ſecret Whil 

And to your Infamy | pers 


Cleom. [ Afede to him.] Peace, Peace, my Friend. 
No Injuries from Women can provoke ; 
A Man of Honour to expoſe their Fame. 
Madam; we underſtand each other well : 
My Son, my Mother, and my Wife reftor'd, 
: Tis Peace; if not, tis War. | 


l 
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Seb. A fair Propoſal: Be it Peace. 
Caf. No, Fool! tis War. Know, heavy Heroe, know, 
I gain'd this Time for my ſecure Revenge; 
To ſeize thy Wife and Mother: And to ſtab thee 
On both Sides of thy Heart, they're gone to die, 
To make thy Death more painful. Farewel, Traitor! 
And thank thy ſelf — not me— [Ex. Caſ. and Soſib. 
Clom. Revenge, Revenge, | 
And ſpeedy Death, or Conqueſt : Hold Cleanthes ! 
Enter Cleonidas. 
Poor Boy ! 
By Heaven, T am pleas'd to ſee thee ſafe this Moment, 
Tho' I expect the next to loſe thee. Guard him, 
Clanthes : Ser him fate behind the Front. 
Clean. Come, Sir ; you are now my Charge! 
Chin. The Gods forbid | 
That I ſhov'd ſeek this Danger, and not ſhare it. 
[7oCleom ] Forgive me, Sir, that once I diſobey you, 
To prove my ſeif your Son; living, or dying, 
TIl not be jeſs than Man, 
Clem. Oh! I cou'd chide thee. 
But there's no time for Love and Anger both. 
Fight by my Side; and Heaven protect thy Courage. 
[Cleom-nes, Cleanthes, Cleunidas, and their Party 
go off the Stage to fight the &gyptians. 
8 Drums, Shouts and Claſbings within. 
| Re-enter bath Parties — The Agyptians firfl, driven by 
Cieomenes, Pantheus ready to Kill Sofibius—as having 
him down : Cleanthes runs to him and inter poſes. 
Chan. Pantheus, hold or turn thy Sword on me. 
, Panth. ¶ Jo Soſib. ] Riſe, Sir; and, thank your Son. 
Clean. [To Panth. ] Purſue the Foes: I have no Joy of 
Till I have ſet my Father ſafe. | (Conqueſt, 
Seh. The Gods reward thy pious Care. 
Cleanthes lead. of his Father ; while Pantheus follows 
Cleomenes : The Egyptians are driven to the bottom 
45 Stage : They make a wheeling Fight ; flill retiring 
gore the Spartans : Cleomenes advances eagerly after 
the Egyptians, and, with Pantheus, drives em of : 
Cleonidas 75 /eft behind : So is Cœnus who had shulk'd. 


Coen 
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Conus. This was well watch'd : The Boy is leſt u 


[Thrufts at Cleonidas bebe 


Cleon. Oh! — — Treaſon ! 
Revenge me, R ather. | 
5 Re-enter Cleomenes. 
Cleom. Twas ſure his Voice: [Sees him on the Gray 
Too ſure : Pity and Rage 
Diſtract my Soul: But Rage will firſt be ſerv'd. 
[Runs at Conus, and hill; bin, 

There's Juſtice for my ſelf and for my Son! 

Look up, ſweet Boy, 

And tell me that thou liv'ſt. 

Cleon. Fain I would live | 

To comfort you: I bleed, and am aſham'd 

To ſay I faint, and call my ſelf your Son; 

O Traitor Cznus ! What's become of him? 

Cleom. Look, there he lies. N 
Cleon. I am glad on't, 

Forgive me Heav'n: I hope tis no Offence 

To ſay I am glad, becauſe he kill'd me baſely. 

Still, I grow fainter; Held me, hold me, Father, 
Cleom. Chear up, and thou fhalt live. | 
Chon. No: I am juſt dying. 

Clem. What ſhall I loſe? | 
Cleon. A Boy: That's all. I might have liy'd w Man 

But once I muſt have dy d. é (hood: 
Cleom. But not before thy Father. 

_ Cleon. Nay, then you envy me, that I'm firſt happy, 

I go; and when you come, pray find me out, 

And own me-for your Son [Dir 
Cleom. There went his Soul: Fate, thou haſt done 

thy worſt, 


And all thou canſt henceforth; is but mean Slaughter; 


The Gleanings of this Harveſt——— 
Enter Pantheus. 
Panth. Sir, y'are well found: our Enemies are fled; 
T left our Men purſuing, and made haſte 
Tobring this joyful News. _. 
Þo m. Look there, and if thou dar'ſt, now give me 


P. ant. 
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tr eb. Enough ! y' have ſtopp'd my Mouth — 
. 2 ko ke Kara? + 

1 xk no Queſtions then of who kill'd who : 

The Bodies tell the Story as they lie. | 

flafte, and revenge | 
ud, i Com. Where are our Enemies? 

Panth, Seulking, diſpers'd in Garrets, and in Cellars. 
| Enter Cleanthes. 


Clem. Not worth the Seeking: Are theſe fit t atone 
For Cleomenes* Mother, Son, and Wife? 

But what the Gods have left us, we maſt take. 

Clan. Tis all in vain : we have no further Work: 
The People will not be dragg'd out to Freedom: 
They bar their Doors againtt it: Nay, the Priſoners 
Even guard their Chains, as their Inheritance ; 

And man their very Dungeons, for their Maſters : 
Leſt Godhike Liberty, the common Foe, 

Should enter m ; and they be judg'd hereafter 
Accomplices of Freedom. 

Panth, Then we may ſheath” our Swords. 

Clan. We may, Pantheus ; 

But fo as brave Men ſhould, each in his Boſom, 
That only Way is left us to die free. 
Cliom. All's loſt for which I once defir'd to live. 
Panth, Come to our Buſineſs then: Be ſpeedy, Sir; 
And give the Word; I'll be the firſt, to charge 
The grim Foe, Death. 
Clom. Fortune, Thou haft redue'd me very low, 
Le ò the Drudgery of Fate my ſelf! | 
What! not one brave /Zgyptian ! not one worthy 
To do me manly Right, in ſingle Combat ! 
To fall beneath my Fury? For that's Juſtice : 
But, then to drag . For to die, 


in, 


And yet, in Death to conquer, is my Wiſh ! 
Chan, Then have your Wiſh: The Gods at laſt are 
And have provided you a Sword that's worthy [kind, 
To match your own : *Tis an /Zgyptian's top. 
Clem. Is there that hidden Treaſure in thy Country? 
The Gods be Prat d for ſuch a Foe I want, 


Clean. 
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Clean. —— Not ſuch a Foe, but ſuch a Friend am l. 
T would fall firſt, for fear I- ſhould ſuryive you, 
And pull you after to make ſure in Death, W I 
To be your undivided Friend for ever. 

Cleom. Then enter we into each others Breaſts. 
"Tis a ſharp Paſſage ; yet a kind one too. 
But to prevent the blind Miſtake of Swords, | 
Leſt one drop firſt, and leave his Friend behind, | 
Both thruſt at once, and home, and at our Hearts ; Ex 
Let neither ſtand on Guard, but let our Boſoms A 
Lie open to each other in our Death, 


As in our Life they were —— -, = 0! 
Clean. I ſeal it thus. ['Ki/s and enbrat | 
Panth. *- where's my Part? You ſhut me out like 

Churls, 


While you devour the Feaſt of Death betwixt you. 2 
Clcom. Cheer up thy Soul, and thou ſhalt die, Pautbeu: 
But in thy Turn: There's Death enough for all: 
But as I am thy Maſter, wait my Leiſure, 
And honeſtly compoſe my Limbs to .Reſt, F 
Then ſerve thy ſelf —— Now are you ready, Friend? N 
Clean. I am. 255 
Cleom. Then this to our next happy Meeting —- 
[ They both puſh together, then flagger backwards, and 
all together in each other's Arms. 
Clean. S f have I ſerv'd you to your Wiſh, my 
i riend ? 
Cleom. Yes, Friend —— thou haſt —— I have the 
in my Heart ——— n 1 
Say — art thouſped? _ Cod." + 
Clan. I am, tis my laſt Breath. | F 
Cleom. And mine—— then both are happy — 
| | : [ Both di. 
| Panth. So, this was well perform'd, and ſoon di 
Both ſound aſleep already, , | - {patch' 
And farewel both for one ſhort Moment. mm 
rs af | 36 [ umpets ſound Victory withit 
Thoſe are the Foes, our little Band is loſt : 
For want of theſe Defenders: I muſt haſten, 
Leſt I be forc'd to live, and led in Triumph; 


Defrauded 
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of my Fate, I've earn'd it well, 
a ed finiſh'd all my Taſk : This is my Place; 
aſt at my Maſter's Feet Guard him, ye Gods, 
Ard fave his facred Corps from publick Shame 
[He falls on his Sword, and lies at the Feet of 
Cleomenes -— Dies. 
Enter Soſibius, Caſſandra, and Aygyptians. 
yd. Twas what my Heart foreboded: There he lies, 
Extended by the Man whom beſt he loy'd ! 
A better Friend than Son. 
Ca, What's he, or thou ? or Ptolemy? or Egypt ? 
Or all the World, to Cleomenes loſt ? | i 
Sofb. Then 1 ſuſpected right : If my Revenge 
Can eaſe my Sorrow; this the King ſhall know; 
That thou mayſt reap the due Reward of Treaſon, 
And violated Love. 
Caſ. Thy worſt, old Dotard. | 
[wiſh to die: But if my Mind ſhould change, 
So well I know my Power, that thou art loſt. 
Hb. The King's Arrival ſhall decide our Fate. 
Mean time, to ſhow how much I honour Virtue, 
Take up that Heroe's Body, bear it bigh, | 
Like the Proceſſion of a Deity : 
Let his arm'd Figure on his Tomb be ſet, 
And we like Slaves lie groveling at his Feet ; 
| Whoſe Glories growing till his lateſt Breath, 
WY Excell'd all others: And his own in Death- N 


[Exeunt Omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 
k Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


His Day, the Poe:, Bloodily inclin'd, 
Has made me die, full fore againſt! my Mind! 


; Some 


EPILOGUE: 


Some of you naughty Men, I fear, will cry, 
Poor Rogue ! would 1 might teach thee how 10 die 
Thanks for your Love; but 1 fincerely ſay, 
I never mean to die, your wicked Way. 
Well, fince it is decreed all Fleſh muſt go, 
And I am Fleſh, at leaſt for ought you know ) 
1 firfl declare, I die with pious Mind, 
In perfect Charity with all Mankind. 
Next for my Will: —— I have, in my Diſpoſe, 
Some certain Moveables wvould pleaſe you Beaux; 
As, firfl, my Youth ; for as I have been told, 
Some of you, modifo Sparks, are dewiliſb old. 
My Chaſtity I need not leave among ye : 
For to ſuſpect old Fops, were much to wrong ye : 
You favear you're Sinners ; but for all your Late, 
Your Miſſes ſhake their Heads, and find you chaſte. 
1 give my Courage to thoſe bold Commanders 
That flay with us, and dare not go for Flanders. 
T heave my Truth ( to make his Plot mere clear ) 
To Mr. Fuller, awhen be next _ favear. 
I give udgment, craving all your Mercies, 
2 good ag or 2 dull Fareces. 

ſmall Devotion let the Gallants ſhare, 

at come to ele us at Evening Pray'r. 

I give my Perſon let me well confider, 
Faith een to him that is the fairef! Bidder : 
To fome rich Hunks, if any bold 
To ſay thoſe dreadful Words, To have and hold. 
But flay—— to give, and be bequeathing fill, 
When Tm fo poor, is juſ like Wickham's Will: 
Like that notorious Cheat, waſfi Sums I give, 
Only that you may keep me while I live. 
Buy a good Bargain, Gallants, while you may, 
Ti coft you but your Half-a-Crown a Day. 
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ADzamaticx OPERA 
By Mr. DR T D E M. 
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eic alta Theatris 

Furdamenta locant, Scents decora alta futuris. Virg. En. 1. 

Purpurea intexti tollunt aulæa Britanni. Georg. 3. 10. 
— FTanton placuit concurrere moth, 

Pupiter, æternã Genteis in pace futuras? EEneid. 12. 

Et celebrare domeſlica facta. Hor. 
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Marquiſs of HALIFAX. 


Mr Lox ), 
His Poem was the laſt Piece of Ser- 
vice, which I had the Honour to 
97 T do for my Gracious Maſter King 
wa CHARLES the Second: and tho 
be liv'd not to ſee the Performance of 
ARYL it on the Stage, yet the Prologue to 
It, which was the Opera of Albion and Albanins, 
vas often practis d before him at //þitehall, and en- 
courag'd by his Royal Approbation. It was indeed 
2 Time, which was proper for Triumph, when he 
bad overcome all — Difficulties which for fome 
Years had perplex'd His peaceful Reign : But when 
be had juſt reftor'd his People to their Senſes, and 
made the latter End of his Government of a Piece 
with the happy Beginning of it, he was on the ſud- 
een ſnatch'd away from the Bleflings and Acclama- 
tons of bis Subjects, Who arriv'd ſo late to the 
Vor. VI. Q 3 Know- 
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Knowledge of him, that they had but juſt Ine. 


nough to deſire him longer, before they were to part 
with him for ever. Peace be with the Aſhes of ſo 

a King! Let his Humane Frailties be forgot. 
ten; and his Clemency and Moderation (the inhe 
rent Virtues of his Family) be remembred with 2 
grateful Veneration by Three Kingdoms, through 
which he ſpread the Bleſſings of them. And, as your 
Lordſhip held a principal Place in his Eſteem, and 
5 the firſt in his Affection, during his latter 
Troubles; the Succeſs which accompanied thoſe pru- 
dent Counſels, cannot but reflect an Honour on thoſe 
few who manag'd them; ar d wrought out, by their 
Faithfulneſs and Diligence, the Publick Safety. [ 
might dilate on the Difficulties which attended that 
Undertaking, the "Temper of the People, the Power, 
Arts and Intereſt of the contrary Party, but thoſe 
are all of them invidious T opicks ; they are to 
green in our Remembrance; and he who touches 


on them, Inucedit per ignes ſuppoſitos ciner! deli. 


But without reproaching one Side to praiſe another, 
I may juſtly recommend to both, thoſe wholeſome 
Counſels, which wiſely adminiſtered, and as well 
executed, were the Means of preventing a Civil 
War, and of extinguiſhing a growing Fire which 
was juft ready to have broken forth among us. 80 
many Wives, who have yet their Husbands in their 
Arms ; ſo many Parents, who have not the Num- 
ber of their Children lefſen'd; ſo many Village, 
Towns and Cities, whoſe Inhabitants are nct de- 
creaſed, their Property violated, or their Wealth di- 
miniſhed, are yet owing to the ſober Conduct, and 
happy Reſults of your Advice. If a true Account 
may be expected by Future Ages from the Preſent, 
your Lordſhip will be delivered over to Poſterity, 


in a fairer Character than I have given: _ 
Tead 
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jad, not in the Preface of a Play, (whoſe Author 

;- not vain enough to promiſe Immortality to others. 
or to hope it for himſelf) but in many Pages of a 
Chronicle, fill'd with Praiſes of your Adminiſtra- 
tion. For if Writers be juſt to the Memory of King 
CHARLES the Second, they cannot deny him 
to have been an exact Knower of Mankind, and 
z perfect Diſtinguiſher of their Talents. *Tis true, 
his Neceſſities often forc'd him to vary his Coun- 
ſellors and Counſels, and ſometimes to employ ſuch 
Perſons in the Management of his Affairs, who were 
nther fit for his preſent Purpoſe, than fatisfaftory - | 
to his Judgment : But where it was Choice in him, 
not Compulſion, he was Maſter of too much good 
Senſe to delight in heavy Converſation ; and what- 
ever his Favourites of State might be, yet thoſe of. 
his Affection were Men of Wit. He was eaſy with 
theſe ; and comply'd only with the former : But in 
the latter Part of his Life, which certainly requir'd 
to be moſt cautiouſly _—_— his ſecret Thought: 
were communicated but to Few ; and thoſe ſelected 
of that Sort, who were Amici omnium horarum, able 
to adviſe him in a ſerious Conſult, where his Ho- 
nour and Safety were concern'd ; and afterwards ca- 
pable of entertaining him with pleaſant Difcourſe, 
a well as profitable. In this matureſt Part of his 
Age when he had been long ſeaſon'd with Diffi- 
ties and Dangers, and was grown to a Niceneſs 
in his Choice, as being ſatisfied how few cou'd be 
truſted ; and, of thoſe who cou'd be truſted, how 
ſew cou'd ſerve him, he confined himſelf to a ſmall 
Number of Boſom Friends ; amongſt whom, -the 
World is much miſtaken, if your Lordſhip was 
not Firſt, | | 
If the Rewards which you recciv'd for thoſe Ser- 
vices, were only Honours, it rather ſhew'd the Ne- 
Q 4 cellities 
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Neceſſities of the Times, than any want of Kind. 
neſs in your Royal Maſter 22 
of your 3 ſtood not in need of being ſupported 
by the Crown, ſo likewiſe in being ſatisfied with- 
out other Recompence, you fhow'd your ſelf to be 
above a Mercenary Intereſt ; and ſtrengthen'd that 
Power, which beſtowed thoſe Titles on you: Which, 
truly ſpeaking, were Marks of Acknowledgment 

more than Favour. | 
But, as a skilful Pilot will not be tempted out to 
Zea, in ſuſpected Weather; ſo have you wiſely cho- 
ſen to withdraw your ſelf from publick © Buſineſs, 
when the Face of Heaven grew troubled, and the 
frequent Shifting of the Winds foreſhew'd a Storm: 
There are Times and Seaſons when the beſt Patri- 
ots are willing to withdraw their Hands from the 
Commonwealth; as Phecion in his latter Days was 
obſerv'd to decline the Management of Affairs: Or, 
as Cicero, (to draw the Similitude more home) leſt 
the Pulpit, fer 75 _—_ ; and the Praiſe of Orato- 
ry, for the ſweet Enjoyments of a private Life. And, 
in the Happineſs of thoſe Retirements, has more ob- 
lig'd any by his Mara] Precepts, than he did 
the Republick, in quelling the Confpiracy of Cati- 
line. What prudent Man wou'd not rather follow 
the Example of his Retreat, than ftay like Cat, 
with a ſtubborn unſeaſonable Virtue, to oppoſe the 
Torrent of the People, and at laſt be driven from 
the Market-place' by a Riot of a Multitude, unca- 
a E of Counſel, and deaf to Eloquence ? There's 
likewiſe a Portion of our Lives, which every wiſe 
Man may juſtly reſerve to his own peculiar Uſe, 
and that without defrauding. his Native Country. 
A Reman Soldier was allow'd to plead the Merit of 
his Services for his Diſmiſſion at fuch an Age; and 
there was. but one Exception to that Rule, which 
| Was, 
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was, an Invaſion from the Gauls. How far that 
may work with your Lordſhip, Lam not certain; 
but I hope it is not coming to the Trial. 

In the mean time, while the Nation is ſecur'd 
from Foreign Attempts, by ſo powerful a Fleet, and 
we enjoy not only the Happineſs, but even the Or- 
naments of Peace, in the Divertiſement of the 
Town, I humbly offer you this Trifle, which if it 
ſucceed upon the Stage, is like to be the chieſeſt 
Entertainment of our Ladies and Gentlemen this 
Summer. When I wrote it, ſeven Years ago, I 
employ'd ſome Reading about it, to inform my ſelf 
out of Beda, Bachartus, and other Authors, con- 
cerning the Rites and Cuſtoms of the Heathen Sax- 
er; as J alſo us'd the little Skill I have in Poetry 
to adorn it. But not to offend the preſent Times, 
nor a Government which has hitherto protected me, 
have been oblig'd ſo much to alter the firſt De- 
fen, and take away ſo many Beauties from the 
Writing, that it is now no more what it was for- 
merly, than the preſent Ship of the Royal Sovereign, 
after io often taking down, and altering, is the 
Veſſel it was at the rt Building. There is nothing 
better, than what I intended, but the Muſick ; 
which has ſince arriv'd to a greater Perfection in 
England, than ever formerly, eſpecially paſſing 
through the artful Hands of Mr. Purcel, who 
has compos'd it with ſs great a Genius, that he 
has nothing to fear but an ignorant, ill-judgi 
Audience. But the Numbers of Poetry = 
Vocal Mufick are ſometimes ſo contrary, that 
In many Places I have been oblig'd to cramp my 
Verſes, and make them rugged to the Reader, that 
they may be harmonious to the Hearer : Of which 


I have no Reaſon to repent me, becauſe theſe Sorts 
af Entertainment are principally deſign'd for the 
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Ear and Eye; and therefore in Reaſon my Art 
on this Occaſion, ought to be ſubſervient to his 
And beſides, I flatter my ſelf with an Imagination. 
that a judicious Audience will eaſily diſtinguiſh be. 
twixt the Songs, wherein I have comply'd with 
him, and thoſe in which I have follow'd the Rule 
of Poetry, in the Sound and Cadence'of the Word. 
Notwithſtanding all theſe Diſadvantages, there i; 
ſomew hat ſtill remaining of the firſt Spirit with 
which I wrote it: And tho' I can only ſreak by 
gueſs of what pleas'd my firſt and beft Patroneß 
the Dutcheſs of Monmouth in the Reading, yet] 
will venture my Opinion, by the Knowledge ] 
have long had of her Grace's excellent Judgement, 
and true Taſte of Poetry, that the Parts of the 
Airy and Earthy Spirits, and that Fairy kind f 
Writing, which depends only upon the Force cf 
Imagination, were the Grounds of her liking the 
Poem, and afterwards of her recommending it to 
the Queen. I have likewiſe had the Satisfaction 
to hear, that her Majeſty has graciouſly been 
pleas'd to peruſe the Manuſcript of this Opera, 
and given it her Royal Approbation. Poets, who 
Fubfif not but on the Favour of Sovereign Princez, 
and of Great Perſons, may have leave to be a little 
vain, and boaſt of their Patronage, who encourage 
the Genius that animates them. And therefore | 
will again preſume to gueſs, that her Majeſty was 
not diſpleas'd to find in this Poem the Praiſes of her 
Native Country, and the Heroick Actions of ſo 
famous a Predeceſſor in the Government of Great 
Britain, as King Arthur. 

All this, my Lord, I muſt confeſs, looks with 
a kind of Inſinuation, that I preſent you with 
ſomewhat not unworthy your Protection: But | 


may eaſily miſtake the Favour of her Many 
or 
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for her Judgment: I think I cannot be deceiv'd in 
thus addreſſing to your 8 whom I have had 
the Honour to know, at that Diſtance which be- 
comes me, for ſo many Years. *Tis true, that for- 
merly I have ſhadow'd ſome part of your Virtues un- 
der another Name; but the Character, tho' ſhort 
and imperfect, was ſo true, that it broke through the 
Fable, and was diſcover'd by its Native Light- 
What I pretend by this Dedication, is an Honour 
which I do my ſelf to Poſterity, by acquainting 
them that I have been converſant with the firſt Per- 
ſons of the Age in which I liv'd ; and thereby perpe- 
tuate my Proſe, when my Verſes may poſſibly be 
forgotten, or obſcur'd by the Fame of future Poets. 
Which Ambition, amongſt my other Faults and 


ImperfeRions, be pleaſed to pardon, in, 


My Lord, 


Your Lordſbip's mo/t Obedient Servant, 


JohN DRYDEN. 


PROLOGUE 


"Spoken by Mr. Belterton. 


GURE there's a Dearth of Wit in this dull Trum, 


When filly Plays fo fawourily go dow : 

A, when Clip d Money paſſes, "tis a ſign 
A Nation is. nat over-flack'd avith Coin. 

Happy is he, aubo, in his own Defence, 

Can wwrite juf! level to your bumble Senſe; 

I ho higher than your Pitch can newer go; 

And doubthſs, he muſt creep who writes below. 
So have 1 ſcen in Hall of Knight, or Lord, 

A weak Arm throw on a long Shovel-Board, 
He barely lays his Piece, bar Rubs and Knocks, 
Secur d by Weakneſs not to reach the Box. 

A Feeble Poet will his Bus neſs do; 

Who flraining all he can, comes up to you : 
For if you like your Selwes, you like Him too. 
An Ape his own dear Image will embrace; 

An ugly Beau adores a Hatchet Face: 

.So Some of you, on pure Inſtinct of Nature, 
Are led, by Kind, F admire your Fellow Creaturt, 
Jn Fear of which, our Houſe has ſent this Day, 
4 inſure our New-built-Vefſel, call d a*Play. 
No faoner nam d, than one crys out, Theſa Stagers 


Come in good Time, to make more Work for Wagers. 


De Town divides, if it will tate or no; 
The Courtiers bet, the Cits, the Merchants too; 
4 Sign they baue but littl: 8/e to do. 
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PROLOGUE. 
Fits, at the firfl, were Fool-Traps ; whers the Wiſe, 
Like Spiders, lay in Ambuſh for the Flies: 
But noww they're grown a common Trade for all, 
And Actions, by the News-Book, Riſe and Fall, 
Wits, Cheats, and Fops, are fret of Wager-Hall. 
One Policy, as far as Lyons carries ; 
fmther, nearer home, ſets up for Paris. 
Our Betis, at laſt, wwou'd cn to Rome extend, 
But that the Pope has prov'd our Trufly Friend. 
Indeed, it were @ Bargain worth our Money, 
Cid ave inſure another Ottobeni. 
Ammg the reft there are a Sarping Sett, 
(hat pray for us, and yet again}} us Bets: 
dure Heaw'n it ſelf is at a boſs, to know 
If theſe avou'd have their Pray'rs be heard, or ne : 
For in great Stakes, ave proufly ſuppoſe, 
Men pray but very faintly they may loſe. 
Lave off theſe Wagers; for in Conſcience ſpeaking, 
The City needs not your new Tricks for Breaking : 
And if you Gallants loſe, to all Appearing 
Tul. want an Equipage for Volunteering ; 
While thus, no Spark of Honour left within ye, 
When you ſheu'd draw the Sword, you draw the Guinea. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
King Ax rh 1 Mr. Bettertm, 
Os waLld, Xing of Kent, à Saxon ? 2 
and a Heathen. $ Mr. William, 


Conon, Duke of Cornwall, we = 
tary to King Ax THuR. Mr. Hodgſon, 


MERLIR, a famous Inchanter. Mr. Kynaſton, 
Os MoNnD, @ Saxon Magician, and a 5 
Heathen. Mr. Sandford, 


AvuREL1us, Friend to ARTHUR. Mr. Alexandy, 


ALBAnacT Captain of n bs 
Guards. 
GuiLLaMAR, Friend to Os WALD. Mr. Harris 


WOMEN. 


EMMELINE, Dang bter of Co xo. Mrs. Bracegirdl:, 
MaT1LDa, her Attendant. Mrs. Richard/in, 


PHILIDEL, an Airy Spirit. Mrs. Buther. 
GRrIMBALD, an Earthy Spirit. Mr. Bowmas, 


Officers and Soldiers, Singers and Dancers. 


SCENE in KENT. 
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Enter Conon, Aurelius, Albanact. 


' 


Conon. 7 


HEN this is the deciding Day, to fix \ 
>» Great Britain's Scepter in great Arthur's | | 
Hand. 
Aur. Or put it in the bold Invader's ; 

__ _ Gripe. | = 

59 Arthur and Ofwald, and their different 
Fates | of 
Are weighing now within the Scales of Heaven. | 
Con. In ten ſet Battels have we driven back | 9 

| 


Theſe Heathen Sax52s, and regain'd our Earth. 
as Earth recovers from an Ebbing Tide, g | 
Ter 
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Her half-drown*d Face, and lifts it o'er the Waves, 
From Severn's Bank, even to this Barren-Down, 
Our foremoſt Men have preſs'd their fainty Rear, 
And not one Saxor Face has been beheld ; 

But all their Backs, and Shoulders have been tuck 
With foul diſhoneſt Wounds; Now here, indeed, 
Becauſe they have no farther Ground, they ſtand. 

Aur. Well have we choſe a happy Day for Pight; 
For every Man, in courle of 'Time, has found 
Some Days are lucky, ſome unfortunate. 

Alb. But why this Day more lucky than the reſt ? 

Cor. Becauſe this Day 
Is ſacred to the Patron of our Iſle ; 

A Chriſtian, and a Soldier's annual Feaſt. 

Alb. Oh, now I underſtand you. This is St. George of 
Cappadocia s Day. Well, it may be ſo, but Faith I was 
ignorant; we Soldiers ſeldom examine the Rubrick ; and 
now and then a Saint may happen to flip by us: But if 
he be a Gentleman Saint, he will forgive us. 

Con. Ofwwald undoubtedly will fight it bravely. 

Aur. And it behoves him well, tis his laſt Stake. 
But what manner of Man is this Ofwwa/d ? Have ye 
ever ſeen him ? [To Alb. 

Alb. Ne'er but once; and that was to my Colt tan; 
J follow'd him too cloſe, and to ſay the Truth, fome- 
what uncivilly, upon a Rout : but he turn'd upon me, 
as quick and as round, as a chaf d Boar ; and gave me 
two Licks a-croſs the Face, to put me in Mind of my 
Chriſtianity. | 

Con. I know him well; he's free and open-hearted. 

Aur. His Country's Character: That ſpeaks a German, 

Con. Revengeful, rugged, violently brave ; | 
And once reſoly'd, is never to be mov'd. | 

Alb. Yes, he's a valiant Dog; Pox on him. 

Con. This was the Character he then maintain'd, 
When in my Court, he ſought my Daughter's Love; 
My fair, blind Emmeline. : 

Alb. J cannot blame him for coutting the Heireſs of 
Corzwall: All Heireſſes are beautiful; and as blind as ſhe 
is, he would have had no blind Bargain of her. 
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fur. For that Defeat in Love, he rais'd this War. 
For Royal Arthur reign'd within her Heart, 
Fre Oſwald mov'd his Suit. 
Gm. Ay, now Aurelius, yeu have nam'd a Man; 
One, whom beſides the Homage that I owe, 
4s Cornnwall's Duke, to his imperial Crown, 
[ wou'd-have choſen out, from all Mankind, 
To be my ſovereign Lord. 
ur. His Worth divides him from the Croud of Kings t 
do born, without Deſert to be ſo born; 
Men, ſet a- loft, to be the Scourge of Heaven; 
And with long Arms, to laſh the Under-World. 
Cm. Arthur is all that's excellent in Ofwald ; 
And void of all his Faults : In Battle brave, 
But ſtill ſerene in all the ſtormy War, 
Like Heaven above the Clouds; and after Fight, 
As merciful and kind to vanquiſh'd Foes, 
As a forgiving God. But fee, he's here, 
And Praiſe is dumb before him. 
Enter King Arthur, reading a Letter, with Attendants. 
4th. [ Reading. ] Go on, auſpicious Prince, the Stars 
are kind: | 
Unfold thy Banners to the willing Wind; 
While I, with airy Legions, help thy Arms; 
Confronting Art with Art, and Charms with Charms. 
So Merlin writes; nor can we doubt th Event, [To Con. 
With Heav'n and you, two Friends; Oh noble Conon, 
You taught my tender Hands the Trade of War: 
And now again you helm your hoary Head, 
And under double Weight of Age Arms, 
Alert your Country's Freedom and my Crown. 
Con. No more, my Son. 
Artb. Moſt happy in that, Name 
Tour Emeline, to Ofevald's Vows refus'd, 
You made my plighted Bride : 
Your charming Daughter, who like Love, born blind, 
Un-aiming hits, with ſureſt Archery, 
And innocently kills, 
Cen. Remember, Son, 
Youue a General, other Wars require you, 


- 


For 
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For ſee the Saxon Groſs begins to move. 

Arth. Their Infantry embattel'd, ſquare and cloſe. 
March firmly on,, to fill the middle Space: : 
Cover'd by their advancing Cavalry. 

By Heav'n, tis Beauteous Horror: 

The Noble Oſwald has provok'd my Envy. 
Enter Emmeline, led by Matilda. 

Ha ! Now my Beauteous Emmeline appears, 

A new, but Oh, a ſofter Flame inſpires me: 

Even Rage and Vengeance ſlumber at her Sight. 

Con. Haſte your Farewel ; I'll chear my Troops, and 

wait ye. 8 [ Exit Conan, 

Em. O Father, Father, I am ſure you're here; 
Becauſe I ſee your Voice. 0 

Arth. No, thou miſtak'ſt thy Hearing for thy Sight: 
He's gone, my Emmeline ; | 
And F but ſtay to gaze on thoſe fair Eyes, 


Which cannot view the Conqueſt they have made. 
Oh Star-like Night, dark only to thy ſelf, 

But full oſ Glory, as thoſe Lamps of Heav'n 
That ſee not, when they ſhine. 


Em. What is this Heav'n, and Stars, and Night, 
and Day, 
To which you thus compare my Eves and me ? 
I underſtand you, when you ſay you love: 
For, when my Father claſps my Hand in his, 
That's cold, and I can feel it hard and wrinkl'd ; 
But when you graſp it, then I ſigh and pant, 
And ſomething ſmarts and tickles at my Heart. 
Arth. Oh artleſs Love! where the Soul moves tis 
Tongue, | 
And only Nature ſpeaks what Nature thinks ! 
Had ſhe but Eyes! 
Em. Juſt now you ſaid I had: 
I fee 'em, I have two. | 
Arth. But neither ſee. 
Em. I'm ſure they hear you then : 
What can your Eyes do more ? 
Arth. They view your Beauties. 


Zu. Do not I ſee? You have a Face, ike 1 


nd 
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Two Hands, and two round, pretty, riſing Breaſts, 
That heave like mine. 
4rth. But you deſcribe a Woman. 
Nor is it Sight, but Touching with your Hands. 
Eu. Then 'tis my Hand that ſees, and that's all one: 
Fer is not Seeing, Touching with your Eyes ? 
4rth. No, for I ſee at Diſtance, where I touch not. 
Em. If you can ſee ſo far, and yet not touch, 
| fear you ſee my naked Legs and Feet 
Quite through my Clothes; pray do not fee ſo well. 
Arth. Fear not, ſweet Innocence: 
view the lovely Features of your Face; 
Your Lips Carnation, your dark ſhaded Eye-brows, 
lack Eyes, and Snow-white Forehead ; all the Colours 
That make your Beauty, and produce my Love. 
Em. Nay, then, you do not love on equal Terms : 
| love you dearly, without all theſe Helps: | 
cannot ſee your Lips Carnation, 
Your ſhaded Eye-brows, nor your Milk-white Eyes. 
Aub. You flill miſtake. 
Em. Indeed I thought you had a Noſe and Eyes, 
And ſuch a Face as mine; have not Men Faces! 
Arth. Oh, none like yours, ſo excellently fair. 
Em. Then wou'd I had no Face; for I wou'd be 
Juſt ſuch a one as you. | 
Arth. Alas 'tis vain t' inſtruct your Innocence, 
You have no Notion of Light or Colours. | 
[Trumpet ſoundr within. . 
En. Why, is not that a Trumpet? 
Arth. Yes. 
Em. I knew it. | 
And I can tell you how the Sound on't looks ; 
It looks as if it had an angry fighting Face. 
Arth. Tis now indeed a ſharp unpleaſant Sound, 
Becauſe it calls me hence, from her I love, 
To meet Ten thouſand Foes. 
Em. How does ſo many Men e'er come to meet? 
This Devil Trumpet vexes 'em, and then 
They feel about, for one another's Faces ; 


And 
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And ſo they meet, and kill. | 
Arth. I'II tell ye all, when we have gain'd the Field; 
One Kiſs of your fair Hand, the Pledge of Conqueg 
And ſo a ſhort Farewel. g 
IAiſſes her Hand, and Exit with Aurel. Alb. 437 
Attendants. | 
En. My Heart and Vows go with him to the Fight, 
May every Foe be that, which they call blind, 
And none of all their Swords have Eyes to find him. 
But lead me nearer to the Trumpet's Face; 
For that brave Sound upholds my fainting Heart; 
And while I hear, methinks I fight my Part. 
TExat, led by Matilda, 


The SCENE repreſents a Place of Heath 
Worſhip ; the three Sæxon Gods, Woden, Thor, 
and Freya, placed on Pedeftals, An Altar. 


Enter Oſwald and Oſmond. | 
Ou. "Tis time to haſten our myſterious Rites ; 
: Becauſe your Army waits you. 
Of. Thor, Freya, Waden, all ye Saxon Powers, 
[Making three Bows before the three Images, 
Hear and revenge my Father Hengiſt's Death. 

©O/m. Father of Gods and Men, great Voden, hear: 
Mount thy hot Courſer, drive amidſt thy Foes; 

Lift high thy thund'ring Arm, let every Blow 
Daſh out a miſ-believing Briton's Brains. 

Ofw. Father of Gods and Men, great Moden, hear; 
Give Conqueſt to thy Saxon Race, and Me. 

O/m. Thor, Freya, Woden, hear, and ſpell your da vn 
With Sacred Reunick Rhymes, from Death in Battle, 
Edge their bright Swords, and blunt the Britons Darts 
No more, Great Prince, for ſee my truſty Fiend, 
Who all the Night has wing'd the dnſky Air. 

Grimbald, 2 fierce earthy Spirt, ariſes. 
What News, my Grimbald ? 

Grim. I have plaid my Part; 

For I have ſteel'd the Fools that are to die, 
Six Fools, ſo prodigal of Life and Sou!, 
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That, for their Country, they devote their Lives. 
A Sacrifice to Mother Earth, and Woden. 

Om. Tis well; but are we ſure. of Victory? 

Grim. Why aſk'ſt thou me? | 
Inpe&t their Intrails, draw from thence thy -Gueſs 2. - 
Blood we muſt have, without it we are dumb. 

0/m. Say, where's thy Fellow-ſervant, Philidel? 
Why comes not he ? | 

Grim. For, he's a puling Spright. 

Why didſt thou chuſe a tender airy Form, 
Unequal to the mighty Work of Miſchief ? ; 

His Make is flitting, ſoft, and +. Atomes ; 
He trembles at the yawning Gulph of Hell, 

Nor dares 2 the Flame, leſt he ſhou'd ſinge 
His gaudy filken Wings. | 
He 2 when he ſhou'd plunge a Soul in Sulphur, 
Is with Compaſſion touch'd of fooliſh Men. 

O/n. What a half- Devil's he? "Gs 
His Errand was, to draw the Low-land Damps,. 

And noiſom Vapours, from the foggy Vens : 
Then, breathe the baleful Stench, with all his Force, 
Full on the Faces of our Chriſtned Foes. 

Crin. Accordingly he drein'd thoſe Marſhy-groundsz 
And bagg'd 'em in a blue peſtiferous Cloud ; | 
Which when he ſhou'd have blown, the frighted Elf 
117 4 the red Croſs- Banners of their Hoſt; 

ſaid he durſt not add to his Damnation. 
O/m. I'll: puniſh him at leiſure. _ 
Call in the Victims to propitiate Hell. 
Grim, That's my kind Maſtgr, I ſhall breakfaft on em. 


Grimbald goes to, the Door, and re- enters with fix Saxons 
in White, wvith Szwords in their Hands, They range © 
themſelves three and three in O _ to each other. 
The reft of the Stage is fill d auit 


75 
ricfts and Singers. 
ww Oden, fr? to thee, | 
A Milk-white Steed, in Battle won, 
We have dacrific'd. 


Chor. We have & acrific d. 


Verl, 
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Verſ. Let our next Oblation be 
To Thor, thy thundring Son, 
Of ſuch another. 

Chor. We have Sacrifie'd. 


Verſ. 4 Third, (of Friezland Breed was he) 
To Woden's Wife, and to Thor's Mother: 
And now we have aton'd all three, 

We have Sacrific'd. 

Chor. Ve have Sacrific'd.. 


2 Voc. The White Horſe neigh'd ahud: 
To Woden Thanks we render. 
To Woden we have wow'd. 

Chor. To Woden, our Defender. 


[The four laſt Lines in Cn, 


Verſ. The Lot is caft, and Tanfan pleas'd : 
Chor. Of aortal Cares you ſhall be cat, 
Brave Souls to be renown'd in Story. 
Honour prixing, 
Death deſbi fing, 
Fame acquiring, 
By Expiring, 
Die, and reap the fruit of Glary; 
Brave Souls to be renown d in Story, 


. 2. T call ye all 
To Woderi's Hall ;. 
Your Temples round, . 
With Ivy bound, 
In Goblets croaun d, - 
And plenteous Bowls of burniſh'd Gold; 
Where you fhall laugh, 
And dance, and | 
The Fuice, that make the Britons Bold. 


[The fix Saxons are led off by the Prit „ in order 1 
be Sacrific d. hs os „ 


00 
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Ow. Ambitious Fools we are, 
And yet Ambition is a Godlike Fault: 
Or rather, tis no Fault in Souls born great, 
Who dare extend their Glory by their Deeds. 


Now Britany prepare to change thy State, 
" from this Day begin thy Saxon Date. 


[ Exeunt * Bf 
Battle ſuppoſed to be given behind the Scenes, {id 
with Drums, Trumpets, and Military Shouts and us | 
Excurſions : After which the Britons, expreſſing 4 
their Joy for the Victory, ſing this Song of Tri- * 


tory. 


Ome if you dare, our Trumpets ſound ; 
Come if you dare, the Foes rebound :; 


We come, We cone, WE come, WE come, 


Pays the double, double, double Beat ofvhe thundring Drum. 


New they charge on amain, 

Naw they rally again: 
Die Gods from above the mad Labour behold, 
hd pity Mankind that will periſh for Gold. 


De Fainting Saxons quit their Ground, | 
Leir Trumpets languifh in the Sound; | | 
Wor fly, they fly, they fly, they fly 3 " 
Koria, Victoria, the Bold Britons cry. 


Now the Victory'st auon, 

To the Plunder aue run : 
We return to our Laſſes like Fortunate Traders, 
Tanpbant with Spoils of the Vanguiſb d Invaders. 


ACT 
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ECT IE SCENE LW 


Enter Philidel. 
Phil. A Las, for Pity, of this bloody Field ! 
Piteous it needs muſt be, when I, a Spiriz 


Can have. ſo ſoft a Senſe of Humane Woes | 
Ah! for ſo many Souls, as but this Morn - 
Were cloath'd with Fleſh, and warm'd with Vital Blogd 
But naked now, or ſhirted but with Air. 
[Merlin, with Spirits, deſcends to Philidel, en a Chari 
drawn ragons. 
Mer. What art thou, Spirit ? of what Name or Oni 

(he I have view'd thee in my Magick Glaſs,) 
aking thy Moan among the Midnight Wolves, | 

'That bay the filent Moon : Speak, I conjure thee. 

*Tis Merlin bids thee, at whoſe awful Wand, 

The pale Ghoſt quivers, and the grim Fiend gaſps, 
Phil. An airy Shape, the tend'reſt of my Kind, ⁶ 

The laſt ſeduc'd, and leaſt deform'd of Hell; 

Half white, and ſhuM'd in the Crowd, I fell, 

Deſirous to . repent, and loth to fin ; ] 

Awkward in Miſchief, piteous of Mankind. 

My Name is Philidel, my Lot in Air, | 

Where next beneath the Moon, and. neareſt Heavy 

I ſoar, and have a Glimpſe to be receiv'd, 

For which the ſwarthy Demons envy me. | 
Mer. Thy Buſineſs here? = 1 
Phil. To ſhun the Saxon Wizard's dire Command: 

O/mond, the awfull'ſt Name next thine below. 

»Cauſe I refus'd to hurl a noiſom Fog | 

On Chriſten'd Heads, the Hue and Cry of Hell 

Js rais'd againſt me, for a Fugitive Spright. | 
Mer. Oſmond ſhail know, a greater Power proteckiua 

Brt follow thou the Whiſpers of thy Soul, | 

That draw thee nearer Heav'n. * 
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And, as thy Place is neareſt to the Sky, 

The Rays Will reach thee firſt, and bleach thy Soot. 
Phil. In hope of that, I ſpread my Azure Wings, 

And wiſhing ſtill, for yet I dare not pray, 

| baſk in Day-light, and behold wich Joy 

My Scum work outward, and my Ruſt wear off, 

Mer. Why, 'tis my hopeful Devil; now mark me, 
| will employ thee, for thy future Good: [ PHilidel, 
Thou know'ſt, in ſpite of valiant Oc i s Arms, 

Or 0/mond's powerful Spells, the Field is ours 
Phil. Oh Maſter ! haſten 

Thy dread Commands; for Crimbald is at Hand, 

0/mond's fierce Fiend ; I ſnuff his earthy Scent: 

The conquering Britons he miſleads to Rivers, 

Or dreadful Downfails of unheeded Rocks; 

Where many fall, that ne'er ſhall riſe again. 

Mer. Be that thy Care, to ſtand by Falls of Brooks, 
And trembling Boge, that bear a Green-Sword Show. 
Warn off the bold Purſuers from the Chace: 

No more, they come, and we divide the Taſk. 

But leſt fierce Grimbald's pond'rous Bulk oppreſs 

Thy tender flitting Air, I'll leave my Band 

Of Spirits with united Strength to aid thee, 

And Force with Force repel. 

[Exit Merlin on his Chariot. Merlin's Spirits 
ay with Philidel. 

Enter Grimbald in the Habit of a Shepherd, follow'd by 
Ling Arthur, Conon, Aurelius, Albanact and Soldiers, 
who wander at a Diſtance in the Scenes. 

Grim.Here, this way, Britons, follow O/wald's Flight, 
This Evening as I whiſtled out my Dog, N 
Jo drive my ſtraggling Flock, and pitch'd my Fold, 
| ſaw him dropping Sweat, o'er-labour'd, ſtiff, 

Make faintly as he could, to yonder Dell. 

Tread in my Steps : long Neighbourhood by Day 

Has made theſe Fields familiar in the Night. 

Arth. I thank thee, Shepherd ; | | 
K Reward, lead on, we follow thee. Li, 
Phil, 0 Hilber this way, this way bend, 
ing. & Ju not that malicious Fiend ; 

Vor. VI. R Thoje- 


— — — — — 
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Thoſe are falſe deluding Lights, 
Wafted far and near by Sprights. 
Tu 'em not, for they'll deceive ye; 
Aud in Bogs and Marſhes leave ye. 
Chor. of Phil. Spirits. Hither this way, this way Bend. 
Chor. of Grimb. Spirits. This way, this way Lend. 
Phil. & 1f you flep, no Danger thinking, © 
ſings. & Down you fall, a Furlong finking : 
"Tis a Fiend who has anncy'd ye; 
Name but Heaw'n, aud hell avoid ye. 


Chor. of Phil. Spirits. Hither this way, this way bend. 
Chor. of Grimb. Spirits. This way, this way bend. 
Philidel's Spirits. Truſ not that malicious Fiend. 
Grimbald's Spirits. Truſt me, I am no malicious Fiend, 
Philide!'s Spirits. Hither this way, &c. | 


Con. Some wicked Phantom, Foe to human Kind, 
Miſguides our Steps. | 

Alba. F'll follow him no further. [lpite. 

Grimb. ſpeaks. By Hell ſhe ſings em back, in my De- 
J had a Voice in Heav'n, ere ſulph'rous Steams 
Had damp'd it to a Hoarſeneſs : but I'll try. 


He ſings. Let net a Moon-born Elf miſ-lead ye 
From yeur Prey, and from your Glory. 
Too far, alas, he has betray'd ye : 
Follow the Flames, that wave before ye: 
Sometimes Sew'n, and ſometimes One; 
* Hurry, hurry, = hurry on. 


See, ſee, the Footſieps plain appearing, 
That Way Oſwald cheſe for flying : 
Firm is the Turf, and fit for Bearing, 
Where yonder pearly Dews are lying. 
ar he cannot hence be gone; 
Hurry, hurry, hurry, hurry on. 


Aur. Tis true, he fays ; the Footſteps yet are freſh 
pon the Sod, no falling Dew-Drops have 
Diſturb'd the Print. [ All are going to foll;ww Grimbald, 
Philidel fings. Hzther this way. 4 
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Chor. of Phil. Spirits. Hither this way, this way bend. 
Chor. of Grimb. Spirits. This way, this way bend, 
Philidel's Spirits. Truſt not that malicious Fiend, 
Grimb. Spirits. ro me, I am no malicious Fiend. 
Pailidel's Spirits, Hiaber this way, &c. 
Dey all incline to Philidet. 
Grim. ſpeaks. Curſe on her Voice, I muſt my Prey 
Thou, Philidel, ſhalt anſwer this, below. [ forego ; 
| [Grimbald inks wth a Flaſh, 
4rth. At laſt the Cheat is plain; | 
The Cloyen-footed Fiend is vaniſh'd from us; 
Good Angels be our Guides, and bring us back. 


Phil. ſinging. Come follow, follow, follow me. 
Chor. Come follow, &c. 

And me. And me. And me. And me. 
Verſ. 2 Voc. And Green-Sword all your way ſhall be. 
Chor. Come follow, &c. 

Verſ. No Goblin or Elf all dare to offend ye. 
Chor. No, no, no, &Cc. 

Ns Goblin or Elf all dare to offend ye. 
Verſ. 3 Voc. We Brethren of Air, 

You Heroes will bear EE 
To the Kind and the Fair that attend ye. 
Chor. We Brethren, &c. 


[Philidel and the Spirits go off finging, with King 
Arthur and the reſt in Je middle of them. 
Enter Emmeline led by Matilda. Scene, Pavilion. 
Em. No News of my dear Love, or of my Father ? 
Mat. None, Madam, fince the gaining of the Battel: 
reat Arthur is a Royal Conqueror now ; | 
ind well deſerves your Love. 
Em. But now I fear 
ebe too great, to love poor ſilly me. 
It he be dead, or never come again, 
| mean to die: But there's a greater Doubt, 
bince I ne'er ſaw him here, | 
ow ſhall I meet him in another World? 
Mat. I have heard ſomething, how two Bodies meet ; 
bu how Souls join, I know not. = 
| R 2 Em. 
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Em. T ſhould find him, 
For ſurely I have ſeen him in my Sleep; 
And then methought, he put his Mouth to mine 
And eat a thouſand Kiſſes on my Lips. f 
Sure by his Kiſſing I could find him out, 
Among a thouſand Angels in the Sky. 
Mat. But what a kind of Man do you ſuppoſe him: 
Em. He muſt be made of the moſt precious Things 
And I believe his Mouth, and Eyes, and Cheeks, 
And Noſe, and all his Face, are made of Gold. 
Mat. Heav'n bleſs us, Madam, what a Face you male 
If it be yellow, he muſt have the Jaundice, (him! 
And that's a bad Diſeaſe. 
Em. Why then do Lovers give a thing ſo bad 
As Gold, to Women, whom ſo well they love? 
Mat. Becauſe that bad thing, Gold, buys all good things, 
Em. Vet I muſt know him better: of all Colours, 
Tell me which is the pureſt, and the ſofteſt. 
Mat. They ſay tis Black. 
Em. Why then, ſince Gold is hard, and yet is precious, 
His Face muſt all be made of ſoft, black Gold. 
Mat. But, Madam 
Em. No more; I have learn'd enough for once. 
Mat. Here are a Crew of Kentiſb Lads and Laſſes, 
Wou'd entertain ye, till your Lord's Return, 
With Songs and Dances, to divert your Cares. 
Em. O bring em in, 
For tho' I cannot ſee the Songs I love em; 
And Love, they tell me, is a Dance of Hearts. 


Enter Shepherd and Shepherdeſſes. 


1 Shepherd ſings. 
How bleſt are Shepherds, how happy their Laſſes, 


While Drums and Trumpets are ſounding Alarms! 
Ower our lowly Sheds all the Storm paſſes ; 


And when wwe die, "tis in each others Arms. 
All the Day on our Herds, and Flocks employing : 
All the Night on oxr Flutes, and in Enjoying. 


Chor. All the Day, &c. as 
: II. Bright 
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Bright Nymphs of Britain, with Graces attended, 
Let not your Days without Pleaſure expire; 
Honour s but empty, and when Youth is ended, 
All Men will praiſe you, but none will deſire. 
Let not Youth fly away without Contenting ; 

Age will come time enough, for your Repeating. 

Chor. Let not Youth, &c. 


[Here the Men offer their Flutes to the Womens 
which they refuſe. 


| 2 Shepherdeſs. 

Shepherd, Shepherd, leave Decoying, 

Pipes are faweet, a Summer's Day; 
But a little after Toying, 

Women have the Shot to pay. 

IT. 

Here are Marriage-Vows for fioning, 

Set their — 4 — p 
After that, without Repining, 

Play and welcome, Day and Night. 


[Here the Women give the Men Contracts, which 
they accept. 

Chor. Q Come, Shepherds, lead up a lively Meaſure; 
of all. 5 The Cares of Nealoct, are Cares of Pleaſure ; 
But whither Marriage bring Foy, or Sorrow, 
Make ſure of this Day, and hang To-morrow. 

[The Dance after the Song, and Exeunt Shepherds 

and Shepherdeſſes. [mar. 


Enter #n the other fide of the Stage, Oſwald and Guilla- 


Ofv. The Night has wilder'd us; and we are fall'n 
Among their foremoſt Tents. 
Cuil. Ha ! what are theſe! 
They ſeem of more than vulgar Quality. 
Em. What Sounds are thoſe ? They cannot far be 
Where are we now, Matilda ? [diſtant : 
Mat. Juſt before your Tent. 
Fear not, they muſt be Friends, and they approach. 


Em. My Arthur, ſpeak, my Love; are you return'd 


To bleſs your E mmeline ? 
R 3 Ou. 
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Ofw. [to Guilla.] I know that Face: 
"Tis the ungrateful Fair, who ſcorning mine, 
Accepts my Rival's Love: Heav'n, thou'rt bounteous 
Thou ow'ſt me nothing now. f 
Mat. Fear grows upon me: | 
Speak what you are ; ſpeak, or I call for Help. 
Ofw. We are your Guards, 
Mat. Ah me ! We are betray'd ; tis O/avald's Voice, 
— * em not ſee our Voices, and then they cannot 
us. 
O/o. Paſſions in Men oppreſs d, are doubly Strong, 
J take her from King Arthur; there's Revenge: 
If ſhe can love, ſhe buoys my Sinking Fortunes: 
Good Reaſons both: ll on — Fear nothing, Ladies, 
Ycu ſhall be ſafe. | 
[ Oſwald and Guillamar jeize Emmeline and Matilda, 
Em. and Matil.] Help, help! a Rape, a Rape! 
Ojw. By Heav'n ye injure me; tho Force is us'd, 
Your Honour ſhall be ſacred. 
Em. Help, help, Oh Britons help. 
Ohio. Your Briton's cannot help you. 
This Arm, thro? all their Troops, ſhall force my way; 
Yet neither quit my Honour nor my Prey. 
| + '[Exeaunt, the Women hill cryng, 
[ fn Alarm within: Some Soldiers running ove 
| the Stage: Follow, follow, follav. 
Enter Albanact Captain of the Guards, with Soldiers. 
Alb. Which way went th' Alm: 
1 Sel. Here, towards the Caſtle. [bauch'd, 
Alb. Pox & this Victory; the whale Camp's de- 
All drunk or whoring : This way, follow, follow. [Ex. 
[The —_ renews: Cloſoing of Swords within for « 
while. 
Re-enter Albanact, Officer and Soldiers. 
Ofc. How ſits the Conqueſt on great Arthur's Brow 
Alb. As when the Lover with the King is mixt, 
He puts the Gain of Britain ina Scale, 
Which weighing with-the Loſs of Emmeline, 
He thinks Pos — a Saver. {Trumpet awithin, 
Ofic. Hark ! a Trumpet 
It ſounds a Parley. . Alb. 
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Alb. Tis from Oſtuald then, 
An, Echo to _ Arthur's friendly Summons, 
gent fince he heard the Rape of Emmeline, 
To ask an Interview, ¶ Trumpet anſweringon the other 
Offc. But hark ! already Aae. 
Our Trumpet makes reply; and ſee both preſe nt. 
Enter Arthur on one fide attended, Ofwald on the other with 
Attendants, and Guillamar. They meet and ſalute. 
Arth.Brave Ofwald We have met on friendlier Terms, 
Companions of a War, with common [Intereſt : 
Againſt the bordering Pics: But Times are chang'd. 
Ofw. And I am ſorry that thoſe 'T'imes are chang'd : 
For elſe we now might meet on Terms as friendly. 
Arth. If ſo we meet not now, the Fault's your own ; 
For you have wrong'd me much. 
Oſw. Oh you wou'd tell me, 
I call'd more Sa xons in, t'enlarge my Bounds : 
If thoſe be Wrongs, the War has well redrefs'd ye. 
Arth. Miſtake me not, I count not War a Wrong: 
War is the Trade of Kings, that ſight ſor Empire: 
And better be a Lion, than a Sheep. 
Ofw. In what, then, have I wrong'd ye? 
Arth. In my Love. | 
Ob. Even Love's an Empire too; the noble Soul, 
Like Kings, is covetous of fingle Sway. 
Arth. I blame ye not, for loving Emmeline : 
Buc fince the Soul is free, and Love is Choice, 
You ſhould have made a Conqueſt of her Mind, 
And not have forc'd her Perſon by a Rape. 
Ofw. Whether by Force, or Stratagem, we gain; 
Still Gaining is our End, in War or Love. 
Her Mind's the Jewel, in her Body lock'd ; 
If I would gain the Gem, and want the Key, 
It follows I muſt ſeize the Cabinet: 
But to ſecure your Fear, her Honour is untouch'd. 
Arth. Was Honour ever ſafe in brutal Hands ? 
1 are Lambs within the _—y Pane; Ne 
ngrip'd and plaid with, till fierce Hunger calls, 
Then Nate — it ſelf; the cloſe-hid Nails 


are ſtretch'd, and open'd, to the panting Prey. 
R 4 But 
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But if, indeed, you are ſo cold a Lover 
O/w. Not cold, but honourable. 
Arth. Then reſtore her: 
That done, I ſhall believe you honourable. 
O/w. Think'ſt thou I will forego a Victor's Right! 
Arth. Say rather, of an impious Raviſher. 
'That Caſtle, were it wall'd with Adamant, 
Can hide thy Head but till To-morrow's Dawn. 
Of. And ere To-morrow I may be a God, 
If Enmeline be kind: But kind or cruel, 
J tell thee, Arthur, but to ſee this Day, 
That heavenly Face, tho' not to have her mine, 
I would give up a hundred Years of Life, 
And bid Fate cut 'Te-morrow. 
Arth. It ſoon will come, and thou repent too late: 
Which to prevent, I'll bribe thee to be honeſt. 


Thy noble Head, accuſtom'd to a Crown, 


Shall wear it ſtill, nor ſhall thy Hand forget 
The Scepter's Uſe : From Medway's pleaſing Stream, 
To Sewern's Roar, be thine ; 
In ſhort, reſtore my Love, and ſhare my Kingdom. 
Oe. Not tho' you one my Sway from Thame to 
Such Gifts might bribe a King, but not a Lover. ¶ Hber: 
Arth. Then pr'ythee give me back my kingly Word 
Paſs'd for thy ſafe Return; and let this Hour, 
In fingle Combat, Hand to Hand, decide 
The Fate of Empire, and of Emmeline. 
Ofw. Not that I fear do I decline this PE 


And not decline it neither, but defer : 


When Emmeline has been my Prize as long 

As ſhe was thine, I dare thee to the Duel. 
Arth. T nam'd your utmoſt Term of Life ; To-mor- 
Ofw.. You are not Fate. Crow. 
Arth. But Fate is in this Arm. 

You might have made a Merit of your Theft. 
- Ofxw. Ha! Theft! Your Guards can tell I ſtole her 
Arth. Had I been preſent [n0t, 
O/ww. Had you been preſent, ſhe had been mine more 
Arth. There lies your Way. [nobly. 
Ofw. My Way lies where I pleaſe. 


Expect 
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Expect (for Of/wald”s Magick cannot fail) 


Along T'o-morrow, ere your Arms prevail : 
Or if I fall, make room ye Bleſt above, ' 
For one who was undone, and dy'd for Love. 
LE xit Oſwald and his Party. 
Arth. There may be one black Minute ere To-morrow : 
For who can tell, -what Power, and Luft, and Charms, 
May do this Night? To Arms, with Speed, to Arms. 
[ Excunt. 


— 


— 


— 


1er m. s c E N E l. 


Enter Arthur, Conon, and Aurelius. 


Com. FU up our Colours, and unbrace our Drums; 
Diſlodge betimes; and quit this fatal Coaſt, 
Arth. Have we forgot to conquer? 
Aur. Caſt off Hope: 
Th' imbattl'd Legions of Fire, Air, and Earth, 
? Are banded for our Foes. 
ö For going to diſcover, with the Dawn, 
Yon Southern Hill, which promis'd to the Sight 
A Riſe more eaſy to attack the Fort, 
dea ce had we ſtept on the forbidden Ground, 

When the Woods ſhook, the Trees ſtood briſtling up ; 
A living Trembling nodded thro' the Leaves. 1 
Arth.Poplars, and Aſpen-Boughs, a Panick Fright. | 

Con, We thought ſo too, and doubled ſtill our Pace, f 
But ftrait a rumbling Sound, like bellowing Winds, 
Roſe and grew loud ; confus'd with Howls of Wolves, 
And Grunts of Bears ; and dreadful Hiſs of Snakes ; 
Shrieks more than human ; Globes of Hail pour'd down 
An armed Winter, and inverted ,Day. 
Arth. Dreadful indeed! 
Aur. Count then our Labour's loſt t 
For other Way lies none, to mount the Cliff, 
Unleſs we borrow Wings, and fail thro' Air. 
Arb. Now I perccive a Danger worthy me. | 
* 9 
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"Tis O/mond's Work, a Band of Hell-hir'd Slaves 
Be mine 14 — mine * be the Fame. 72S 
rthur 7s going out, but is met by Merlin, 
takes him þy the Hand, and 2 bim 2 
| Enter Merlin. | 

Mer. Hold, Sir, and wait Heav'ns Time, th Attempt, 

too dangerous: | 
There's not a Tree in that inchanted Grove, 
But number'd out, and given by Tale to Fiends: 
And under every Leaf a Spirit couch'd. 
But by what Method to diſſolve theſe Charms, 
Is yet unknown to me. 

Arth. Hadſt thou been here, (for what can thwart thy 
Nor Emmeline had been the Boaſt of Ofxwald ; [Skill j 
Nor I, forewarn'd, been wanting to her Guard. 

Cen. Her darken'd Eyes had ſeen the Light of Heay'n; 
That was thy Promiſe too, and this the Time. 

Mer. Nor has my Aid been abſent, tho? unſeen, 
With friendly Guides in your benighted Maze: 

Nor Emmeline ſhall longer want the Sun. 
Artb. Is there an End ef Woes ? 
Mer. There is, and ſudden. 

I have employ'd a ſubtle airy Spright 


I“ explore the Paſſage, and prepare my Way. 


My ſelf, mean time, will view the Magick Wood, 
To learn whereon depends its Force, 

Con, But Emmeline ———— 

Mer. Fear not: This Vial ſhall reftore her Sight, 

Arth. Oh might I hope (and what's im poſſible 
To Merlin's Art?) to be my ſelf the Bearer, 
That with the Light of Heav'n ſhe may diſcern 
Her Lover firſt. | 

Mer. *Tis wondrous hazardous; 
Yet I foreſee th* Event, 'tis fortunate. 
I'll bear ye fafe, and bring ye back unharm'd: 
Then loſe not precious Time, but follow me. 

E xeunt Omnes, Merlin leading Arthur, 
r Deep Mood. 
Enter Philidel. 
Phil. ] left all ſafe behind; 


Far in the hindmoit Quarter of the Wo2d, " 


wh 
ach, 
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My former Lord, grim Ofmond walks the Round: 
Calls o'er the Names, and ſchools the tardy Sprights. 
His Abſence gives me more Security. 
At every Walk I paſs'd, I drew a Spell: 
& that if any Fiend, abhorring Heav'n, 
There ſets his Foot, it roots him to the Ground. 
Now cou'd I but diſcover Emmeline, 
My Task were fairly done. 
[Walking about, and prying betæuixt the Trees. 
Enter Grimbald ruſhing out: He ſeizes Philidel, and 
binds Jim in a Chain. 

Grim. O Rebel, have I caught thee! 

Phil. Ah me! What hard Miſhap ' 

Grim. What juſt Revenge! 

Thou miſcreant Elf, thou Renepado Scout, 

$ clean, ſo furbiſh'd, fo renew'd in White, 

The Livery of. our Foes ; I fee thee thro! : 

What mak' ſt thou here? Thou trim Apoſtate, ſpeak. 
Thou ſhak'ſt for Fear, I feel thy falſe Heart pant. 

Phil. Ah mighty Grimbald, 

Who would not fear, when ſeiz'd in thy ſtrong Gripe! 
But hear me. Oh Renown'd, Oh worthy Fiend, 
The Favourite of our Chief. | 

Grim. Away with fulſome Flattery, 

The Food of Fools; thou know'ſt where laſt we met, 
When but for thee, the Chriſtians had been ſwallow'd 
Ia quaking Bogs, and living ſent to Hell. 

Phil. Ay, then I was ſeduc'd by Mer/ir's Art, 
And half perſuaded by his ſoothing Tales, 

To hope for Heav'n; as if eternal Doom 
Cou'd be revers'd, and undecreed for me ; 
But I am now ſet right. 

Grim. Oh till thou think'ſt to fly a Fool to Mart. 

Phil. I fled from Merlin, free as Air that bore me, 
I' unfold to O/mend all his deep Deſigns, 

Grim, I believe nothing : Oh thou fond Impoſtor, 
When wert thou laſt in Hell? Is not thy Name 
Forgot, and blotted from th' infernal Roll ? 

But ſince thou ſay'ſt, thy Errand was to O/mond, 
To Qſnond ſhalt thoa go: March, know thy Driver. 
Phil. 


——— — — — ———— 
* 
* 
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Phil. Kneeling.) Oh ſpare me, Grimbald, and I'll be thy 
Tempt Hermits for thee, in their Holy Cells, [Slave: 
And Virgins in their Dreams. : 

Grim. Canſt thou, a Devil, hope to cheat a Devil: 
A Spy ; why that's a Name abhorr'd in Hell. 

Haſte, forward, forward, or I'll goad thee on 
With Iron Spurs. 

Phil. But uſe me kindly then : 
Pull not ſo hard, to hurt my airy Limbs ; 

I'll follow thee unforc'd : look, there's thy Way. 

Grim. Ay, there's thy Way indeed; but for more 
Fil keep an Eye behind: Not ene Word more, [Surety 
But follow decently. [ Grim. goes out, dragging Phil. 

Phil. So, catch him Spell. Alle. 

Grim. [within.] Oh help me, help me, Philidel. 

Phil. Why, What's the Matter ? 

Grim. Oh, I am enſnar'd ; a 
Heav'ns Birdlime wraps me round, and glues my Wings, 
Looſe me, and I will free thee : 

Do, and l'Il be thy Slave. 

Phil. What, to a Spy, a Name abhorr'd in Hell? 
Grim. Do not inſult, Oh, Oh, I grow to Ground ; 
The fiery Net draws cloſer on my Limbs. ments: 

Phil. Thou ſhalt not have the Eaſe to curſe in Tor- 
Be dumb for one half Hour: ſo long my Charm 
Can keep thee ſilent, and there lie 
Till O/mend breaks thy Chain. 

[ Philidel unbinds his own Fetters, 
Enter to him Merlin, with a Vial in his Hand; and Arthur. 

Mer. Well haſt thou wrought thy Safety with thy Wit, 
My Philide/ ; go meritorious on: | 
Me other Work requires, to view the Wood, 

And learn to make the dire Inchantments void. 
Mean sime attend King Arthur in my Room; 
Shew him his Love, and with theſe ſovereign Drops 
Reſtore her Sight. 

[Exit Merlin, giving a Vial 10 Philidel. 


Phil. Ve muſt work, abe muſt haſte ; 


Neon- Tide Hour is almoſt paſt, Ny 
rights 
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Srigbts that 3 in the Sun, 
Into Shades already run. 
Oſmond ill be here, anon. 


Eater Emmeline and Matilda, at the far end of the Nod. 
4rth. O yonder, yonder ſhe's already found: 
uy Soul directs my Sight, and flies before it. 
Now, gentle Spirit, uſe thy utmoſt Art; 
Unſeal her Eyes; and this Way lead her Steps. 
[Arthur withdraws behind the $ cent. 
Emmeline and Matilda come forward to the Front, 


Philidel approaches Emmeline, rink/ing ſome of the Water 
over her Eyes, out of the Vial. | 
Phil, Thus, thus I infuſe 
Theſe Sovereign Deæus. 
Fly back, ye Films, that cloud her Sight 3 
And you, ye cryſtal Humours bright, 
Your noxious V apours purg'd away, 
Recuwer, and admit the Day. 
Now caſt your Eyes abroad. and ſee 
All but me. 


Em. Ha! What was that? Who ſpoke? 
Mat. J heard the Voice; *tis one of Oſnond's Fiends, 
Em. Some bleſſed Angel ſure; I feel my Eyes 
Unieal'd, they walk abroad, and a new World 
Comes ruſhing on, and ſtands all gay before me. 
Mat. Oh Heavens! Oh Joy of Joys ! ſhe has her Sight! 
Em. I am new-born; 1 ſhall run mad for Pleaſure. 
[Staring on Mat. 
Are Women ſuch as thou ? Such glorious Creatures ? 
Artb. | Afide.] Oh how I envy her, to be firſt ſeen! 
Em. Stand farther ; let me take my fill of Sight. | 
[ Looking up. 
What's that above, that weakens my new Eyes, 
Makes me not ſee, by ſeeing ? 
Mat. *Tis the Sun. 
Em. The Sun! 'tis ſure a God, if that be Heay'n : 
Oh ! if thou art a Creature, beſt and faireſt, * 
ov 
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How welFart thou, from Mortals fo remote, 

To ſhine, and not to burn, by near Approach ! 

How haſt thou lighten'd even my very Soul, 
And let in Knowledge by another Senſe ! 

« I gaze about, new-born to Day and thee ; 

A Stranger yet, an Infant of the World ! 

Art thou not pleas'd, Matilda? Why, like me, 

Doſt thou not look and wonder? 

Mat. For theſe Sights 
Are to my Eyes familiar. 

Em. 'That's my Joy, 

Not to have ſeen before: For Nature now 
Comes all at once, confounding my Delight. 

But ah! what Thing am I? Fain would I know; 
Or am ] blind, or do I ſee but Half? 

With all my Care, and looking round about, 

I cannot view my Face. 

Mat. None ſee themſelves 
But by Reflection; in thisGlaſs you may.[ Gives her a Glaſs 

Em. [taking the Glaſs, and hook. ] What's this? 

It holds a Face within it : Oh ſweet Face! 
It draws the Mouth, and {miles, and looks upon me; 
And talks; but yet I cannot hear it ſpeak : 
The pretty thing is Dumb. ' 

Mat. The pretty thing 
You ſee within the Glaſs, is You. 

Em. What am I two? Is this another Me? 
Indeed it wears my Clothes, has Hands like mine; 
And mocks whate'er I do; but that I'm ſure 
I am a Maid, I'd ſwear it were my Child. Matilda li, 
Look, my Matilda: We both are in the Glaſs, + 
Oh, now I know it plain; they are our Names, 
That peep upon us there. 

Mat. Our Shadows, Madam. 

Em. Mine is a prettier Shadow far, than thine, 

| J loveit; let me kiſs my other Self. ; | 
| Kiſſing th: Glaſs and hupging it 
| Alas, I've kiſs'd it Dead: No fins T B gone; 


Indeed it Kiſs'd fo Cold, as if twere Dying. 
Arthur 
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Arthur comes forward ſoftly ; ſhewing himſelf behind hey. 
Tb here again. | 
Oh no, this Face is neither mine nor thine ; 
| think the Glaſs has born another Child. 

[She turns and ſees Arthur, 
Ha! What art thou with a new kind of Face, 
And other Clothes, a noble Creature too; 
But taller, bigger, fiercer in thy Look ; 
Of a comptrolling Eye, majeſtick Make? 

Mat. Do you not know him, Madam ? 

Em. Is'ta Man? 

Arth. Yes, and the moſt unhappy of my Kind, 
If you have chang'd your Love. 

Em. My deareft Lord! 

Was my Soul blind; and cou'd not that look out, 
To know you, ere you ſpoke ? Oh Counterpart 
Of onr ſoft Sex; Well are you made our Lords: 
So bold, ſo great, ſo God-like are you form'd. 
How can you love ſùch filly ew as Women ? 

Arth. Beauty like yours commands ; and Man was made 
But a more boiſterous, and a ſtronger Slave, | 
To you, the beſt Delights of human kind. 

Em. But are ye mine ? Is there an end of War ? 

Are all thoſe Trumpets dead themſelves, at laſt, 

That us'd to kill Men with their thundring Sounds ? 
Arth. The Sum of War is undecided yet ; 

And many a breathing Body muſt be cold. 

Ere you are free. 

Em. How came ye hither then ? 

Arth. By Merlin's Art, to ſnatch a ſhort-liv'd Bliſs ; 
To feed my famiſh'd Love upon yonr Eyes, | 
One Moment, and depart. 

Em. O Moment, worth 
Whole Ages paſt, and all that are to come ! 

Let Love-fick Oſwald, now unpitied mourn 
Let O/mond mutter Charms to Sprights in vain, 
To make me love him ; all ſhall not change my Soul. 

475. Ha! Does the Inchanter practiſe Hell upon you? 
Is he my Rival too ? | F 

Em. Yes, but I hate him; 
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For when he ſpoke, thro' my ſhut Eyes I faw kr. 
His Voice look'd ugly, and breath'd Meine re 
And then I firſt was glad that I was blind, : 
Not to behold Damnation. 
Phil. This Time is left me to congratulate 
Your new-born Eyes; and tell you what you pain 
By Sight reſtor'd, and viewing him you love. 
Appear, you airy Forms. 
- [ Airy Spirits ay in the Shapes of Men and Wann, 
Man ſings. Oh Sight, the Mother of D-fires, 
What charming Objects doſt thou yield ! 
'Tis faveet, when tedious Night expires, 
To fee the roſy Morning gild 
The Mountain-Tops, and paint the Fitll ! 
But when Clorinda comes in Sight, 
She makes the Summer's Day more bright 
And when ſhe gees away, tis Night. 
Chor. When Fair Clorinda comes in Sight, &c. 


Wom. ſings. *Tis feveet the bluſhing Morn 10 wiew; 
And Plains adorn'd with pearly Dew : 
But ſuch cheap Delights to ſee, 
Heawen and Nature, 
Give each Creature ; 
They have Eyes, as well as awe; 
This is the Foy, all Foys abowe, 
To ſee, to ſee, 
That only ſbe, 
That only ſhe we love! 
Chor. This is the Foy, all Foys above, &c. 


Man ſings, And if we may diſcover 
What charms both Nymph and Lower, 
"Tis, when the Fair at Mercy hes, 
With kind and amorous Anguiſh, 
To fh, to look, to languiſb, 
On each other's Eyes ! 


cn of all Men and Women. 
if we may diſcover, &c. 
— if Y diſcover, &C, Phil 
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phil. Break off your Muſick ; for our Foes are near. 
um; [ Spirits vaniſb. 
= Enter Merlin. | 
Merl. My Sovereign, we have hazarded too far ; 
But Love excuſes you, and Preſcience me. 
\{ake haſte ; for O/mond is even now alarm'd, 
: And greedy of Revenge, is haſting home. 
Arth. Oh take my Love with us, or leave me here. 
Merl. I cannot, for ſhe's held by Charms too ſtrong : 
en. hich, with th' inchanted Grove, muſt be deſtroy'd ; 
Till when, my Art is vain : But fear not, Emmeline ; 
Th' Enchanter has no Pow'r on Innocence. 
Em. [to Arth.] Farewel, fince we mult part: When 
you are gone, 
[11 look into my Glaſs, juſt where you look'd, 
To find your Face again 
If 'tis not there, I'll think on you ſo long, 
My Heart ſhall make your Picture for my Eyes. 
Arth. Where-c'er I go, my Soul ſhall ſtay with thee : 
'Tis but my Shadow that I take away : 
True Love is never happy but by Halves ; 
An April Sun-ſhine, that by fits appears, 
It ſmiles by Moments, but it mourns by Years. 
[Exeunt Arthur and Merlin at one Door. 
Enter Oſmond at the other Door, who gazes on 
Emmeline, and foe on him: 
En. Matilda, fave me from this ugly Thing, 
This Foe to Sight : ſpeak ; doſt thou — him? (cian, 
Mat. Too well ; 'tis Oferala's Friend, the great Magi- 
En. It cannot be a Man, he's ſo unlike the Man I love. 
O/m. | Aſide.] Death to my Eyes, ſhe fees ! 
Em. 1 wiſh I cou'd not; but Ill cloſe my Sight, 
And ſhut out all I can It wo'not be; 
Winking I fee thee ſtill, thy odious Image 
tares full into my Soul; and there infects the Room 
My 4rthur ſhou'd poſſeſs. 
O/m. [ 4fde.] I find too late, ö 
That Merl; and her Lover have been here. 
[ was fir'd before when ſhe was blind, 
Her Eyes dart Lightning now, ſhe muſt be mine. 


Em. 
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Em. I pr'ythee, dreadful Thing, tell me thy Bufinet 
And, if thou canit, reform that odious Face; (here, 
Look not ſo grim upon me. 

O/m. My Name is O/mond, and my Buſineſs Love. 

Em. Thou haſt a grizly Look; forbidding what thay 
If I durſt teli thee to. (ak's, 

O/m. My Pent-houſe Eye-brows, and my ſhaggy Bead 
Offend your Sight, but theſe are manly Signs; 


Faint White and Red abuſe your Expectations: 


Be Woman ; know your Sex, and love full Pleaſures, 
Em. Love from a Monſer, Fiend ? 
O/m. Come you muſt love, or you mult ſuffer Love; 


No Coyneſs, none, for I am Maſter here. 


Em. And when did Oſwald give away his Power, 
That thou preſum'ſt to rule? Be ſure I'll tell him: 
For as I am his Priſoner, he 1s mane. 

On. Why then thou art a Captive to a Captive. 
O'er-labour'd with the Fight, oppreſt with I hirſt, 
That Ofwald whom you mention'd, call'd for Drink: 
I mixt a ſleepy Potien in his Bowl, | 
Which he and his Fool Friend quaff d | neg 'Þ 
The happy Doſe wrought the defir'd Effect; 

Then to a Dungeon's — I ſent both bound: 
Where ftow'd with Snakes and Adders now they lodge; 
Two Planks their Beds, ſlippery with Ooſe and Slime: 
The Rats bruſh o'er their Faces with their Tails, 
And croaking Paddocks crawl upon their Limbs. 
Since when the Garriſon depends on me ; 

Now know you are my Slave. 

Mat. He ſtrikes a Horrour thro* my Blood. 

Em. I freeze, as if his impious Art had fix'd 
My Feet to Earth. 

O/n. But Love fhall thaw ye. 

I'II ſhow his Force in Countries cak'd with Ice, 
Where the pale Pole-Star in the North of Heav'n 
Sits high, and on the froſty Winter broods ; 

Yet there Love reigns : For Proof, this Magick Wand 
Shall change the Mildneſs of ſweet Britain's Clime 
To Yeeland, and the fartheſt Thule's Froſt, | 
Where the proud God, diſdaining Winter's Bounds, 


Oer. 


0˙ 
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Oer leaps the Fences of Eternal Snow, 
And with his Warmth ſupplies the diſtant Sun. 


Oſmond ftrikes the Ground avith bis Wand : The Scene 
changes to a Profpett of Winter in Frozen Countries. 


Cupid Deſcendi. 


Cup. T What ho, thou Genius of the Clime, what ho ! 

fings. S H thou aſleep beneath thoſe Hills of Snow ? 
Stretch out thy lazy Limbs; awake, awake, 
And Winter from thy furry Mantle ſhake. 


Genius Ar4/es. 


Genius. What Power art thou, who from below 
Haſl made me riſe, unwillingly, and ſlow, 
From Beds of everlaſiing Snow ! 
See'ft thou not how * and wondrous old, 
Far unfit to bear the bitter Cola, 
1 can ſcarcely move, or draw my Breath: 
Let me, let me, freeze again to Death, 


Cupid Thou deating Fool forbear, forbear ; 
What, doft thou dream 7 Freezing here & 
; At Lowe's appearing, all the Sky clearing, 
The flormy Winds their Fury ſpare : 
Winter ſubduing, and Spring renewing, 
My Beams create à more glorious Tear, 
Thou doating Fool, forbear, forbear, 
bat, deft thou dream of Freezing here? 


OQnius. Great Lowe, I know thee now 3 
Eldeſt of the Gods art thou : 
Heaw'n and Earth by thee avere made, 
Human Nature 
Is thy Creature, 
Every where thou art obey'd. 


Cupid. No part of my Dominim ſhall be waſte ; 
| To fpread my Sway, and fing my Praiſe, 
Ew'n here I will a People raiſe, Fe 
Of kind embracing Levers, and embrac'd. 


— 


Cupid 
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Cupid waves his Wand, upon which the Scene opem Ne 


and diſcovers a Proſpe& of Ice and Snow to the exo.” 
of the Stage. E 
Singers and Dancers, Men and Women, appear, MW" 
Man. See, ſee, wwe aſſemble, W 
| Thy Rewels to hold : 1. 
Tho" quid ring with Cold, 

Ve chatter and tremble. 


Cupid. *Tis I, is I, tis I, that have warm'd ye: 
In fpite of cold Weather, 
Pewoe brought yon together : 

776 I, tis I, "tis I, that have arm'd ye. 


Chor. *Tis Lowe, lis Lowe, tis Lowe, that has warm'du; 
In ſpite of cold Weatber, 

He brought us together : 
*Tis Love, tis Lowe, tis Love that has arm'd u. Wh, 


Cupid. Sound a Parley, ye Fair, and ſurrender ; Pn 
Set your ſelves, and your Lowers at Eaſe; Bu 
He's a grateful Offender A 
Who Pleaſure dare ſeize ; 
But the Whininy Pretender : ; 
Is fare to diſpleaſe. ; 


IT. 


Since the Fruit of Defire is Poſſeſſine, 
"Tis unmanly to Sigh and Complain t 

When we kneel for Redreſſing, ” 
We move your Diſaain : 

Love was made for a Bleſſing, 

- And not for a Pain. 


A Dance ; aſter which the Singers and Dancers depart, 


Em, I cou'd be pleas'd with any one but thee, 
Who entertain'd my Sight with ſuch gay Shows, 
As Men and Women moving here and there; 
That courfing one another in their Steps, 

Have made their Feet a Tune. 


0/m. 
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. What Coying it again 
_ but e's, _— to my Guft, 
That is, without your Struggling. 
En. From my Sight, | 
Thou all thy Devils in one, thou dar'ſt not force me. 
O/m.You teach me well, I find you wou'd be raviſh'd. 
give you that Excuſe your Sex deſires. 
[ He begins to lay hold on her, and they ſiruggle. 
Grim. [within.] O help me, Maſter, help me! 
0/m. Who's that, my Grimbal/4! Come and help 


= 


thou me. 
or "tis thy Work d' aſſiſt a Raviſher. 
Grim. [within.] I cannot ſtir; I am Spell-caught by 
Philidel, 
And purs'd within a Net, 
With a huge heavy Weight of Holy Words, 
Lid on my Head, that keeps me down from riſing. 
Oſu. I'll read *em backwards, and releaſe thy Bonds. 
Mean time go in ; — [Ze Emmeline. 
Prepare your ſelf, and eaſe my Drudgery : 
But if you will not fairly be enjoy'd, 
A little honeft Force is well employ'd. [ Exit Oſmcnd. 
En. Heav'n be my Guard, I have no other Friend 
Heav'n ever preſent to thy Suppliant's Aid, 
rotect and pity Innocence betray'd. 
[Exeunt Emmeline and Matilda. 
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Enter Oſmond ſolus, 


N OW I am ſettled in my Force-ful Sway; 
Why then, I'll be luxurious in my Love; 
Take my full Guſt, and ſetting Forms aſide, 
PII bid the Slave, that fires my Blood, lie down. 
[Seems to be going off 
Ent . 
2 
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Enter Grimbald, awho meets hin. 

Grim. Not ſo faſt, Maſter, Danger threatens thee : 
There's a black Cloud deſcending from above, 
Full of Heaven's Venom, burſting o'er thy Head. 

O/m. Malicious Fiend, thou ly' it: For I am fenc'd 
By Millions of thy Fellows, in my Grove: 

I bad thee, when I freed thee from the Charm, 
Run ſcouting thro' the Wood, from Tree to Tree, 
And look it all my Devils were on Duty : 

Hadſt thou perform'd thy Charge, thou tardy Spright, 
Thou wouldſt have known no Danger threaten'd me. 

Grim. When did a Devil fail in Diligence? 
Poor Mortal, thou thy ſelf art overſeen ; 

I have been there, and thence I bring. this News, 
Thy fatal Foe, great Arthur, is at hand ; 
Merlin has ta'en his Time while thou wert abſent 
T' obſerve thy Characters, their Force, and Nature, 
And counterwork thy Spells. 
O/m. The Devil take Merlin; 
PII caſt 'em all a-new, and inftantly, 
All of another Mould ; be thou at hand. 
Their Compoſition was, before, of Horror; 
Now they ſhall be of Blandiſhment, and Love ; 
Seducing Hopes, ſoft Pity, tender Moans > 
Art ſhall meet Art : and, when they think to win, 
The Fools ſhall find their Labour- to begin. 
[Exeunt Oſm. and Grinly 
Enter Arthur, and Merlin at another Door. 
| Scene of the Wood continues. 
Merl. Thus far it is permitted me to go; 
But all beyond this Spot is fenc'd with Charms; 
I may no more, but only with Advice. 

Arth. My Sword ſhall do the reſt. 

Merl. Remember well, that all is but Illuſion 
Go on ; good Stars attend thee. 

Arth. Doubt me not. 

Merl. Yet in prevention 
Of what may come, 1]! leave my Phi/:de/ 

To watch thy Steps, and with him leave my Wand; 
The Touch of which no earthy Fiend can bear, 
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n hate'er Shape transform'd, but muſt lay down 
1 borrow'd Figure, and confeſs the Devil. 
ce more Farewel, and proiper. [Ex. Merlin. 
4rth. (walking. ] Ne Danger yet, I ſee no Walls of 
o City of the Fiends, with Forms obſcene, [ Fire. 
o grin from far on flaming Battlements. | 
vis is indeed the Grove I ſhould deſtroy ; 
u where's the Horror? Sure the Prophet err'd. 
ik ! Muſiok, and the warbling Notes of Birds; 
[ Soft Muſict. 
| entertains me, like ſome welcome Gueſt. 
ſure Wonders yet; yet all delightful too, 
| Silver Current to forbid my Paſſage, 
Ind yet t'invite me, ſtands a Golden Bridge: 
haps a Trap, for my unwary Feet 
No fink and whelm me underneath the Waves; 
ith Fire or Water, let him wage his War, 
Dr all the Elements at once; I'll on: 
[4s he is going to the Bridge, two Syrens ariſe from the 
Mater: They ſhew themſelves to the Waſte, and ſing. 


dyren. O paſs not on, but flay, 
And waſte the joyous Day 
With us in gentle Play : 
Unbend to Love, unkend thee : 
O lay thy Sauord aſide, 
And other Arms provide; 
For other Wars attend thee, 
And foveeter to be try'd. 
bor. For other Wars, &c. 


th ſing. Tavo Daughters of this aged Stream are awe 3 
And both our Sea-green Locks have comb 4 for thee ; 
Come bathe with us an Hour or two, 

Come naked in, for aue are ſo; 

What Danger from a naked Foe ? 

Come bathe with us, come bathe, and ſhare 
Whet Pleaſures in the, Floods appear . 

Vell heat the Waters till they bound, 

And circle, round, around, around, 


And circle round, around, Arth. 
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Arth. A lazy Pleaſure trickles thro' my Veins ; 
Here could I ſtay, and well be cozen'd here. 
But Honour calls ; is Honour in ſuch haſte ? 
Can it not bait at ſuch a pleaſing Inn ? 

No; for the more I look, the more I long: 
Farewel, ye Fair Illuſions, I mult leave ye, 
While I have Pow'r to ſay, that I muſt leave ye. 
Farewel, with half my Soul I Ragger off; 

How dear this flying Victory has coſt, . 
When if I ſtay to ſtruggle, I am loſt, 


As he is going forward, Nymphs and Sylvans come wu 
from behind the Trees. A Baſs and two Trebles fing ty 
following Song to a Minuet. 


Dance with a Song, all with Branches in their Hands, 


Song. How happy the Lower, 

How 7 his Chain, 
How pleaſing his Pain, 

How faveet to diſcover 
He fighs not in vain. 

For Love every Creature 

1s form'd by his Nature; 

No Joys are above 

The Pleaſures of Love. 


The Dance continues with the ſame Meaſure play'd alone, 
| II. 


In wain are our Graces, 
In vain are your Eyes, 
If Love you deſpiſe ; 

When Age furrows Faces, 

7 time to be wiſe. 

Then uſe the ſhort Bleſſing, 

That flies in "Yn t 

No Joys are above 


The Pleaſures of Love. 


Arth. And what are theſe Fantaſtick Fairy Joys, 
To Love like mine? Falſe Joys, falſe Welcomes all. 


Be gone, ye Sylvan Trippers of the Green; 
| Fly 


—— . — — 
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fly after Night, and overtake the Moon. 

Here the Dancers, Singers and Sirens wangh. 

This goodly Tree ſeems Queen of all the Grove. 

The Ringlets round her Trunk declare her guilty 

Of many Midnight-Sabbaths revell'd here. 

Her will I firſt attempt. 

[Arthur ſtrikes at the Tree, and cuts it; Blood ſpouts 
out of it, a Groan follows, then a Shriek. 

Good Heav'ns, what monſtrous Prodigies are thele ! 

Blood follows from my Blow ; the wounded Rind 

Spouts on my Sword, and Sanguine dyes the Plain. 

[He frites again: A Voice of Emmeline from behind. 
Em. | from behind. Forbear, if thou haſt Pity, ah, for- 

Theſe Groans proceed not from a ſenſeleſs Plant, [bear ! 

No Spouts of Blood run welling from a Tree. [ing : 

Arb. Speak what thou art; I charge thee ſpeak thy Be- 
Thou that haſt made my curdled Blood run back, 

My Heart heave up, my Hair to riſe in Briſtles, 

And ſcarcely left a Voice to aſk thy Name. 
[Emmel. breaks out of the Tree, ſhowing her Arm Bloody. 
Em. Whom thou haſt hurt, Unkind and Cruel, tee ; 

Took on this Blood, *tis fatal, ftill, to me, 

To bear thy Wounds, my Heart has felt em firſt. 

Aub. Tis ſhe ; Amazement roots me to the Ground! 
En. By cruel Charms,dragg'd from my peaceful Bower, 

Fierce O/mond clos'd me in this bleeding Bark; 

And bid me ſtand expos'd to the bleak Winds, 

And Winter-Storms, and Heay'ns Inclemency, 

Zound to the Fate of this Hell-haunted Grove; 

So that whatever Sword, or ſounding Axe, 

Shall violate this Plant, muſt pierce my Fleſh, 

And, when that falls, I die. 
Arth. If this be true, 

O never, never to be ended Charm, 

At leaſt by me; yet all may be Illuſion. 

break up ye thickning Foggs, and film. / Miſts, 

All that be-ly my Sight, and cheat my Senſe. 

For Reaſon itill pronounces, tis 5. ft ſhe, 

and thus refoly'd— ¶ Lift ap his, $averd, as going to firike. 

A « yl Do, ſtr ike, Barbariar £ ſtrike; 7 

, ew my mange'd Lir with every Stroke. 
Vor. VI. * 3 * Wound 


— 


—— 
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Wound me, and doubly kill me, with Unkindneſ;, 
'That by thy Hand I fell. 
Arth. W hat ſhall I do, ye Powers? | 
Em. Lay down thy vengeful Sword; tis fatal here: 
W hat need of Arms, where no Defence is made ? 
A Love: ſick Virgin, panting with Deſire, 
No conſcious Eye t' intrude on our Delights; 
For this thou haſt the Siren, Songs deſpis'd ; 
For this, thy faithful Paſſion I reward; 
Haſte then, to take me longing to thy Arms. 
Arth. O Love! O Merlin“ whom ſhould J believe 
Pm. Believe thy ſelf, thy Youth, thy Love, and me; 
They only, they, who pleaſe themſelves, are wiſe : 
Diſarm thy Hand, that mine may meet it bare. 
Arth. By thy leave, Reaſon, here I throw thee off, 
| 'Thou Lcad of Life : If thou wert made for Souls, 
| Then Souls ſhould have been made without their Bodies, 
If, Falling for the firſt created Fair, | 
Was Adam's Fault, Great Grandſire I forgive thee; 
Eden was loſt, as all thy Sons would loſe it. 
[Going towards Emmeline, and pulling off his Gantlt, 
Enter Philidel running. 

Phil. Hold, poor deluded Mortal, hold thy Hand; 
Which if thou giv'ſt, is plighted to a Fiend. | 
For Proof, behold the Virtue of this Wand ; 

Th' Infernal Paint ſhall vaniſh from her Face, 
And Hell ſhall ſtand reveal'd. 

[Strikes Emmeline ævith a Wand, who ftraight deſcends: 
Philidel ras to the Deſcent, and pulls up Grimbald, 
and binds him. 

Now lee to whoſe Embraces thou wert falling. 
Behold the Maiden Modeſty of Grimbala, 
The groſſeſt, earthieſt, uglieſt Fiend in Hell. 
Arth: Horror ſeizes me, 
| To t. ink what headlong Ruin J have tempted. 
| Phil. Haſte to thy Work ; a Noble Stroke or two 
Fnds all the Charms, and diienchants the Grove. 
I'll hold thy Miſtrek bound. | 
Arth. Then here's for Earneſt ; 
[Strikes twice or thrice, and the Tree falls, or finks : A Pral 
of Thunder immediately follows, with dreadful Nori linti. 
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is finiſh'd, and the Duſk that yet remains, 

Is but the native Horror of the Wood. 

But I muſt loſe no Time; the Pals is free; 

Th! unrooſted Fiends bave quitted this Abode; 

On yon proud Towers, before this Day be done, 

My glittering Banners ſhall be wav'd againſt the ſet- 
ting Sun, [ Exit Arthur. 

Phil. Come on, my ſurly Slave; come italk along, 
And ſtamp a Mad- man's Pace, and drag thy Chain. 

Grim. I'll champ and foam upon't, till the blue Venom 
Work upward to thy Hands, and looſe their Hold. 

Phil. Know'ſt thou this pow'rful Wand ? tis lifted up; 
A ſecond Stroke wou'd ſend thee to the Centre, 
Benumb'd and dead, as far as Souls can die. | 

Grim. I wou'd thou wou'dſt, to rid me of my Senſe : 
I ſhall be whoop'd thro' Hell, at my Return 
Inglorious from the Miſchief I defign'd. | 

Phil. And therefore ſince thou loath'ſt Etherial Light, 
The Morning Sun ſhall beat on thy black Brows ; 

Tae Breath thou draw'R ſhall be of u Air, 

Hoſtile to thee, and to thy earthy Make; 

50 light, ſo thin, that thou ſhalt ſtarve for want 

Of thy groſs Food, till gaſping thou ſhalt lie, 

And blow it back all ſooty to the Sky. | 
[Ex. Philidel, dragging Grimbald after him. 
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ACT v. SCENE 1 


Enter Oſmond as affrighted. 

O. N Rimbald 7 Priſoner, and my Grove de- 
ſtroy'd ! 

Now what can 22 Hark, the Drums and Trum 

pets ! [Drums and Trumpets Within. 

Arthur is marching onward to the Fort. 

have but one Recourſe, and that's to Oſwald ; 

But will he fight for me, whom I have injur'd ? 

No, not for me,. but for ol he muſt ; _ 
a 2 


— — 


—— — — 


412 Ning Ax THS R: or, 

I'll urge him with the laſt Neceſſity, 

Better give up my Miſtreſs than my Life. 

His Force is much unequal to his Rival; 

True ; —— But I'Il help him with my utmoſt Ax, 
And try t'unravel Fate. [Exit Oſmond 


Enter Arthur, Conon, Aurelius, Albanact, and Soldier, 


Con. Now there remains but this one Labour more; 


h And if we have the Hearts of true-born Britons, 


'The Forcing of that Caſtle crowns the Day. 
Aur. Tbe Works are weak, the Garriſon but thin, 


Diſpirited with frequent Overthrows, 
Already waveriug on their ill-mann'd Walls. 


Alb. They ſhitt their Places oft, and skulk from W, 
Sure Signs of pale Deſpair, and eaſy Rout; 


It ſhews they place their Confidence in Magick, 


And when their Devils fail, their Hearts are dead. [tion, 
Arth. Then, where you fee em cluſtring moſt, in Mo. 


And ſtaggering in their Ranks, there preſs em home; 


For that's a Coward Heap How's this, a Sally ? 

Enter Oſwald, Guillamar, and Soldiers on the other fe. 

Beyond my Hopes, to meet *em on the Square. 
Ofw. Brave Britons hold; and thou their famous Chief, 


| "4 [ Advancing, 
Attend what Saxon Ofawald will propoſe. * 


He owns your Victory; but whether owing 


To Valour, or to Fertune, that he doubts. 

If Arthur dares aſcribe it to the firſt, . 
And ſingl'd from a Croud, will tempt a Conqueſt, 
This O/evald offers, let our Troops retire, 

And Hand to Hand let us decide our Strife: 
This if refus'd, bear witneſs Earth and Heav'n, 
Thou ſteal'ſt a Crown and Miſtreſs undeſerv'd. 

Arth. I'll not uſurp thy Title of a Robber, 

Nor will upbraid thee, has before I proffer'd 
This ſingle Combat, which thou didſt avoid; 
So glad I am, on any Terms to meet thee, 
And not diſcourage thy repenting Shame. 

As once /Zneas my fam'd Anceſtor, 

Betwixt the Trojan and Rutilian Bands, 
Fought for a Crown, and bright Lawinia's Bed; 


So will I meet thee, Hand to Hand oppos'd : " 
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My auguring Mind aſſures the ſame Succeſs. 

7 bir Men] Hence out of View; if I am ſlain, or yield, 
enounce me, Britons, for a Recreant Knight; 

And let the Saxon peacefully enjoy 

His former footing in our famous Iſle. 

To ratify theſe Terms, I ſwear 
Ofw. You need not; 

Your Honour is of Force, without your Oath. 

only add, that if I fall, or yield, 

Yours be the Crown, and Emmeline. 
Arth. That's two Crowns. 

No more; we keep the looking Heav'ns and Sun 

Too long in Expectation of our Arms. 

| | [ Bath Armies go off the Stage. 

They fight with Spunges in their Hands, dipt in Blood : 
after ſome equal Paſſes and Cling, they appear both 
ewounded ; Arthur fumbles among the Trees, Oſwald 
falls over him, they both riſe ; Arthur wounds him a- 
gain, then Oſwald retreats. Enter Oſmond from a- 

mong the Trees, and with-his Wand, firikes Arthur's 

Sword out of his Hand, and Exit. Oſwald purſues Ar- 

thur. Merlin enters, and gives Arthur his Sword, and 

— they cloſe, and Arthur in the Fall, diſarms Oſ- 


Arth. Confeſs thy ſelf e ercome, and ask thy Life. 
Ofw. Tis not worth asking, when tis in thy Power. 
Arth. Then take it as my Gift. 7 
Ofw. A wretched Gift, 
With Loſs of Empire, Liberty and Love, 
[4 Conſort of Trumpets within, proclaiming Arthur's Fio- 
ry; while they ſound, Arthur and Oſwald ſeem to confer. * 
"Tis too much Bounty to a vanquiſh'd Foe ; 
Yet not enoygh to make me fortunate. 
Arth. Thy Life, thy Liberty, thy Honour ſafe, 
Lead back thy Saxons to their antient E/b : 
I wou'd reſtore thee fruitful Kent, the Gift 
Of J ortigern for Hengi ſt's ill- bought Aid, 
But that my Britons — no foreign Power, 
To lord it in a Land, ſacred to Freedom, 
And of its Rights tenacious to the laſt. | 
S 3 Of. 
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Ofw. Nor more than thou haſt offer'd wou'd I take; 

I would refuſe all Britain, held in Homage ; ; 

And ewn no other Maſters but the Gods. 

Enter on one fide, Merlin, Emmeline, and Matilda, Co. 
non, Aurelius, Albanact, wb Britiſh Soldiers, bearing 
King Arthur's Standard diſplay d. On the other 4 

Guillamar, and Oſmond, with Saxon Soldiers, draggin 
their Colours on the Ground. 

LArth. going to Emme. and embracing be, 
Arth. At length, at length, I have thee in my Arms; 
Tho' our malevolent Stars have ſtruggled lard, 


And held us long aſunder. 
Em. We are ſo fitted for each other's Hearts, 


That Heav'n had err'd, in making of a third, 
To get betwixt, and intercept our Loves. 
Octo. Were there but this, this only Sight to ſes, 
The Price of Britain ſhou'd not buy my Stay. 
Mer. Take hence that Monſter of Ingratitude, 
Him who betray'd his Maſter, br him hence; 
And in that loathſome Dungeon plunge him deep, 
Where he plung'd noble O/xwald. - 
O/m. That indeed is fitteſt for me, 
For there I ſhall be near my Kindred Fiends, 
And ſpare my Grimbald's Pains to bear me to 'em. 
[ 1s carried of. 
Mer. Ito Arth. ] For this Day's Palm, and tor thy former 
Thy Britain freed, - and foreign Force expell'd, ads, 
Thou, Arthur, haſt acquir'd a future Fame, 
And of three Chriſtian Worthies, art the firſt: 
And now at once, to treat thy Sight and Soul, 
Behold what rolling Ages ſhall produce : 
The Wealth, the Loves, the Glories of our Iſle, 
Which yet like Golden Ore, unripe in Reds, 
Expect the warm Indulgency of Heav'n 


To call *em forth to Light ——— — [umphs; 
To Oſw. ] Nor thou, brave Saxon Prince, diſdain our In. 


ritons and Saxons fhall be once one People; 
One common Tongue, one common Faith ſhall bind 
Our jarring Bands, in a perpetual Peace. | 
Merlin avawves his Wand; the Scene changes, and diſccii 
the Britiſh Ocean in a Storm. Æolus in a Claud 22 


Four Windshang ing, &c. 
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ce; Eovus ſinging. 
Ye blufl' ring Brethren of the Skies, 
Whoſe Breath has ruff d all the wwatry Plain, 
Retire, and let Britannia 7i/e, 
In Triumph o'er the Main. i 
Serene and calm, and void of Fear, 
The Queen of Iſlands muſt appear: 
Serene and calm, as when the Spring 
The new-created World began, 
And Birds on Boughs did foftly fing 
Their peaceful Homage paid to Man; 
While Eurus did his Blaſts forbear, © 
In favour of the tender Year. 
Retreat, rude Winds, retreat 
To hollow Rocks, your flormy Seat; 
There fell your Lungs, and wvainly, wainly threat. 


Fiolus aſcends, and the four Winds fly of. The Scene 
opens, and diſcovers a calm Sea, to the end of the 
Houſe. An Iſland ariſes, to a ſoft Tune; Britannia 
ſeated in the Iſland, with Fiſhermen at her Feet, &c. 
The Tune changes, the Fiſhermen eome aſhore, and 
dance a while; after which, Pan and a Nereid come 
on the Stage, and ſing. 


Pan and Nereid ſing. 
Round thy Caaſis, fair Nymph of Britain, 
Far thy Guard our Waters floxw : 
Proteus all his Herd admitting, 
On thy Greens to graze below : 
Foreign Lands thy Fiſhes taſting, 
Learn from thee luxurious Faſting. 
Song of three Parts. 
For folded Flicks, on fruitful Plains, 

The Shepherds and the Farmers Gaint, 
Fair Britain ali the World outwies ;. 
And Pan, as in Arcadia reigns, | 

Where Pleaſure mixt wwith Profit lies. 
| II. 
Do Jaſon's Fleece was fum' d of old, 
7 Te Britiſh Wool is growing Gold; 


416 King ARTHUR: Or, 


No Mines can more of Wealth ſupply : 
It keeps the Peaſant from the Cold, 
And takes for Kings the Tyrian Dye. 
he laſt Stanxa ſung over again betwixt Pay and 
* Nereid. After which the former D | 
varied, and goes on. | 


Enter Comus with three Peaſants, who ſing the followin 
Song in Parts. z 


Com. Your Hay it is moww'd, and your Corn is reap'd; 
Your Barns will be full, and your Howell beaf'd: 
Come, my Boys, come; : 
Come, my Boys, come; 
And merrily roar out Harveſt Home ; 
Harveſt Home, 
Harveſt Home; 
And merrily roar out Harveſt Home. 
Chor. Come, my Boys, come, &c. 


Man. We ha cheated the Parſon, we'll cheat him again, 
For why fhou' d a Blockhead ha One in Ten ? 
One in Ten, 
Due in Ten; 
For why fpou'd a Blockhead ha One in Ten ? 
Chor. One in Ten, | 8 
One in Ten; 
For <why ſbou d a Blocthead ha One in Ten? 
2Man. For prating ſo long like a Book-learn'd Sot, 
Till Pudding and Dumpling burn to Pet, 
Burn te Pot, 
Burn to Pot; | 
Till Pudding and Dumpling burn to Pot. 
Chor. Burn to Pot, &c. 


3Man. V toff off our Ale till we canno fland, 
And Hoigh for the Honour of Old England : 
Old England, 
Old England; 
And Hoigh for the Honour of Old England. 
Chor. Old England, c. 


{The Dance vary'd into a round — | 
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Enter Venus. 


Venus. Faireft Jie, all Iſles excelling, 


Seat of Pleaſures and of Lowes ; 
Venus here will chuſe her Dwelling, 
And forſake her Cyprian Groves. 


| II. 
Cupid, from his Faw rite Nation, 
Care and Envy will remove ; 


Fealouſy, that poiſons Paſſion, 
And Deſpair that dies for Love. 


III. 
Gentle Murmurs, fweet Complaining, A 
Sighs that blow the Fire of Love; 
Soft Repulſes, kind Diſdaining, 
Shall be all the Pains you prove- 
5 IV. 
Emery Swain ſhall pay his Duty, 
Grateful every Nymph ſhall prove ; 
And as theſe excel in Beauty, » - | | 
Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for Love. „ 


SONG by Mr. EO E. 


1 


You ſay, It Love creates the Pain, 
Of which fo ſadly you complain; 

And yet wou'd fain engage my Heart 
In that _ cruel Part ; 

But how, alas! think you, that 1 


Can bear the Wound of which you die? 


II. 


"Tis not my Paſſion makes my Care, 

But your Indiff* rence gives Deſpair : 

The lufly Sun begets no Spring, 

Till gentle Show'rs Aſſiſtance bring: 

So Love that ſcorches and deſtroys, 

Till Kindneſs aid, can cauſe no Foys. m 


416 King An T RUR: Or, 


No Mines can more of Wealth ſupply : 
I keeps the Peaſant from the Cold, 
And takes for Kings the Tyrian Dye. 
he laſt Sranza ſung over again betwixt Pay and 
* Nereid. After which the former Dad | 
varied, and goes on. 


Enter Comus with three Peaſants, who ſing the followin 
Song in Parts. > 


Com. Your Hay it is mow'd, and your Corn is reap'4; 
Your Barns will be full, and your Howels beap'd: 
Come, my Boys, come; 
Come, my Boys, come; 
And merrily roar out Harveſt Home ; 
Harveſi Home, 
Harwveft Home; 
And merrily roar out Harveſt Home. 
Chor. Come, my Boys, come, &c. 


1Man. Ve ha cheated the Parſon, we'll cheat him again, 
For why fhou'd a Blockhead ha One in Ten ? 
One in Ten, 
One in Ten; | 
For why fpou'd a Blockhead ha” One in Jen? 
Chor. One in Jen, s . 
One in Ten ; 
For <why fſhou'd a Blockhead ha” One in Ten? 
2Man. For prating ſo long like a Book-learn'd Sot, 
Till Pudding and Dumpling burn to Pet, 
Burn te Pot, 
Burn to Pot; 
Till Pudding and Dumpling burn to Pot. 
Chor. Burn to Pot, &c. 


3Man. Ve tofs off our Ale till we canno land, 
And Hoigh for the Honour of Old England : 
Old England, 
Old England; 
And Hoigh for the Honour of Old England. 
Chor. Old England, Oc. 


{The Dance vary'd into a round _ | 


The Britiſh Worthy, 417 
Enter Yenus. 


Venus. Faireft Ie, all Jes excelling, 
Seat of Pleaſures and of Loves; 
Venus here will chuſe her Dwelling, 
And forſake her Cyprian Groves. 


| II. 
wing Cupid, from his Fav rite Nation, 
Care and Envy will remove ; 
; Fealouſy, that poiſons Paſſion. 
1: And Deſpair that dies for Love. 
: III. 


Gentle Murmurs, ſiueet Complaining, "4 
Sighs that blow the Fire of Love ; 
Soft Repulſes, kind Diſdaining, 
Shall be all the Pains you prove-. 
2 IV. 
| Emery Swain ſhall pay his Duty, 
y | Grateful every Nymph ſhall prove; 
And as theſe excel in Beauty, » 
Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for Love. 


SONG by Mr. EO E. 


J. 


You ſay, *Tis Love creates the Pain, 
Of which fo ſadly you complain; 
And yet wou'd fain engage my Heart 
In that uneaſy cruel Part; © 

But how, alas! think you, that 1 
Can bear the Wound of which you die? 


II. 


it not my Paſſion makes my Care, 
But your Indi rence gives Deſpair : 
We lufly Sun begets no Spring, 

Till gentle Show'rs Aſſiſtance bring: 
So Love that ſcorches and deſtroys, 
Till Kindneſs aid, can cauſe no Toys. 


ITI, She 


WC... 


416 Lig Ax TRV R: Or, 


No Mines can more of Wealth ſupply : 
Tt keeps the Peaſant from the Cold, 
And takes for Kings the Tyrian Dye. 
he laſt Stanza ſung over again betwixt Pay and 
_ Nereid. After which the former Da 
varied, and goes on. 


Enter Comus with three Peaſants, who ſing the following 
| Song in Parts. | 


Com. Your Hay it is moww'd, and your Corn i; reap'd; 
Your Barns will be full, and your Howell beap'd: 
Come, my Boys, come; 
Come, my Boys, come ; 
And merrily roar out Harveſt Home ; 
Harveſi Home, 
- Harveſt Home; 
And merrily roar out Harveſt Home. 
Chor. Come, my Boys, come, cc. 
Man. Ve ha cheated the Parſon, we'll cheat him again, 
For why fhou'd a Blockhead ha One in Ten ? 
One in Ten, 
One in Ten ; | 
For why fpou'd a Blckhead ha One in Ten ? 
Chor. One in Jen, ; : 
One in Ten ; 
For æuby ſbou d a Blockhead ha One in Ten? 
2Man. For prating ſo long like a Book-learn'd Sot, 
Till Pudding and Dumpling burn to Pot, 
Burn te Pot, 
Burn to Pot ; | 
Till Pudding and Dumpling burn to Pot. 
Chor. Burn to Pot, &c. | 
3Man. Ve'il tat off our Ale till we canno' ſtand, 


And Hoigh for the Honour of Old England : 
Old Shahn, * 1 


Old England; 
And Hoigh for the Honour of Old England. 
Chor. Old England, c. 


{The Dance vary'd into a round Country. Pr | 
0 


The Britiſh Worthy. 417 
Enter Venus. 


Venus. Faireſt Jie, all Iſles excelling, 
Seat of Pleaſures and of Lowes ; 
Venus here will chuſe her Davelling, 
And forſake her Cyprian Groves. 


IL. 


Cupid, from his Fav'rite Nation, 
Care and Envy will remove ; 


; Fealouſy, that poiſons Paſſion, 
4. And Deſpair that dies for Love. 
; IIT. 


Gentle Murmurs, fweet Complaining, 5 
Sighs that blow the Fire of Love; 

Soft Repulſes, kind Diſdaining, 

Shall be all the Pains you prove. 


IV. 

Emery Swain ſhall pay his Duty, 
Grateful every Nymph ſhall prove 
And as theſe excel in Beauty, » 
Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for Love. 


SONG by Mr. EO E. 


I. 


She, You ſay, *Tis Love creates the Pain, 

| Of which fo ſadly you complain; 
And yet wou'd fain engage my Heart 
In that uneaſy cruel Part; 

But how, alas! think you, that 1 
Can bear the Wound of which you die? 


II. 


He. *Tis not my Paſſion makes my Care, 
But your Ind rence gives Deſpair : 
De lufly Sun begets no Spring, 
Till gentle Show'rs Affiftance bring: 
So Love that ſcorches and deſtroys, 
Tull Kindneſs aid, can cauſe no Toys. ex; 


418 King ARTHUR: Or, 
III. 

She. Love has a thouſand Ways to pleaſe, 
But more to rob us of our Eaſe ; 
For wakeful Nights, and careful Days, 
Some Hours of Pleaſure he repays; 
But Abſence ſoon, or jealous Fears, 
O'erflow the Foys „ F Tears. 


He. By vain and ſenſeleſs Forms betray d, 
Harmleſs Lowe's th Offender made; 
While awe no other Pains endure, 

Than thoſe, that we our ſelves procure : 
But one ſoft Moment makes amends 
For all the Torment that attends. 


Chorus of Both. 
Let us love, let us love, and to Happineſſ baſi 
Age and Wiſdom come too faſt : 
Youth for loving was defign'd, 
He alone. TI be conflant, you be kind. 
She alone. You be conflant, Dll be kind. 
Both. Head can give no greater Bleſſing 
Than faithful Love, and kind Poſſeſſing. 


| Acer the Dialogue, 4 warlike Confort: The Set 
opens above,and diſcovers the Order of the Garter, 
Enter Honour, attended by Heroes. 
Merl. Theſe who laſt enter d, are our valiant Briton, 
Who ſhall by Sea and Land repel our Foes. 
Now look above, and in Heay'ns high Abyſs, 
Behold what Fame attends thoſe future Heroes. 


Honour who leads em to that ſteepy Height, 
In her immortal Song, ſhall tell the reſt. 


Honov & ſings, 
| | I. 
St. George, the Patron of our Iſle 
A Self, and a Saint, 48 
On that auſpicious Order ſmile, 
Which Love and Arms will plant. 


II. 


The Britiſh Werthy, 419 


. II. 
Our Natives not alone appear 
Jo court this Martial Prize; 
But Foreign Kings, adopted here, 
Their Crowns at _ deſpiſe. 


Our Sovereign High, in awful State, 
His Honours ſhall beftow 
And ſee his Scepter d Subjects wait® 
On his Commands below. 

[A full Chorus of the whole Song: Aſter which the 

grand Dance. 
Arth. [10 Merl.) Wiſely you have, whate'er will pleaſe, 
hat wou'd diſpleaſe, as wiſely have conceal'd :[reveal'd; 
rumphs of War and Peace, at full ye ſhow, 
But (wiftly turn the Pages of our Woe. 
Reſt we contented with our preſent State; 
Tis anxious to enquire of future Fate. 
hat Race of Heroes is enough alone 
Fer all unſeen Diſaſters to atone. 
Let us make haſte betimes to reap our Share, 
Ind not reſign them all the Praiſe of War. 
ut ſet th* Example; and their Souls inflame, 
Lo copy out their great Forefathers Fame. 


G8 N, NA AEDT 
F/ — 2 n - 
3 . eee | 


EPILOGUE 


Spoken by Mrs, Bracezirdle. 


[VE had to Day a Dozen Billet-Doux 
Fon tops, and Wits, and Cits, and Bowſtreet-Beaux ; 
„, Je, Wintehall, but from the Temple more; 
nc i-arden Porter brought me four. 
' vet read all: But without feigning, 
in make ſprewd Gueſſes at your Meaning. 
What 


u . 


pat if, to ſbeau your Styles, I read em here? 
Methinks I hear one cry, O Lord, forbear : 

No, Madam, no; by Heav'n, that's too ſevere. 
Well then, be ſafe 
But ſawear henceforwards to renounce all Writing, 

And take this Solemn Oath of my Inditing, 

As you love Eaſe, and hate Campaigns and - Fighting 
Yet, Faith, tis juſt to make ſome few Examples : 

What if I ſhew' #$you one or two for Samples? 
Here's one defires my Ladyſbip to meet [Pulls out one 

At the kind Couch above in Bridges-Street. 

Oh Sharping Knave! That wou'd have you know qwhat, 
For à poor Sneaking Treat of Chocolate. 

. Now, in the Name of Luck, Til break this open, K Pullsou 
Becauſe I dreamt laft Night I had a Token; F another, 
The 13 is exceeding pretty, 

To the Deſire of all the Town and City. 

Now, Gallants, you muſt know» this precious Fop, 
1s Foreman of a Haberdafher s-Shep : 

One who dewoutly cheats; demure in Carriage; 
And courts me to the Holy Bands of Marriage ; 
But with a Civil Innuendo ra, 

My Owerplus of Lowe ſhall be for you. 

Madam, I ſwear your Looks are ſo Divine, [ Read, 
When I ſet up, your Face ſhall be my Sign; 
Tho” Times are hard: to ſhow how I adore you, 
Here's my who'e Heart, and half a Guinea for you. 
But have a care of Beaux, they're falſe, my Honey; 
And, which is worſe, have not one Rag of Money. 

See how maliciouſly the Rogue would wrong ye ; 
But I know better Things of jome among ye. 

My wiſefl way will be to keep the Stage, 
And truſt to the Good Nature of the Age: 
And he that likes the Mufick and the Play, 
Shall be my Favourite Gallant to-day. 
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T , the Right Honourable 
„ 
EARL of Salisbur), &c. 


My LORD, 
I HIS Poem being the laſt 
"© which I intend for the The- 
"2p O Ws atre, ought to have the ſame 
42925 Proviſion made for it, which 
old Men make for their youngeſt Child, 
which is commonly a Favourite. They 
who were born before it, carry away 
the Patrimony by Right of Elderſhip: 
This is to make its Fortune in the 
World; and ſince I can do little for it, 
natural Affection calls upon me to put 
it out, at leaſt, into the beſt Service 

Vol. VI. 2 which 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


which I can procure for it. And as it 
is the uſual Practice of our decay' 
Gentry, to look about them for ſome 
illuſtrious Family, and there endeavour 
to fix their young Darling, where he 
may be both well Educated and Sup. 
ported ;. J have herein alſo follow'd the 
Cuſtom of the World, and am fatisfy'd 
in my Judgment, that I could not have 
made a more worthy Choice. Tis true, 
I am not vain enough to think that + 
ny thing of mine can in any meaſure 
be worthy of your; Lordſhip's Patronage: 
And yet I ſhou'd be aſham'd to leave 
the Stage, without ſome Acknowledg- 
ment of your former Favours, which ! 
have more than once experienc'd. Be- 
ſides the Honour of my Wife's Relation 
to your Noble Houſe, to which my 
Sons may plead ſome Title, though! 
cannot; you have been pleas'd to take 1 
particular Notice of me, even in this 
Lowneſs of my Fortunes, to which I 
have voluntarily reduc'd my ſelf; and 
of which I have na Reaſon to be - 

ſham'd 


2 — ps HT. + — — — 2 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


ſham'd. This Condeſcenſion, my Lord, 


is not only becoming of your Antient 
Family, but of your Perſonal Character 
in the World. And if I value my ſelf 
the more for your Indulgence to me, 
and your Opinion of me; tts becauſe 
any thing which you like, ought to be 
confider'd as ſomething in it ſelf. And 
therefore I muſt not under value my pre- 


| ſent Labours, becauſe I have preſum'd 


to make you my Patron, A Man may 
be juſt ro himſelf, tho' he ought not to 
be partial. And I dare affirm, that the 


ſeveral Manners which I have given to 


the Perſons of this Drama, are truly 
drawn from Nature; all perfectly diſtin- 
gviſh'd from each other: That the Fa- 
ble is not injudiciouſly contriv'd: that 
the Turns of Fortune are not manag'd 
unartfully; and that the laſt Revolution 
is happily enough invented. Artotle, 
I acknowledge, has declar'd, that the 
Cataſtrophe which is made from the 
Change of Will, is not of the firſt Or- 
der for Beauty: bur it may reaſonably 

4 be 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
be alledg'd, in Defence of this Play, ay 
well as of the Cinna, (which I take to 
be the very beſt of Corneille's) that the 
Philoſopher who made the Rule, copy'd 
all the Laws, which he gave for the 
Theatre, from the Authorities and Ex- 
amples of the Greek Poets, which he 
had read: And from their Poverty of 
Invention, he cou'd get nothing but 
mean Concluſions of wretched Tales: 
Where the Mind of the chief Actor was 
for the moſt part chang'd without Art 
or Preparation ; only becauſe the Poet 
could not otherwiſe end his Play. Had 
it been poſſible for Ariſtotle to have ſeen 
the Cinna, I am confident he would have 
alter'd his Opinion; and concluded, that 
a ſimple Change of Will might be ma- 
nag'd with ſo much Judgment, as to ren- 
der it the moſt agreeable, as well as the 
molt ſurprizing Part of the whole Fable; 
let D' Aczer, and all the reſt of the modern 
Criticks, who are too much bigotted 
to the Ancients, contend ever ſo much 


to the contrary. I was afraid that 1 
had 


. Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


had been the Inventor of a new ſort of 


Deſigning, when in my third Act, I 
make a Diſcovery of my Alphonſ's 
true Parentage. If it were ſo, what 


wonder had it been, that Dramatic 


Poetry, tho' a limited Art, yet might 
be capable of receiving ſome Innovati- 
ons for the better? But afterwards I 
caſually eh that Menander and Te- 
rence, in the Heautonti moroumenos, had 
been before me; and made the ſame 
kind of Diſcovery in the ſame Act. 
As for the Mechanick Unities, that of 
Time is much within the Compaſs of 
an Aſtrological Day, which begins at 
Twelve, and ends at the ſame Hour 
the Day following. That of Place is 
not obſerv d ſo juſtly by me, as by the 
Ancients; for their Scene was always 
one, and almoſt conſtantly in ſome 
Publick Place. Some of the late French 
Poets, and amongſt the Eng/i/h, my 
moſt ingenious Friend, Mr. Cangreve, 
have obſerv'd this Rule ſtrictly; though 
the Place was not altogether ſo pub- 

1 lick 
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lick as a Street. I have follow'd the 
Example of Corncille, and ſtretch'd the 
Latitude to a Street and Palace, not 
far diſtant from each other in the 
ſame City. They who will not allow 
this Liberty to a Poet, make it a very 
Tidiculous thing, for an Audience to 
ſuppoſe themſelves, ſometimes to be in 
a Field, ſometimes in a Garden, and 
at other times in a Chamber. There 
are not, indeed, ſo many Abſurdities in 
their Suppoſition, as in ours; but 'ti 
an Original Abſurdity for the Audience 
to ſuppoſe themſelves to be in any 
other Place, than in the very Theatre 
in which they fit ; which is neither 
Chamber, nor Garden, nor yet a pub- 
lick Place of any Buſineſs, but that of 
the Repreſentation. For my Action, 
*tis evidently double; and in that ! 
have the moſt of the Ancients for my 
Examples. Yet I dare not defend this 
way by Reaſon, much leſs by their Au- 
thority : For their Actions, tho' double, 


were of the ſame Species; that is to ſay, 
i 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


in their Comedies two Amours: And 
their Perſons were better link'd in Inte- 
reſts, than mine. Vet even this is a Fault 
which I ſhould often practiſe, if I were 
to write again, becauſe tis agreeable to 
the Engliſh Genius. We love Variety 
more than any other Nation; and ſo 
long as the Audience will not be pleas'd 
without it, the Poet is oblig'd to humour 
them. On condition they were cur'd of 
this publick Vice, I cou'd be content to 
change my Method, and gladly give 
them a more reaſonable Pleaſure. This 
Digreſſion, my Lord, is not altogether 
the Purpoſe of an Epiſtle Dedicatory : 
Yet tis expected that ſomewhat ſhould 
be ſaid, even here, in relation to Cri- 
liciſin; at leaſt in Vindication of my 
Addreſs, that you may not be deſir'd to 
patronize a Poem which is wholly un- 
worthy of your Protection. Tho' after 
all, I doubt not but ſome will liken me 
to the Lover ina modern Comedy, who 
was combing his Peruke, and ſetting 
his Crayat before his Miſtreſs ; and be- 


ws 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
ing ask d by her when he intended to 
begin his Court? reply'd, he had been 
doing it all this while. Vet thus it hap. 
pens, my Lord, that Sz/f will come in- 
to all Addreſſes of this Nature, tho 
tis the moſt unmannerly Word of the 
World in civil Converſation, and the 
moſt ungrateful to all Hearers. For 
which Reaſon, I, who have nothing to 
boaſt of, but my Misfortunes, ought to 
be the firſt to baniſh ir. Eſpecially ſince 
I have ſo large a Field before me, as 
your inborn Goodneſs, your Evennels 
of Temper, your Humility in io ample 
a ſhare of Fortune as you poſſeſs; your 
Humanity to all Men, and, your Kind- 
neſs to your Friends ; beſides your na- 
tural and acquir'd Endowments, and 
your brotherly Love to your Relations, 
Notus in Fratres animo paterno, was the 
great Commendation which Horace gave 
to one of his Patrons: And 'tis that 
Praiſe which particularly crowns your 
other Virtues. But here, my Lord, I 


am oblig'd in common Prudence to ſtop 
ſhort 


a — 
* 
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other of your Praiſes: as the Chymiſts 
uſe to ſhadow the Secret of their great 
Elixir; leſt if it were made publick, 
the World ſhould make a bad Uſe of it. 
To enjoy our own Quiet, without diſ- 
turbing that of others, is the Practice 
of every moral Man: And for the reſt, 
to live chearfully and ſplendidly, as it is 
becoming your illuſtrious Birth, ſo ' tis 
likewiſe to thank God for his Benefits in 
the beſt manner. Tis unneceſſary to 
wiſh you more worldly Happineſs, or 
Content of Mind, than you enjoy: 


But the Continuance of both, to your 


Self, and your Poſterity, is earneſtly 
defir'd by all who have the Honour to 
be known to you, and more particu- 


larly by, 
My Lokp, | 
Vur Lordſhip's 
moſt Obedient and | 
_ humbly Devoted Servant. 


Joun DRYDEN. 
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ſhort, and to caſt under a Veil ſome 
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PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. Betterton, 


A avhen ſome Treaſurer lays down the Stick, 
Warrants are fign'd for ready Money thick: 
And many deſperate Debentures paid, 

* Which never had been, had his Lordſhip flaid : 
So now, this Poet, who forſakes the Stage, 
Tntends to gratify the preſent Age. 

One Warrant ſhall be ſign d for every Man; 

All ſhall be Wits that will; and Beaux that can: 
Provided ſtill, this Warrant be not ſhown, | 
And you be Wits but to your ſelves alone. 
Provided too, you rail at one another : 

For there's no one Wit, will allow a Brother. 
Provided alſo, that you ſpare this Story, 

Damn all the Plays that &er ſhall come before ye. 
Tf one by chance prove good in half a ſcore, 

Let that one pay for all; and damn it more. | 
For if a good one ſcape among the Crew, 

And you continue judging as you do; 
Every bad Play will hope for damning too. 

You might damn this, if it were worth your Pains, 
Here's nothing you will like; no fuſtian Scenes, 
And nothing too of — you know what he means. 

No double Entendres, which you Sparks allow; 
To make the Ladies lock they know not hoau; 
Simply as 'twere, and knowing both together, 
Seeming to fan their Faces in cold Weather. 
But here's a Story which no Books relate 
Coin'd from our own old Poets Addle-pate. - 
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PROLOG U EF. 


Ne Fable has a Moral too, if fought : 
But let that go; for upon ſecond Thought 

He fears but few come hither to be taught. 

Yet if you vill be profited, you may; 

And he would bribe you too, to like his Play. 

He dies, at leaft to us, and to the Stage, 

And what he has, he leaves this noble Age. 

He leaves you, firſt, all Plays of his Inditing, 

The whole Eflate, which he has got by Writing. 

The Braux may think this nothing but vain Praiſe; 

They II find it Something, the Teflator ſays : c 
For half their Love is made from Scraps of Plays. 

To his worſl Foes, he leaves his Honeſty ; 


| That they may thrive upon't as much as he. 


He leaves his Manners to the roaring Boys, 

Who come in drunk, and fill the Houſe with Noiſe, 
He leaves to the dire Critiques of his Wit, 

His Silence and Contempt of all they writ. 

To Shakeſpear's Critique, he bequeaths the Curſe, 
To find his Faults ; and yet himſelf make worſe. 
A precious Reader in poetique Schools, 

Who by his own Examples damns his Rules. 

Laſt, for the Fair, he wiſhes you may be, 

From your dull Critiques, the Lampooners, free. 
Tho' he pretends no Legacy to leave you, 

An old Man may at leaſt good Wiſhes give you. 
Tour Beauty names the Play; and may it prove 
To each, an Omen of Triumphant Lowe. 
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MEN. 
VERAMOND, Ning of Arragon. Mr. Kynafton, 
ALPHONSO, his ſuppos' d Son. Mr. Betterton, 
? GARCIA, King of Navarre, Mr. Willians. 
5 RAMIREZz, King of Caſtile. Mr. Alexander. 
SANCHO, : Mr. Dogget. 
CARLos, 5 ow. Mr. Powell. , 
Lor Ez, 41 old Courtier. Mr. Underhill. 
WOMEN. 
XIMuENA, Qucen of Arragon. Mrs. Bettertun. 
Eldeſt Daughter to ; 
ViCcTORIA, the and Oreo, ir Barry. 
CeriDea, her Siſter. Mrs. Bracegiral.. Wb 
DaLINx DA, Daughter to Lo p EE. Mrs. Montfort, 
A Nurſe with two Children. Mrs. Kent, 
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ACT L SCENE I. 


it the Drawing up of the Curtain, Veramond, King of 
Arragon, appears: Ximena the Queen by him: Victoria 
their eldeſt Daughter on the right Hand; and Celidea 
their younger Daughter on the lat: Courtiers lands at- 
tenving in File on each Side of the Stage. The Men on the 
one Hand, the Ladies on the other. Among ft the Men, 
Don Lopez; among ft! the Nomen, Dalinda his Daughter, 


The SCENE it /uppos'd a Proſence-Chamber. 


VERAMOND. 


Arragon 
Are ended in the Ruin of our Foes. 


| Son, 
In ſingle Combat taken, adds his Laurels 
To the young Victor's Brow : Our tender Maids 


Aud trembling Children, ſhall with Scorn behold 


OW the long Wars betwixt C2/tile and 


{ 155 And fierce Ramirez, the Caſtilian King, 
Wo tugg'd for Empire with our warlike 


The 
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The haughty Captive, who had made his Vaunt; 

To lay their Dwellings level; and with Salt 

To ſow the Place, where Saragoſa ſtood. 
Aim. Proceſhons, Prayers, and Publick, Thanks + 

Were fit to be decreed. [Heay'n 

Vera. Your Sex is ever foremoſt in Devotion. 

But for our brave Confederate, young Nawarye, 

He ſhall receive the Prize reſerv'd within 

My Breaſt ; and ſuch a one, 

His Youth and Valour have right-well deſerv'd. 
Vim. I hear he comes along with our Alpbonſo, 

And next our Son, did beſt. 
Vera. Perhaps as well : 

Alphonſo's Action was indeed more glorious, 

To buckle with a King in ſingle Fight, 

And take him Priſoner : but his fiery Temper 

Still hurries him to daring raſh Attempts. 
Aim. Alphonſo is impetuous, but he's Noble; 

He will not take one Atom from Navarre 

Of what's his Right, nor needs he. 
Vera. If he ſhou'd 
Aim. You take too bad Impreſſions of your Son. 
Vera. No more, X:mena, for I hear their Trumpets 

Proclaim their Entry ; and our own their Welcome. 

| [Trumpets from each Side of the Stagt. 

Enter Alphonſo and Garcia, Hand in Hand. After then, 
the Priſoner, K. Ramirez, alone : Then the tw Colomels, 
Sancho and Carlos; After them, other Officers of the 
Army. Veramond advances to meet them: The Nuten 
and the two Princeſſes follow him. Alphonſo fir ft kneel; 
to his Father and Mother, and immediately runs to ſa- 
lute his Sifler Victoria tenderly ; then ſrightly falu (s 
Celidea, and returns to Victoria. In the mean timt 
Veramond embraces Don Garcia, who afterwards 
kiſſes the Queen's Hand. 
Vera. The Triumphs of this Day, auſpicious Prince, 

Proclaim themſelves your Gift, to us and Arragon: 

From you they are deriv'd ; to you return; 

For what we are, you make us. 
Gar. May Heav'nand your brave Son, and, abeve all 

Your own prevailing Genius, guard your Age 


From 


S to 
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From ſuch another Day of doubtful Fate: 

But if it come, then Garcia will be proud 

To be again the Foil of great Alphonſo. 

Vera. It might, and well it had become my Son 
[ Looking abeut for Alphonſo, 

To ſpeak your Words : but you are ſtill before him, 

As in the Fight you were. 

Vm. Turn to your Father, and preſent your Duty; 
[Pulling Alphonſo by the Sleeve. 

He thinks himſelf neglected, and obſerves ye. 

[Here Garcia, after bowing to the King and Queen, goes 
to the two Princeſſes, and ſalutes them. Aſter a little 
dumb Courtſhip, he leads out Victoria and Celidea, the 
Ladies falco; Alphonſo obſerves it with Diſcontent, 
and then turns to his Father. 

Alph. I ſaw you, Sir, engag'd in Ceremonies, 

And therefore thought I might defer this Office, 

To give you time for decent Thanks to Garcia. 

Vera. You rather went where more Affection call'd ye. 
Alþh. I may have been too ſlack in outward Show 34 

But when your Service, and my Honour calPd, 

None was more forward in the fighting part. 

Vera. The rugged Buſineſs of the War is o'er 

Softneſs and Sweetneſt, and a gentler Air 

Wou'd make a Mixture, that wou'd temper well 

That inborn Fierceneſs of your boiling Mind. | 
Alph. I ſtand corrected, Sir; and let me tell ye now, 

That Sweetneſs which ſo well you have advis'd, 

Fortune has put in your own Hand to practiſe 

Upon this Royal Soldier : till we fought 

[ Showing Ramirez. 

Your Equal, now your Priſoner of War ; 

And once, (alas! that till it is not ſo) 

The Partner of your Thoughts, and Boſom Friend. 
Aim. [ 4/ide.] Heav'n that inſpir'd thee with this pious 

Add Virtue and Perſuafion to thy Words, [ Thought, 

And bend my ſtubborn Lord. 

Vera. Say, have you more to ſpeak on his behalf? 
41þh. Much more; his fair Behaviour in the War, 
Not plundering Towns, nor burning Villages: 
His Bravery of Mind, his dauntleſs Courage, 3 
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When Hand to Hand, he made me ſtoop beneath | 
His weighty Blows, and often forc'd to doubt bu 
The Fortune of my Youth, againſt his Age. | 
Vera. Proceed, proceed; for this is but to ſay, Al 
That thou wert almoſt worſted in the Combat. | 
Ascpb. I have already faid much more, than needs i 7 
To move a Noble Mind. 
Such as my Father's is, or ought to be. H 
Vera. Come, let me hear m yDuty from my Son, 
Alph. If more be wanting on ſo plain a Theme, b) 
Think on the ſlippery State of Humane Things, 
The ſtrange Viciſſitudes, and ſndden Turns b 
Of War, and Fate recoiling on the Proud, 
To cruſh a mercileſs and cruel Victor. 
Think there are Bounds of Fortune, ſet above; 
Periods of Time, and Progreſs of Succeſs, 
Which none can ſtop before th' appointed Limits, 
And none can puſh beyond. 
Lin. He reaſons juſtly, Sir. 
Alph. Ramirez is an Honourable Foe ; 
Uſe him like what he is, and make him yours. 
Vera. By Heav'n I think, 
That when you cop'd with him in ſingle Fight, 
You had ſo much ado to conquer then, 
You fear t'ingage him in a ſecond Combat. 
Alph. The World knows how I fought : 
But old Men have Prerogative of Tongue, 
And Kings of Power, and Parents that of Nature. 
Your Pardon, Royal Sir. 
Vera. I give it you; 
Your Battle now is paid at the full Price. 
[Ximena whiſpers Alphonſo fir a Moment. 
Alþph. Fear not, I curb my felt. [To X1mena, 
Ram. [to Vera.] Your Son has mention'd Honourt- 
le Terms; 
Propoſe em, Yeramond, aud for his Sake, 
(So much his Valour and rare Courteſy 
Have wrought upon my Soul) I will accept 'em. 
Vera. Who gave you leave 
To ſpeak of Terms, or even to ſpeak at all? 
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Ram. And who ſhou'd give me liberty of Speaking, 
But Heav'n, who gave me Speech? 2 
era. How dares my Captive 
Aſame this Boldneſs to his Conqueror? [ramond. 
Ram. You have not conquer'd me, you could not, Ve. 
Tis to Alphonſo's Arms that I am Priſoner. 
Vera. Under my Auſpices A/phon/o fought, 
He led my Forces. 
Ram. Yes, and made em too 
By his Example, elſe they ne'er had conquer'd. 
Vera. A Bargain! A plain Compact! A Confederacy, 
Betwixt my Son and thee, to give me Part, 
Of what my better Stars make all my own. 
4h. Sir, I muſt ſpeak 
Vera. Dare not, I charge thee, dare not. 
Ab. Not vindicate my Honour ? | 
By Heav'n I will, to all the World, to you: 
My Honour is my own, and not deriv'd 
From this frail Body, and this Earth you gave me; 
But that Etherial Spark, which Heav'n inſpir'd, 
And kindled in my new-created Soul. 
You tell me, I have bargain'd with Ramirez, 
To make his Ranſom cheap. 
Vera. To make it nothing, 
To rob thy Father of his Victory, 
Aud at my coſt, oblige my Mortal Foe. 
Fool, doſt thou know the Value of a Kingdom? 
Ab. I think I do, becauſe I won a Kingdom. 
Vera. And know'ſt not how to keep it. [Ca/ile? 
Ram. What Claim have you ? What Right to my 
Vera. The Right of Conqueſt, for when Kings make 
No Law betwixt two Sovereigns can decide, [ War, 
But that of Arms, where Fortune is the Judge, 
soldiers the Lawyers, and the Bar the Field. 

Apb. But with what Conſcience can ye keep that 
To which ye claim no Title but the Sword? [ Crown, 
Vera. Then ask that Queſtion of thy ſelf, when thou 

Thy ſelf art King; I wil! retain my Conqueſt. 

And if thou art ſo mean, ſo poor of Soul, 

As to re fuſe thy Sword in keeping it; 

Then Garcia's Aid, Whoſe 
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| Whoſe Share of Honour, in that glorious Day, 
Was more than thine, during my Lite, ſhall guard it, 
And at my Death, ſhall heir it. 

Albi. Don Garcia is indeed a valiant Prince: 
But this large Courteſy, this Over-praiſe 
You give his Worth, in any other Mouth, 
Were Villainy to me. 

Xim. That was too much, Alphonſo; ſhew the Ree. 
That Sons ſhou'd bear to Fathers. [rence 
Alph. [To her.] Did I not fay, in any other Mouth, 

The King excepted ſtill ? 
Ram. Had I a Son; a Son like your Alphonſo, 
The Pride of War, and Darling of the Field; 
I ſhou'd not thus receive him, nor detract 
From ſuch high Actions: Let me tell you, Sir, 
(For I who felt his Arm, can beſt report him) Di 
There lives not one, who breathes this Vital Air, 
That e' er cou'd boaſt, he made Ramirez bend, 
Before Alphonſo undertook the Task. | Se 
Vera. Confederacy again! How they enhance 


Their mutual Worth, and bandy Fame betwixt em, W 
Into each other's Hand. i 

[ Looks on Ramirez, and farts back. WM 
What's this I ſee ? U 
Nay, now I wonder not, the Captive prates 
With ſo ſecure Preſumption to his King. 0 


Well may he brave me, while his murd' ring Sword k 
Sits as before, inſulting on his Side. 4 
Who gave thee back that Weapon? | 
Alph. I, who took it. 
Vera. A careful Son, to truſt a Foe with Arms 
So near his Father. Haſte, diſarm the Priſoner. 
' Alph. Ere you diſhonour me, firft hear me ſpeak; 
I took his Royal Word, to be my Priſoner ; 0 
And on his Honour, I reſtor'd his Sword, 
Becauſe I thought, that Mark of Sovereign Juſtice, 
And awful Power, ſhou'd not for one ſhort Moment 
Be wanting to a Monarch. | 
Vera. Then when he loſt the Power, he loſt the Claim, 
And Marks of Sovereign Right: 


My 2 
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ver without my Conſent, cou'dſt thou diſpoſe 
him, or of his Sword, or of his Life. 
Once more diſarm him: What, am I betray'd ? 
[Guards look amax d, but flir net. 
Hye I no Subject left? 
Vn. Submit, Alphonſo. 
who am partial to you, muſt condemn 
This Carriage, as unduteous to your Father. Cauſe, 
Ram. [to Alph IBrave Prince, too warmly you aſſert my 
Tho! 'tis indeed the common Cauſe of Kings: 
Put to prevent what Ills on my Account 
May hence enſue betwixt a Son and Parent, 
Take here the Sword, you truſted in my Hands, 
Which you alone cou'd take Now, Veramond, 
[ Preſents his Sword to Alphonſo. 
Diſpoſe of old Ramirez as thou pleaſeſt: 
[He preſents it ſullenly to Veramond, awho puts it into 
the Hand of an Officer. 
Secure thy Hate, Ambition, and thy Fear, 
And give Ramirez Death, who ſcorns a Life] 
Which he muſt owe to thee. 
Vera. [to the Guards.) Go bear him to the Caſtle; at 
His Doom ſhall be decreed. [more Leiſure 
Ram. Whene'er it comes *tis welcome ; only this 
t Enemies be ſuffer*d to requeſt) 
Forgive th' imprudent Zeal thy Son has ſhown 
On my Behalf, and take him to thy Boſom: 
A noble Temper ſhines even thro” his Faults, 
And gilds them into Virtues. 
Vera. Take him hence 
[Ramirez is led off by Sancho and Carlos, and 
follew'd by the Guards; Alphonſo looking frown- 
ingly. The reft foy. | 
Alb. | Afde.] How I abhor this baſe inhuman Act! 
But Patience! he's my Father. | | 
Vera. Thus all his Praiſes are thy Accuſations ; 
And even that very Sword, 
Puniſh me Heav'n, if I believe not ſo, 
Is far leſs dangerous in his Hand than thine. 
Aim. Forgive the haſty Sallies of his Youth. 
Vera. He never loy'd me. Alph, 
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Alph. You never gave me Cauſe. 
Aim. [to Alph] Come, you both lov'd, 
But both were jealous of each other's Kindneſs. 
His Silence ſnows, he longs to pardon you. 
And did not you, my Lord, obſerve Alphonso, 
[ Turning to Veran 
How, tho' at firſt he cou'd not rule his Paſſion ; 
Not at the very firſt, for that's impoſſible 
To haſty Blood, like his and yours, my Lord; 
Vet in the ſecond Moment, he repented, | 
As ſoon as 'Thought had Leiſure to be born ? 
Vera. For ought I ſee, you do him better Office 
Than he deſires, Ximena. 
Alph. [ Kneeling. ] Sir, your Pardon; 
And if you pleaſe, your Love, 
Vera. Receive the firſt, | 
The laſt, as you deſerve. | 
Re-enter Don Garcia, with Victoria, Celidea, and 107 
Ladies. Veramond ſees em at a Diſtance. 
Ver. This had not been thus eaſily o'er-paſt, 
But that I ſee Don Garcia with your Siſters; 
A fair Occaſion offers you this Hour 
To cancel your Offences ; mark, and take it. 
[The K. 9. and Alphonſo entertain Garcia in dunh 
Show, while Victoria and Celidea ſpeak at a Diſiance. 
Cel. What think you, Siſter, of this Youthful Heroe? 
Jia. Our dear Alphonſo ? 
Cel. No, I mean Nawarre. 
Vie. As of a Valiant Prince; what wou'd you more! 
Cel. Merhinks you give him a ſhort Commendation, 
Yet all his Applications were to you. 
Vict. I minded not his Words. | 
Cel. He made a warm Beginning of a Loe. 
Yie.It ſeems my Thoughts were otherways employ d. 
Cel. Neither your Thoughts, nor Eyes cou d be em 
Upon a nobler Obje&. ploy d 
Vid. That's your Judgment. 5 
Cel. His every Action, nay, his every Motion 
Were graceful, and becoming his high Birth. 


Via. All of a Piece, and all like other Men: He 


He 
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He ſeems to me a common kind of Creature, 
One that may paſs among a Croud of Courtiers, 


And not be known for King. | 
Cel. Sure you forget the Troops he brought our Fa- 
Pefides his perſonal Valour in the Fight. [ther, 


Viz. You more forget Alphonſo's greater Actions, 
When the young Heroe, yet unfledg'd in Arms, 

Made the tough Age of bold Ramirez bend : 
He fought like Mars, deſcending from the Skies, 
And look'd like Venus riſing from the Waves. 

Cel. Navarre had done the ſame ; twas Fortune's 
That ſhow'd him not Ramires. [fault 
Vie. You are too young to judge of Men or Merits ; 

You praiſe the vulgar Flight a Faulcon makes ; 

When Jove's imperial Bird, that bears the Thunder, 
I tow'ring far above him. 

Re-enter Carlos, Sancho, and the ref! of the Officers. 
Vera. Are my Commands perform'd ? 

Carl. With all Exactneſs. a 

Vera. Approach Victoria, and you Celidea, 

That in your Preſence I may pay ſome Part 

Of what I owe your brave Deliverer. 

Cel. We cannot ſhow too much of Gratitude. 

Vera. Victoria, what ſay you? 

Via. He did the Duty of a brave Ally: 

Ido not know the War, nor dare I load 
His Modeſty with larger Commendations. 

Car. Even thoſe are much too large, when given by 
To whom my Soul, with all my future Service, [you, 
Are with Devotion offer'd. 

Vera. J have indeed diſclos'd to her alone 
Th' important Secret of th' intended Match: 

And that perhaps has made her fear to praiſe 
A Prince, who ſhortly is to be her own. 
Alph. [ 4fide.] Oh Heav'ns ! what bode theſe Words? 
| The Queen and Celidea ſbew Amazement, Alphonſo 
and Victoria Diſcontent. 

Vera. Now therefore I declare the wiſht Alliance; 
Vin ena, you may give your Daughter Joy; 

And you your Siſter, of th' Imperial Crown, [To Celid. 

Vor. VI. U Which 
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Your Share, Alphonſo, in this happy Day LT. Alph, 


Is not the leait, nor will you be the laſt 
I' applaud my worthy Choice of ſuch a Son. 
Alph. A ſudden Damp has ſeiz' d my vital Spirits; 
J fee but thro' a Miſt, and hear far off « 
Nay, trouble not your ſelves, a little Time 
Of needful Reſt, and folitary Thought, 
Will mend my Health, till when excuſe my Preſence. 
{Exit Alphonſo, and /2oks back on Victoria 
Xim. [Aſide.] He's much diſturb'd, a Sickneſs of the 
Or I miſtake, he does not like this Marriage, [Soul; 
Aſſiſt us, Heav'n, if I divine aright, 
And proſper thy own Work. 
Vera. | Aſide.] I like not this, 
But muſt diſſemble, till I clear my Doubts. 
Fortune, brave Prince, has given us this Allay ; 7 Gar, 
Our Jqys were elſe too full: 
An Hour of Sleep will bring him back reſtor'd; 
Mean time we may withdraw. 
Gar. [ To Via. ] Come, my fair Miſtreſs, by your Fa. 
I ſeize this precious Gage. [ther's Leave 
Vid. Then thank my Father; 
He may diſpoſe of all things but my Heart, 
And that's my own - Afide ] — Alas! I wiſh it were. 
[Exexnt Ver. Xim. Cel. Gar. Vict. and all the Cur 
tiers, Men and Nomen. The Guards follow ; San, 
Carl. remain. 
Sar. Good News, Carlos, the old Ferw is dead. 
Carl. What Few ? 
San. Why the rich Few, my Father. 
He's gone to the Boſom of 4braham his Father, and J, 
His Chriſtian Son, am left ſole Heir. Now do I intend 
to be monſtrouſly in love. 
Carl. With whom, Colonel ? 
San. That's not yet reſolv'd, Colonel: but with one 
of the Court Ladies. You may ſtand a Man's Friend, 
Carlos, in ſuch a Buſineſs. | 
Carl. You may depend on me, Sancho, becauſe my De- 
pendance is on you: You got Plunder in the * 
: | W 
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ile I was hack'd and hew'd, and almoſt laid aſleep 
_ damn'd Bed of Honour. 
Sar. Nay, I confeſs I am a lucky Rogue, for I was 
born with a Caal upon my Head. 
Carl. I'm ſure I came bare enough into the World, 
and live as barely in it. 
dan. Make me but luftily in love, and Ill adopt thee 
into my Fortune; but thou ſtand ſhall I, ſhall I, till all 
de Ladies are out of Sight: Here, take that Ballet Doux 
1, which I have pull'd out by chance from amongf twenty, 
ie WH that I always wear about me for ſuch Occaſions. 
F Carl. But to which of 'em ſhall I deliver it? 
Jan. Even to her thou canſt firſt overtake. 
Nay, do not loſe thy Time in looking on't, there's no 
particular Direction, Man; Fortune ever ſuperſeribes 
my Letters to the Fair Sex: I let her alone to find me 
out a handſom Miſtreſs ; and let me alene to make her 
kind afterwards. 
Carl. But ſuppoſe I ſhou'd ha to deliver it to my 
own Miſtreſs, for ſhe was in the Prefence with her Father. 
San. Then I ſuppoſe thou wilt be the firſt that ſhall 
repent it, for ſhe will certainly fall in love with me. 

Lop. and Dal. re-enter, and walk foftly over the Stage. 
Look, there's one of em already; Art beats at the 
very Sight of her; this muſt and ſhaWSE ſhe, by Cupid. 

Carl. And by Venus the very She I love. (it ſo. 
Sen. Pr ythee no more Words then, for Fate will have 
Carl. ¶ Afide.] I know it's impoſſible for her Father to 
receive him, or her to love him; and yet his good For- 
tune, and my raſcally, three-penny Planet, make me 
ſuſpicious without Reaſon : But hang Superſtition, I'll 
I, WJ draw ſuch a Picture of him as ſhall do his Buſineſs. 
nd San. Now will I ſtand Incognito, like ſome mighty Po- 
tentate, and ſee my own Embaſſy deliver'd. - | 
[ Carlos overtakes Lopez and Dalinda, juſt going 
ne off, and ſalutes them. 
ic, Log. Coufin Carls, you are welcome from the Wars; 
I thnk I aw you in the Show to Day. 
Carl. The Ceremony hinder'd me from paying my 
* Reſpects; but I made haſte, you ſee— | 
* Log. 
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Lop. I hope you'll no more be a Stranger to m 
than you have been formerly: Vour Mikreſ — 
be proud to entertain you: and then you ſhall tell me the 
whole Expedition: I love Battles wonderfully, when 2 
Man may hear em without Peril of his Perſon. 
San. [Afide. ] Nothing of my Letter all this while: 
why, when Carlos? [Whiſpering aloud ta hin, 
Carl. [ Afide.] Now I dare not but deliver it, be- 
cauſe he tees me. 
Don Lepez, I have a fooliſh kind of Petition to you. 
[ 7o Lopez, 
Lop. Why do you call it a fooliſh Petition? 
Carl. Becauſe I bring it from a Fool. There's a Friend 
of mine, of a plentiful Fortune, that's deſperately in 
love with your fair Daughter, Dalinda; and has com- 
_— me, by your Permiſſion, to deliver this Letter 
| 6 
| Lop. A rich Man's Letter may be deliver'd. 
[ Carlos gives her the Letter. 
Dal. What's here? A Note without a Superſcription, 
[She ſeems to read.] As I live, a Bill of Exchange for 
two hundred Piſtoles, charg'd upon a Banker, and pay- 
able to the Bearer ; an accompliſh'd Cavalier, I warrant 
him ; he writes finely, and in the beſt manner. 
Carl. [ Afide. here's the covetous Sex, at the firſt WM | 
Syllable, the Fool's good Planet begins to work already; 
but I ſhall ſtop its Influence. | 


N— — 
— — — = 


| 

Lop. Good Couſin Colonel, what manner of Man i 
my Son-in-Law that may be? 

Carl. D'ye ſee that ſneaking Fellow yonder ? | 

Lop. Who, that gallant Cavalier ? 

Dal. I wiſh it were no worſe. 

Carl. Plague, ye make me mad betwixt ye. His 
outfide's Taudry, and his infide's Fool. He's an Uſurer's MW ( 
Son, and his Father was a Jew. 

Dal. No matter for all that, he's rich. 

Carl. He was begot upon the Wife of a deſperate W 
Debtor, out of pure good Husbandry, to ſave ſometiung: W 2x 
He's covetous by the Father's Side; a Blockhead b, t: 
the Mother's; and a Knave by both. 


Lob. 
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Lop. I fee nothing like your Deſcription of him, at 
this Diſtance. Call him hither, I would fain ſpeak 
with him. | 

Carl. Come hither, Don Sancho, and make good the 
Character I have given of you. | 

Sancho comes up, and ſalutes em aukwardl!y. 

Lip. Cavalier, I ſhall be glad to be better known ts 


ol [To Carl.] You ſee IT have Luck in a Bag, Carlis. 
Carl. [ Afde.] Ay, in a Bag of Money, I ſee it to my 
Sorrow —— Try his Wit, Signior, you'll find him as 
heavy as Lead. | [Afede to Lopez. 
Lop. [To Sancho. ] So his Money be Silver, I care not— 
Come Cavalier, what ſay you to my Daughter? 

San. Why, I fay, I was reſolv'd to love the firſt far 
Lady that I met. | 

Dal. Oh Lord, Sir! 

Carl. [To Lopez, ] Do but mark his Breeding. 

Lap. J like him never the worfe for his Plain-dealing. 

Dal. Bluntneſs, methinks, ecomes a Soldier. ; 

Carl. [ 4/ide. ] How naturally old Men take to Riches, 
and Women to Fools ! 

Lop. [To Sancho. ] You have made a noble Declaration 
of your Love, Sir, with a handſome Preſent of two hun- 
dred Piſtoles. 

San. What, I hope I have not miſtaken Papers, and 
ſent you my Letter of Exchange for two hundred Piſtoles, 
charg'd upon the Banker Porto Carrero : Pray return 
that Letter, Madam; and I'll look out for another, that 


ſhal! treat only of dry Love, without thoſe terrible Ap- 


Dal. Why, did not ye intend this for me, Cavalier ? 


San. No, you ſhall hear me rap out all the Oaths in 


— that I am wholly innocent of this Accu- 
tion. 


Dal. Come, you bely your noble Nature; look upon 


me again, Cavalier, [She makes the Doux Yeux to him.] 
and then examine your own Heart, if you meant it not 


to me. 


U 3 | Sas. 
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: Lap. That's as your Conſcience ſerves you; I f 
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San. Nay, I confeſs my Heart beats a Charge toward, 
ye : [To Catlos.] And yet two hundred Piltoles is 3 


ſwinging Sum for one kind Look, Carlos 

Carl. [To him.] A damnable hard Penny-worth! hold 
you there, Don Sancho. 

[Dalinda Hals upon him again, more fecth, 

San. She has two Devils in her Eyes, that laſt Ogle 
was a Lick-Penny. Well, Madam, I dedicate thoſe tair 
wo hundred Piſtoles to your more fair Hand: And now 
you have receiv'd 'em, I meant 'em to you. 

Dal. And, in requital, I receive you for my Servant, 
Cavalier. | 

Carl. [Aſide.] Damn him for his aukward Liben- 
lity ; he's always covetous, but when tis to do me a 
Miſchief. 

Lep. [To Dalinda.] He's come on again, my Heat 
was almoſt at my Mouth, Now, Mrs. Minion, let me 
take you to task in private. [Draws ber afide à little. 
What hope have you of the Conde Dow Ater:zo De Car- 
dena ? | i 
Dal. Little or none 7 4 bare Poſſibility, You know 
what has paſs'd betwixt us. 

Lop. But ſuppoſe he ſhould renew his Love ; had you 
rather marry that rich old Conde, or this poor young 
Rogue, Don Carlos? 


Dal. This poor young Rogue, if you pleaſe, Fa- 
1. | 
Lop. I thought as much, good Madam: but to come 


' Cloſer to the preſent Buſineſs, betwixt Don Carlos and 


Don Sancho, that is to ſay, a oung Wit, anda 
rich young Fool ; put the —— which 
of em wou'd you chuſe? EE =. f 

Dal. If it were not for mere Neceſſity, I have a kiad 
of a loathing to a Fool. 

Lop. The more Foel you, Madam. 

Dal. Wou'd you have a Race of Booby Grandſons? 


only, that your Huſband ſhall be a Fool, I {ay not, your 


Children's Father ſhall. be one. 


San. 


| 
l 
{ 
k 


rds 
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dan. [To Carlos. ] This is a plaguy long Whiſper, E 
do not like it. And yet now I think on't, my left Eye 
ches, ſome good Luck is coming towards me. 

Lop. (To them.] I'll be ſhort and pithy with you, 
Don Sancho, I think they call ye ? If out of my abun- 
ant Love, I ſhou'd beſtow my dutifal Daughter on you, 
what kind of Huſband wou'd you make? | 

San. Huſband, Sennor? Why, none at all. None of 
ny Predeceffors were ever marry'd: My Father and 
my Mother never were, and I will not be the firſt of 
ny Family that ſhall degenerate 5 I thought my two 
wndred Piſtoles would have done my Buſineſs with Da- 
linda, and a little winking Money with you. 

Lap. What wou'd you make me a Pimp to my own 
Daughter ? | | 

Dal. And imagine my Chaſtity cou'd be corrupted 


with a petty Bribe ? 

San. Nay, I am not fo obſtinate neither, againſt Mar 
rave: Carle; gave me this wicked Counſel, on purpoſe 
to baniſh me; and in revenge to him, I will marry. 

Lap. J hope you'll aſk her Leave firſt ? 

an. Pho! I take that for granted, no Woman has 
the Power to reſiſt my Courtſhip. 


Lop. Suppoſe then, as before ſuppos'd ; what kind of 


Husband would you make ? | 

zn. Then to deal roundly with you; I would run a 
rambling my ſelf, and leave the Drudgery of my Houſe 
to her Management : All Thin ſhould go at Sixes and 
Sevens, for Sancho ; in ſhort, Sennor, I will be as ab- 
ſolute, as the Great Turk, and take as little Care of my 
People, as a Heathen God. | 

Lop. Now, Don Carlos, what ſay you? 

Carl. ¶Aſide. ] I'll fit em for a Huſband: [7o Lopez. J 
Why, Sennor, [ would be the moſt careful Creature of 
her Buſineſs ; I would inſpe& every Thing, would ma- 
nage the whole Eftate to fave her the Trouble ; I 
would be careful of her Health, by keeping her within 


Doors; ſhe ſhould neither give nor receive Viſits; nor 


kneel at Church among the Fops, that look ene way, 
and pray another. | 
U4 Dal. 


—— — — - 


— — — — — nee. 
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Dal. Oh abominable ! 

- Lop. Why, thou ungrateful Fellow ! wouldſt thou make 
2 Slave of my Daughter? And leave her no Buſineſz ; 
that is to ſay, no Authority in her own Houſe ? 

Dal. Ay, and to call fine young Gentlemen Fops too 
To lock me up from Viſitants, which are the only Com- 
fort of a diſconſolate, miſerable, married Woman 

Lop. And 'twere not for fear thou ſhouldſt beat me, 1 
could find in my Heart to beat thee. Don Sancho, 1 
have an Olla at Home, and you ſhall be welcome to it, 
Farewel Kinſman. [To Carlos, 

[Exeunt Lopez, and Sancho, leading out Dalinda, 

Carl. Now, if 1 had another Head, I could find in 
my Heart, to run this Head againſt that Wall. Nature 
has given me my Portion in Senſe, with a Pox to her, 
and turn'd me out into the wild World to ſtarve upon it. 
She has given Sancho an empty Noddle ; but Fortune. 
in revenge, has fill'd his Pockets: Juſt a Lord's Eſtate in 
Land and Wit. Well, I have loſt Dalinda ; and ſome- 


thing muſt be done to undermine Sancho in her 


Opin:on : Some pernicious Counſel muſt be given him: 
He is my Prince, and I am his Stateſman; and when 
our two Intereſts come to claſh, I hope to make a mere 
Monarch of him: And my Hunger is ſomewhat in my 
Way to quicken my Invention. 
Wants whets the Wit, tis true; but Wit not bleſt 
With Fortune's Aid, makes Beggars at the beſt, 
Wit is not fed, but 2 with Applauſe, 
For Wealth is ſolid Food, and Wit but hungry Th 
R | Exit. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


De SCENE is a Bed-Chamber, a Couch 
prepar d, and ſet fo near the Pit that the Audi 
ence may hear. 


Alphonſo enters with 2 Book in his Hand, and fits: 
reads to himſelf a little while : Enter Victoria, and fas 
by him, then ſpeaks. 


Vid. is on your private Bus neſs J intrude, 

Forgive th. Exceſs of Love that makes me rude : 

J hope your Sickneſs has not reach'd your Heart; 

But come to bear a ſuff ring Siſter's Part: 

Yet, leſt I ſhould offend you by my Stay, 

Command me to depart, and I obey. | 
Alph. The Patient who has paſs'd a ſleepleſs Night, 

Is far leſs pleas'd with jhis Phyſician's Sight: 

Welcome thou pleaſing, but thou ſhort Reprieve 3 

To eaſe my Death. but not to make me live. 

Welcome, but welcome as a Winter's Sun, 

That riſes late, and is too quickly gone. 

Vi. You are the Star of Day, the publick Light : } 

And I am but your Siſter of the Night : 

Eclips'd, when you are abſent from my Sight. 

Apb. Death will for ever take me from your Eyes; 

But grieve not you, for when I ſet, you riſe. 

Don Garcia has deſery*d to be your Choice, 

And tis a Brother's Duty to rejoice. Voice. 
Vid. And yet methought you gave him not your 
Alph. You ſaw a ſudden Sickneſs left me weak; 

| had no Joy to give, nor Tongue to ſpeak : 

And therefore I withdrew, to ſeek Relief 

In Books, the fruitleſs Remedies of Grief. 

| Us La. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Vict. But tell mc what Philoſopher you found 
To cure your Pain ? 
Alph. The fitteſt for my Wound, 
Who beſt the gentle Paſſions knows to move; 
Ovid, the ſoft Philoſopher of Love: 
His Lowe Epiſtles for my Friends I choſe ; 
For there I found the Kindred of my Woes. 
Vie. His Nymphs the Vows of perjur'd Men deplore; 
©ne in the Woods,. and one upon the Shore : 
All are at length forſaken or betray'd ; 
And the falſe Heroe leaves the faithful Maid. 
' Alph. Not all: For Linus kept his Conſtancy : 


And one, perhaps,. who more reſembled me. 


Vid. That Letter would I view; in hope to find 
Some Features of the Fair that rules the Mind. 
Alph. Read, for the guilty Page is doubled down: 
The Love too ſoon wlll make the Lover known. 
LG ing her the Bok; 


Read, if you dare ; and when the Crime you ſee, 


Accuſe my cruel Fate, but pity me. 

Vid. [ Aſide.] Tis what I fear'd, th' unhappy Canace 
Read you; for to a Brother 'twas deſign'd, [ Jo hin. 
And ſent him by. a Siſter much too kind. 


Alphonſo takes the Book, and reads. 
Why did-thy Flames beyond a Brother's move ? 
Why loc d I thee with more than Sifter's Love? 
{He looks upon her, and ſhe holds down her Head 
He reads again, 
Ay Cheeks no longer did their Colour Boa: 
My Feod grew loathſom, and my Strength I lift: 
Still, ere. I ſpoke, a Sigh wou'd flop my Tongue; 
Short were my Slumbers, and my Nights were long. 
I knew not from my Love thoſe Griefs did grow: 
Yet was, alas! the thing I did not know. 
[She losks on him, and he holds down his Head. 
Farc d at the laſt, my ſhameful Pain I tell. 
Vid. No more: We know our mutual Love too well. 
[ Both look up, and meet each other's 45 
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Ah. Two Lines in reading had eſcap'd my Sight: ; 
dall I go back, and do the Poet right ? 
Viz. Already we have read too far, I fear: 
Bat read no more than Modeſty may bear. 


Alphonſo reading. 


107 Hr I h d tas, and knowing not my Wound,- 
; A ſecret Pleaſure in thy Kiſſes 3 
He offers to Kiſs her, and ſhe turns her Head away. 
May we not repreſent the Kiſs we read ? 
Vid. Alphonſo, no: Brother, I ſhou'd have ſaid! 


Alphonſo reading again. 


When half denying, more than half content, 

Embraces wwarm'd me to a full Conſent : 

Then, vith tumultuous Foys, my Heart did beat; 

And Guilt that made em atxious, made em great. 

[She ſnatches the Book, and throws it down, theg 
riſes and walks ; he riſes alſo. 

Fi4. Incendiary Book, polluted Flame, 

Dare not to tempt the chaſte Victoria's Fame, 

love, perhaps, more than a Siſter ſhou'd : | 

And Nature prompts ; but Heav'n reſtrains my Blood; 
Heav'n was unkind, to ſet ſo ſtrict a Bound: 

And Love would ſtruggle to forbidden Ground: 

Oh let us gain a Parthian Victory; 

Our only way to conquer, is to fy. 

Ab. No more, Victoria; tho' my Love aſpires 
More high than yours, and hercer are my Fires, 
|-cannot bear your Looks; new Flames ariſe 
From ev'ry Glance, and kindle from your Eyes. 

Pure are the Beams which from thoſe Suns you dart 
But gather Blackfieſs from my ſooty Heart: 
Then let vs each with haſty Steps remove; 

Nor ſpread Contagion, where we meant but Love. 

Vid. Hear Heav'nand Earth, and witneſs to my Vows ; 
And Love, thou greateft Power that Nature knows: 


This Heart, 4/p59nſo, ſhall be firmly thine ; 
This Hand ſhall never with another join, 


Or 


| 
| 
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Or if by force my Father makes me wed, 
Then Death ſhall be the Bridegroom of my Bed. 
Now let us both our Shares of Sorrow take; 
And both be wretched for each other's ſake. 
Alph. By thoſe relentleſs Powers that rule the Skies; 
And by a greater Power, Vickoria's Eyes, 
No Love but yours ſhall touch 4/phonjo's Heart; 
Nor Time, nor Death, my vow'd Affections part. 
Nor ſhall my hated Rival live to ſee 
That Hour which envious Fate denies to me. 
Now ſeal we both our Vows with one dear Kiſs. 
Vi#. No, *tis a hot, and an inceſtuous Bliſs ! 
Let both be ſatisfy'd with what we ſwore ; 
I dare not give it, leſt I give you more. 
[Exit Victoria looking back on him, and he gazing on har, 
Alph. Oh raging, impious, and yet hopeleſs Fire! 
Not daring to poſſeſs what I deſire ; 
Condemn'd to ſuffer what I cannot bear; 
Tortur'd with Love, and furious with Deſpair. 
Of all the Pains which wretched Mortals prove, 
The feweſt Remedies belong to Love: 


But ours has none ; for if we ſhould enjoy, 


Our fatal Cure muſt both of us deftroy. 
Oh dear Vickoria, Caufe of all my Pain! 
Oh dear Yi#oria, whom I would not gain! 
FVidteria, for whoſe fake I would ſurvive : 
Viforia, for whoſe ſake I dare not live. 

Enter Garcia with Attendants. | The tawo Princes 

ſalute, but Alphonſo very coldly. 

Gar. I come to ſhow my Grief for your Diſtemper; 
For if my noble Brother ſaw my Heart, 
There ſhould you find a plain, a holy Friendſhip, 
Unmixt with Intereſt, equally partaking 
Of what affects you, both of good and ill. 

Alph. I thank you; but my Malady increaſes 
At your Approach: I have no more to ſay, 
But wiſh you better Health than I can boaſt ; 
Aud to my ſelf a lonely Privacy. 


Sar , 


we 
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' Gar. I find I am not welcome to your Sight; 

But know not from what Cauſe. 

Alph. [angriy ] My fureſt Remedy is in your Abſence: 

"Tis hard my Lodgings cannot be my own ; 

But importun'd with Viſits, andeſir d; 

And therefore, I muſt tell you, troubleſome. 

Gar. Tis an odd Way of entertaining Friends. 

But fince I find you diſcompos'd with Sickneſs, 

That ſhall excuſe your Humours ; where I go, 

hope for better Welcome. | 
Alph. Sir, I muſt aſk whom you pretend to viſit? 
Gar. My Miſtreſs, Prince. 

Alþh. Your Miſtreſs ! who's that Miſtreſs ? 
Car. What need I name Victoria? 

Aab. Who ? my Siſter ? 

Gar. Whom elſe cou'd you imagine? 

Alþh. Any other. 

Gar. And why not her? 

Alph. Becauſe I know not if ſhe will admit you, 

Gar. Her Father has allow'd it. 

Alþph. But not ſhe ; | | 

Or if both have, yet my Conſent is wanting. 

You take upon you in a Foreign Kingdom, 

As if you were at home in your Nawerre. 

Gar, And you, methinks, 
As if you had no Father, or no King. 
Farewel, I will not ſtay. 

Alph. You ſhall not go: 

Thus as I am, thus fools, thus unarm'd, 

And you with Guards attended—— 
Gar. You teach me to forget the Rule of Manners, 
Alph. I mean to teach you better. | 

[4s Garcia is going to paſs by him, Alphonſo runs to one 
of his Attendants, and ſnatches his Sword away, then 
ftehs between Garcia and the Door. 

Enter Veramond and Ximena, attended. 
Ver. What means this rude Behaviour in my Court? 

As if our Arragon were turn'd to Thrace ; N 


Unhoſpitable to her Gueſts, and thou 


Alphon, 
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Alphonſo, a L 8 
2 He — paſs, 
Without my Siſter's leave, into her Lodgings. 
By Heav'n, if this be ſuffer'd to proceed, 
The next will be to treat the Royal Maid 
As cearſly, as ſhe were ſome Suburb Girl. 
Gar. = Ver.] Had I not your Permiſſion, Sir 7 
Fer. You had. i | 
But theſe, Alphonſo, are thy Ruffian Manners. 
How dar'ſt thou, Boy, to break my Orders, 
And then aſperſe thy Siſter with thy Crime? 
Alph. She ſaid his Preſence was unpleaſing to her- 
Ver. Come, thou bely'ſt her Innocence and Duty: 
She did not, durſt not fay it. 
Alph. If ſhe did not, 
J dare, and will maintain to all the World, 
That Garcia is not werthy of my Siſter. 
Fer, Not worthy ! 
Alph. No; I ſay once more, not worthy. 
Gar. Not in my ſelf ; for who deſerves Y:&eria ? 
But, fince her Koyal Father bids me hope, 
Not leſs unworthy than another Prince : 


And none, with your Permiſſion, Sir, ſhall dare [7; Ver. 


To interpoſe betwixt my Love and me. 
Aab. Sure a leſs Price than our Infanta's Bed, 
Might pay thee for thy Mercenary Troops. 
Fer. Peace, Inſolent; too long I have endur'd 
Thy haughty Soul, untam'd and turbulent: 
But, if I live, this ſhall not paſs unpunifh'd ; 
Darkneſs and Chains are Medicines for a Madman. 
Xim. My Lord, I. humbly beg you, ſpare your Son; 
And add not Fury to a raging Fire. . 
He ſoon will recolle& his ſcatter d Reaſon ; 
Which Heat of Youth, and Sickneſs and Fatigues, 
Have diſupated in his boiling Blood. 
Give him but Time, and then his temperate Humour 
Will icon return into the native Channel ; 
And, unoppos'd, be calm, 


Her. No, never more: 
The 
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The Moon has roll'd above his Head, and turn'd it; 
As Peals of Thunder ſour the generous Wine. 
| [To Alph. 
Hence from my Preſence thou,. no more my Son. 
Vim. If he be mad, be Madneſs his Excuſe ;. 
And pardon Nature's Error, net his own. 
Vera. Ximena,. you have fondled him to this: 
I propheſied; and now "tis come to pals. - 
Gar. Perhaps, I interrupted him too rudely ; 
And fince I caus'd my ſelf that ill Reception, 
Forgive our mutual Faults. 
Vera. You fhall prevail; 
Tho' he 77 not ſuch an Interceflor : 1 
To Alph. ] Retire, Alpbonſo, to your inmoſt ings ;: 
104 — incloſe —. we bo.” pact our 2 = 4 
Be this your laſt Relapſe ; the next is fatal. 
Alpþ. I will retire. 
But, if I am a Madman, as you ſay; 
And as I half believe; expect no Cure, "RE 
But in A/phonſo's Death. [Alphonſo goes ir. 
Aim. [ Aſide.] It works apace: | 
But whither it will tend, Heaven only knows. 
FVera. fees the Book upon the Ground, and tales it ug 
Vera. This Book he left ; go bear it after him. 
Yet ſtay, I know not why, but ſomewhat prompts me 
Ta read this folded Page. | 
To Garcia. ] Go, Royal Youth : 
1 wou'd my ſelf conduct you to Victoria, 
But Lovers need no Guide to their Deſires ; 
And Love no Witneſs, but himſelf, requires. 
[Exeunt the King and Queen one Way, with their Af 
tendants ; and Don Garcia with his, another. 


The S CE N E, A Street. 


Enter Carlos, before Don Lopez his Door. 


Carl. That's the Door of Lopez, and Sancho muſt come 
out this Way; now Fool fit faſt, for thou ſhalt not want 
for peitilent Advice: But firſt, I muſt know, how far 
thou haſt proceeded with the Father and the Daugh- 
kr, that I may know what Drugs I muſt prepare, _ 

| the 
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the preſent Condition of my Patient; oh, the Door o. Hur 
pens already, and he bolts out ſingle, as I wiſht. be 
Enter Sancho picking his Teeth. 

San. What, Carlos, you have din'd before me; but, 
it may be, you ha' not far'd fo well. four 

Carl. The beſt Part of your Entertainment, I ſuppoſe, 
was the Deſert of the Fair Dalinda after Dinner; aud Ide 
how, and how go Matters ? | be 

San. Better than thou wouldſt have em: thou wou'dtt 0 
have put a Spoke in my Wheel, I know it. 

Carl. No, Fortune always ſets thoſe of your admirz. * 
ble P uppermoſt; but remember, Dalinda 
was once mine, however. 5 

San. Thou wou'dſt not have me give the Box away, 
when I have thrown Seven? Come, ſet upon it what 
thou dar It, and I'll give thee leave to do thy worſt, Mi | 

Carl. You are very confident of your good Luck. 

San. Theu know'ſt, I have a perpetual Aſcendant 
over thee. | 

Carl. And you are ſure to carry her? 

San. She is fond of my Perſon ; ſhe ogled me all Din- 
ner- time; ſhe put her Foot under the Table, and trod 
upon mine; and if theſe are not certain Symptoms of 
Paſfion, the Devil's in Womankind. : 

Carl. And her Father ? 

San. The goodeſt old Man; he drank my Health te 
his Daughter ; and I to comply with my Obligation, an- 
ſwer'd the Challenge; there I think I was with her a- 


Carl. You have no more to do but to take out a Li- 
Cencèe. 

San. Indeed I have her Licence for it. 

Carl. What, quibbling too in your Proſperity ? If 
you let another, I ſhall be inrag'd. But you have not 
told me that her Father is conſenting. 

San. Ina Manner : But 

Carl. But what ; is he not abſolutely yours ? 

San. There's a ſmall Demur upon the Matter; in ſhort, 
he hit me in the Teeth with a damnable Rich Old Conde; 
who, I find, has been dabbling with this Covetous Old 


Hunks , 
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Hunks ; but, bating him, Don Lopes tells me I ſhall be 


"Y the welcomeſt Man alive. 
Carl. Do you know that Conde's Name ? 
dan. Don ſomething de Cardona, whom the Devil con- 
ut, bund 8 
ound. 
F Carl. My old Acquaintance; he charged with me in 
© ae Battel, but what e of him I know not; if he 
nd WF ze the Man, deſpair betimes, Sancho; he'll revenge my 
40 Quarrel, and carry her in ſpite of you. 
dan. I am cunning, you know; and I believe he nam'd 
that curſed Conde, only to draw me on the faſter. 
Carl. And do you think a Gentleman can ſucceed a- 
gainſt a Conde, with a Woman ? 
San. Why not? 
Carl. No more than a Conde againſt a Duke, and fo 
upwards 3 
Abandon her I fay. 
San. No; I am reſolute. 
Carl. To be the Shoeing-horn for the Conde? 
San, I confeſs, I wou'd not be the Shceing-horn ta 
draw him on. . | 
Carl. No, for that's to be a Pimp for him. 
San. Right; therefore I will leave her. . 
Carl. Then go back ; and quarrel with her and her Fa- 
ther: Go, I ſay, immediately before your Virtue cools, 
San. I'll give 'em their own, I'll warrant 'em : what, 
make a Shoeing-horn of a Man of Honour ? 
[E xit Sancho, 
Carl. [ alone. ] If the Conde be in Love, then why ſhou'd 
Latex admit of Sancho for a Suitor ? if not, the Fool is in 
the right, that it was only feign'd to draw him on. How- 
ever, my Advice will ſtrike on both Sides; for if Sau- 
cho quarrels, he's diſcarded: and for the Conde ſtay 
a little —— What if I ſhould play this Conde? I know 
him, and can mimick him exactly, *tis but a Jeſt if I 
am diſcovered; and if the Conde loves her and ſhe him, 
then I marry her in his Shape — Oh, they are com- 
ing out to quarrel in the open Air; for the Houſe is grown 
too hot for em: but I dare not ſtay to ſee the Battle, for 
fear of getting Blows on both Sides. [Exit 1 
ater 
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Enter Lopez, Dalinda, and Sancho. 

Lap. I'll wait upon youout of my Houſe, however, 

San. Father-in-Law, that might have been, no more 
Ceremonies ; I'll be no Shoeing-horn for any Man. 

Lop. You wou'd not be my Daughter's Hindrance ? 

San. There's no more to be faid on't ; but either 2 
Bargain, or no Bargain. 

Lop. A Bargain, if the Conde comes not on. 

San. Then as he comes on, I muſt go off, with + 
Pox to you, and to your Daughter. 

Dal. At leaſt it ſhall not be a Pox of your iving. 

San. The Conde's Pox take you then; that's an Ho. 
nourable Pox defcended in a right Line from Don Rj+ 
deric the Goth, I'll warrant you. 

Lop. Indeed, if your Eſtate were as great as his —- 
San. Nay, for that matter I can drop Gold with him, 
as little as I care for her. 

Dal. But then his Title ? 

San. I have more Gold yet, to weigh down his 
Parchment. And then my Wit againſt a Conde's Wit, 
that's for Overplus ; for tho' I fay it ——_ ͤ—- 

Lop. Who ſhou'd not ſay it. f 

San. Yet I do ſay it, and will ſay it, eſpecially 4; 
Lords go now: Come there's no more to be faid, 
Lopez ; but take back your Trumpery, I mean your 
Daughter ; or I'll ſend for the Scavenger with a Dung- 
Cart. 

; __ This is inſufferable; and by this Honourable 
ear 

San. Which 1'l! pull off by Handfuls, if you ſwagger 

Lop. ([afide to Dalinda.] What ſhall we do with this 
Madman, Daughter ? ; 
Dal. You fhou'd ſend for an Alguazile to order him, 
if I were ſure that the Conde wou'd come on again; but 
fince that's uncertain, go in, Father, and let me alone 
with him: if I make him your Son- in-Law, that's Pu- 
niſhment ſufficient for him. i 

Top. Well, Cavalier, you may chance to hear of me. 
| * a F [Exit Lopes. 
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gan. Yes, and of your Daughter too, in the next Lam- 
„ been, I doubt not —— [7o inda. ] Why don't you 
ore MW follow him? What do you and I together, Madam 
Countels ? 
? Dal. Nay, I know not. 
F 2 Can. Nor I neither. 

Dal. I hope you will not beat me. 

[She looks languiſbingly upon him. 

San. I can't tell that Thou haſt a damnable kind 
of Leer that wou'd provoke me to ſomewhat ——— I 
fy not what. | 

Dal. Beat me with my own Hand, if I deſerve it; 
there tis for you. 3 * him her Hand, and ſqueezes his. 

San. If I ſhould beat thee now, as thou haſt deſery'd 
nchly, I could make thee Satisfaction. 

Dal. Indeed, they fay an old Man ſhould never beat 
young Woman, becauſe he cannot make her Satisfaction. 
San. Abominable Chuck. If I did not hate thee mor- 
| ally; Zeou'T be coment to'love thee for a quarter of arr 
„Hour, or fo — Why, what's here to do ? You are at 
your od Tricks again: Prithee, ſweet Devil, do not 
ogle me, nor ſqueeze my Palm fo feelingly, thou dear 
; Infernal, do not. | 
Dal. Why do I hurt you? 

ö San. No, but thou tickleſt me to the very Heart - 
firings, maſt wickedly. 
Dal. You command me then to leave you ? 
| [Seems to be going. 
dan. Not command you neither, not abſolutely. 
Dal. I go then 
San. Then I do command thee — I mean to ftay a 
kite longer. Thou haſt fir'd my Blood moſt horribly, 
vith that Squeezing : haſt not thou the Itch ? ſpeak, Dam- 
nation, I think 1 have got the Infection of t 
a | [He Sales his Hands. 
Dal. I'll go and comfort my poor old Father, for the 
Aﬀronts you gave him. 

San. No, Perverſeneſs ; I'll make thee ſtay, in very 

Fe of thy proud Sex I'll humble thee. 


Dal. 
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Dal. But was not you a grievous Man to ule him ſo! 
Yeu ſhall tell me, or I break your Fingers. | 

San. Not a word, to fave thee from Perdition ; I am 
as dumb as a Heathen Oracle. | 

Dal. Then I muſt ſqueeze it out of you — 

: [ Preffing his Hand again, 

San. Ah, ha, it runs through me like Wild-Fire — 

. [ Panting, 

Dal. Did not Carlos give you this naughty Counſel } 
San. I ſhou' d not anſwer thee, I knowit. Hartlyking, 
this is juſt cramping a Man when he's aſleep, to make 
him tell his Dream; let go my Hand, and Carls did 
not adviſe me; but hold it, and he did: now will you 
be at quiet with me ? 

Dal. Not till you promiſe me to be Friends with my 
Father. | 

San. Well, confound thee, I am Friends with him, 

Dal. And to baniſh Carlos for an Evil Counſellor, 

San. Upon Condition, you'll diſcharge the Count 
from ſeeing you. 

Dal. No Conditions; either ſurrender upon Diſcreti- 
on, or I'll put you to the Sword. | 

San. Pox on thee for being ſo Tyrannical; but I can't 
help my ſelf, and therefore | totally ſubmit: 

Dal. Now then, you ſhall perceive how gracious a 
Princeſs I intend to be; my Father dotes upon this Count, 
but I deſpiſe him. 

San. That's a good Girl; for Love of me, [I'll war- 
rant you. 

Dal. You think I cokes you now. 

San. No, I know my own Merit too well for that. 

Dal. Then do what I adviſe you; my Father has not 
often ſeen this Count; what if you ſhou'd paſs for him! 

San. Hum, I do not apprehend thee. 

Dal. A Man of your Wit, and be ſo ſtupid ; you ſhall 
counterfeit the Count, | 

San. Counterfeit the Count, that's a pure Quibble ; but 
I can make no more on't.. 

Dal. He's an old Fellow, and a Fool: now, you ſhal 
take upon you to be this Count, to deceive my F _ 


— ax 


+. vw ww EE v9 


NATURE will prevail. 465 
fr nd 111 keep your Counſel, and teach you how to re- 


nt him. 
dan. Oh, now I underſtand you; but tis impoſlible 
vr me to counterfeit a Fool. | 
Dal. I'll warrant you; truſt Nature. 
dan. A Man of my Senſe can never hide his Parts. 
Dal. No, but you may ſhew em; go back to your 
Lodgings, I'll provide you Clothes, and ſend +you Direc- 
tions in Writing, how to behave your ſelf before my 
Father —— One Ward more, be ſure you manage 
this in private, and ſhut out Carlos, leſt he ſhould dif- 
cover our Intrigue. 
dan. Well, T will ſtrive for once to get the better of 
my Wit, and play the Natural as naturally as I can : 
but you had better come your ſelf and teach me, for 
you have put me in a pure way of taking your In- 
ſtructions. Exit Sancho. 
Dal. [ Alone.) When I conſider what has paſs'd be- 
t W tween the Count and me, there's little Reaſon to be- 
lere, a Man ſhould put on a foul Shirt again, when he 
bs put it off already, and has change of Linen by him; 
towever, 5 Father fhall know nothing of this Diſ- 
t W gui: for he that fold my firſt Maidenhead to the 
Lord, may ſell my ſecond to the Fool; and that wou'd 
be too much in Conſcience, that a Woman once in 
Nice ſhou'd not have the letting het own Freehold ; 
and therefore, I will have the ſelling of my ſelf, and 
Sancho ſhall have the refuſal of the Bargain. 


an 


Wiſe Heav'n, in pity to the Sex, deſign'd 
Fools, for the laſt Relief of Womankind. 
Two Married Wits, no Quiet can enjoy; 
Two Fools together would the Houſe deftroy . 
But Providence, to level Human Life, 
Made the Fool Husband, for the Witty Wife. 

. [Exit Dalinda, 
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A c T II. SCENEL 
SCEN E, Viftoria's Chamber. 


Enter Alphonſo, with Muſick. . 
A Song is ſung: when it is beginning, Victoria Frerg . 
$ O N G of Jealouſy. ; 
are hp +4 Life can be jo bleft þ 
As Love, that warms a Lover's Breaſt ? Y 
Tawo Souls in one, the ſame Defire 
To grant the Bliſs, and to require ! 1 
But if in Head n a Hell we find, \ 
*Trs all from thee, Y 
O Fealouſy! Þ 
Jig all from thee, 
O Fealouſy ! 
Thou Tyrant, Tyrant Fealouſp, ( 
Thou Tyrant of the Mind ! N 
II. 
All other Ill, th ſharp they prove, | 
Serve to refine, aud perfect Lowe: L 
In Abſence, or unkind Diſaain, 
Sweet Hope relieves the Lover's Pain. / 
But ah, no Cure but Death we find, þ 
To ſet us free | 
From Fealouſy 5 
O Fealouſy ! 
Thou Tyrant, Tyrant Fealouſp, b 
Thou 1yrant of the Mind. 
III. 7 
Falſe in thy Glaſs all Objes are, 
dome ſet too near, and ſome too far: } 
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Thou art the Fire of endleſs Night, | 
The Fire that burns, and gives no Light. 

All Torments of the Damm d ave find 

In only thee, 

O Fealoujy ! 

Thou Tyrant, Tyrant Fealouſy, 
Thou Tyrant of the Mind ! 


Ab. T IS true, my Tyrant Father has confin'd 
me; | 
But Love, who traverſes the World at will, 
Who knows not Awe, nor Law, nor Parentage, 
Has broke my Tedder, and enlarg'd my Bounds, 
Vit. Retire betimes, the Court is full of Eyes, 
As Eagles ſharp, fatal as Bafiliſques ; 
Who live on Looking, and who ſee no Death, 
Alph. I come but to depart, and go for ever: 
Becauſe denied the common Rights of Nature ; 
Which the firſt Brother, and firſt Sifter had. 
Why were not you and I that Happy Pair? 
Put Nature doats with Age. 
Vid. Whate' er it be, tis paſt redreſs, Alpbenſo. 
Alph. But then, ſhall Garcia take thee in his Arms? 
Giutted with Joys, which I wou'd die to taſte: 
No, let me ſtab the Wretch in every Vein: 
And leave him dry of Pleaſure, ere we part. 
Vit. Alphonſo, no, you cannot kill Don Garcia, 
But you declare the Cauſe, and own your Love. 
Alph. And what care I, what After- ages ſay 
Alphonſo did, to make Alphonſo happy? 
But oh, you love; and wou'd preſerve his Life 
To be for ever his. 
Vict. My deareſt Brother; 
| hate your Rival, and I die for you: 
a but my ſpotleſs Honour ſhall be yours. 
41th. By Heav'n! but that Word Heav'n comes croſs 
7 Thoughts 1 
ick. Beware; for b own, I gueſs your Paſſion. 
You wou'd, 1 2 2 W 
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Alpb. Enjoy my Heav'n one Moment — 

Vid. And part with it for ever: Think on that, 

Alph. That Moment were Eternity in little: 

A mighty Sum, but taken on content : 

To fave the tedious telling o'er and o'er, 

Via. Oh, we are too long together. 

Alph. Fear you that ? 

Vie. I ought to fear it ; but I truſt my Virtue, 
Depart, my Soul, I will not ask you whither ; 
For fear I ſhou'd repent of my Repentan ces 
And follow you to Death. 

Alph. I go, Victoria: 

For Love's cold Fit of Jealouſy returns ; 

You muſt not be Don Garcia's ; Swear, you will ng, 
Vie. I ſwear I will not, by my own Conſent. 
Alph. You may be forc'd ; oh, curſed Jealouſy, 

Thou Baſtard Son of Love, unlike thy Father, 

Why doſt thou ſtill torment me? 

Vid. Truſt my Honour. | 

Aub. That may be chaf d into a Warmth, Y;&0ia. 
Talk, Seeing, Touching, are Incendiarjes. 

And theſe may mount your young Deſires, like Straw, 

To meet the Jett that draws you. | 
Vit. Truſt my Love. ; | 
Alph. I ſwear I truſt it, but I fear your Beauty: | 

"Tis a fair Fruit that hangs upon the Bough ; 

Tempts, and is tempted. 

Vie. Tis indeed a Fruit, 
Seen and deſir'd of all, while yet unpull'd, 
But can be gather'd by one only Hand. 

Albh. That one, is Garcia; ftill the Fit returns: 
I with my Jealouſy cou'd quench my Love. 

Vie. It cannot, if I meaſure yours by mine: 
Or if extinguiſht, like a Trail of Smoak 
From a Wax „ . ſoon wou'd light again. 

Alth. Tis fo, for when I fay I will not love, 


Then I love moſt ; farewel my only Joy, 
I go to hide me from the World and you, 
Vid. As when the Sun is down, 


His L'g'it is clipt into a Thouſand Stars, | 
0 
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$ your ſweet Image, tho you ſhine not on me, 

Will gild the Horror of the Night, and make 

A pleaſing Scene of ſolitary Grief. | 

Enter Veramond and Ximena, he ww7th an Ovid 
in his Hand. | 

Vera. How dar'ſt thou, Rebel, thus provoke my Patience 
Beyond all Sufferance, and tranſgreſs thy Bounds ? 

Alph. When Kings and Fathers, on their Sons and 
Exact intolerable things to bear, Subjects, 
Nature and Self- defence diſpenſe with Duty. 

Vera. Oh Heav'n, what horrid Sin have I committed! 
That 1 was puniſh'd to beget this Son? 

Alþh. I cou'd ask Heav'n another Queſtion too, 

But that *tis not ſo decent : In few Words, 

Hither I came to take my lateſt Leave 

Of dear YViforia, then depart for ever: 

And buried in ſqme ſolitary Cave, 

Forgetting and forgotten, end my Days: [nance. 
Vera. Tis what thou haſt deſerv'd: perform thy Pe- 
Vm. So hard a Sentence for fo {mall a Fault? 

Are you a Father, Sir ? | 
Vera. Is he a Son? 

Thou know'ſt not his Offence. 

but mark the glowing Blood, the Guilty Fluſh 

Upon Victoria's Face, and read it there. 

Aim. I know not what you mean. 

Vera. Victoria, ſpeak 
And clear your ſelf She anſwers not a Word. 
Nay then my Fears are true, on both ſides Guilty. 

Via. [ Afide.] Tis found; and we are loſt. 

Vera. But what needs more Convittien ? Know you 

this ? [Shewing the Ovid to Alphonſo. 

This Book, the Tutor of inceſtuous Love ? 

The Page is doubled down, and points thee to thy Crime. 

| fear'd, before, from every rolling Glance, 

How quick they ſhot upon thy Siſter's Face : 

And the receiy*d them all, like ſmoaking Flax ; - 

org Fire, and anſwer'd to the Flame. 

Vi. J love my Brother, and avor that Fire! 

His Love to me, has rais'd his noble 'Though:s 
Vor. VI. | X To 
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To brave Atchievements, for your Crown and you. 
For Love's the Steel, that ſtrikes upon the Flint ; 
Gives Coldneſs Heat, exerts the hi Flame; 
And ſpreads the Sparkles round, to warm the World. 
Vera. Oh Heav'ns, ſhe makes a Merit of her Crime: 
Victoria, I wou'd yet think better of thee, 
And therefore dare I not enquire too far: 
Willing to doubt the Guilt I fear to find. 4 
Depart, and anſwer not. [Exit Victoria. 
For thee, whom I abhor to call my Son, f To Alphonſo, 
And wiſh thou wert a Stranger to my Blood —— 
Aim. | Afide.] That was a happy Hint, I muſt im- 
prove it. 
Vera. One Way, and only one, remains to clear thee : 
If, with a holy Fire, thou lov'it thy Siſter, 
Aſpiring but to Fame, not ſinking down 
Into th* Abyſs of Luft unnatural, 
Conſent that ſhe may be Don Garcia's Wife: 
Elſe give the Lye to all thy fair Pretences, 
And ſtand expos'd a Monſter of Mankind; | 
Foul as the Fiends, which fell from Heav'n's high Towers, 
Fall thou from Empire ſo ; and from my Sight 
Depart, accurſt for ever. 
Alph. Gladly I leave you; but ſhall go more lightly, 
Tf eas'd of this your dreadful Imprecation : 
'O! let me go unloaded with your Curſe ; 
And L will bleſs you for my Baniſhment. 
Vera. So may that Blefling or that Curſe o'ertake Il * 
As thou obey*ſ or diſobey'ſt my Will. _ 
Alph. Guiltleſs of Sm, with Conſcience to my Friend, 
I go, to ſhun that fatal Hour, that ſhews me 
Victoria married, and 4/phon/o loſt, [He's going. 
Xim. Stay yet, Alphonſo, for one Moment ſtay: - 
For ſomewhat, if I durſt, I have to ſpeak, 
Which wou'd at leaſt take half thy Load away; 
And free thy Shoulders from the Weight of Sin. 
Verg. Ximena, dar'ſt thou hope to palliate Inceſt, 
And gild ſo black a Crime ? 
Mm. I 504 it not; but if I prove it none, I 
You may be kind, Alpbonſo may be happy, a ; 
- An | 
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And theſe domeſtick Jars for every ceaſe. 
Vera. Explam your ſelf. 
Xim. Afford me then your Patience. 
A mighty Secret labours in my Soul, 
And like a ruſhing Stream breaks down the Dain ; 
This Day muſt give it vent, it reſts in you 
To make it end in a tempeſtuous Night, 
Or in a glorious Evening. 
Vera. No _ Preface. bc 
Vn. You wonder at Alpbonſos haughty Carri 
His fiery Temper, and 4 {s Mind. * 
Vera. Too true, XAimena. 
F Xim. And he wonders = 
t your harſh Nature, and your rugged Uſage : 
3 ſide unbecoming Sen and Father, wo 
And yet the Cauſe of both is to be found. 
But ere I farther ſhall proceed to ſpeak, 
Command your Royal Priſoner to be brought ; 
For I muſt be confronted with Ramirez : 
And in his Preſence tell you wondrous things ; 
Which if he vouch not, let Ximena die. 
Vera. I ſent for him to hear his final Doom: 
And think he waits without. : 
Admit the Priſoner. [ He goes to the Door and ſpeaks. 
Enter Ramirez, guarded. 
Now, Sir, is yet your haughty Soul reſolv'd 
To quit your empty Title for your Freedom ? 
Aim. Ramirez, anſwer not to raiſe his Paſſion : 
For now th' important Secret of our Lives 
Muſt come to publick View ; and on that Hinge 
Depends thy Crown, thy Liberty, and Life, 
My Honour and thy Son's, 
Alph. | Afide. ] What means my Mother? 
Vera. A Son, Ramirez! 
Ram. Yes, a Son I had. 
Vera. He died an Infant here in Saragoſa. 
Ram. A living Son I have; and ſince the Queen 
Is pleas'd t expole my Life, 
before a Judge ſo prejudic'd as you : 
Undaunted in the Face of Death I ſpeak ; | 
X 2 Ari 


I pray'd, and Heav'u in Pity heard my Vows ; 
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And claim Alphonſo mine. _ 
Vera. There needs no more; I ſpare thee all the reſt; 
My Wife's Adultery, thy foul Interloping ; 
My own Dithonour, and that Baſtard's Birth. 
Xim, Injurious Words, unfitting you to ſpeak ; 
And me, my Lord, and thoſe concern'd to hear. 
Alph. [to Ver.] Tho' I wou'd give whate'er the Syn 
beholds — | 
Not to be yours : yet, when my Mother's Fame 
Is queition'd, none ſhall wrong her Innocence : 
Nor fhall Ramirez go | 
Unpuniſht, for that infamous Aſperſion. | 
Ram. Alphonſo, Peace, your Father bids youPeace: 
Vera. Then, what am I? © 
Ram. His Foſter-Father. | 
Vera. Impudently ſaid. | 
And yet I hop? tis true: ſo much TI hate him, 
That I cou'd buy the publick Scorn to be 
An Alien to his Blood. 
X:im. Have patience, Sir; 
And you ſhall have your Wiſh on cheaper Terms: 
But hear me ſpeak. # 
Vera. Good Heav'n, then give me Patience. 
Aim. When you and brave Ramirex, t hen your Friend, 
Me and my Siſter married, four full Years 
We paſs'd in barren Wedlock, Childleſs both; 
Ramirez, you remember, brought his Queen 
To Saragoſa on a friendly Viſit; | 
Then as we both were married on one Day, 
We both conceiv'd together. 
Vera. I obſerve it: 
That when Ramirez came, you both conceiy'd, ' 
Mark that; and if thou haſt the Face, proceed. 
Xim. Ny Lord, I dare; 
Vou took me once aſide, and as your Rage 
Infpir'd your Soul, ſpoke thus: Aimena, know, 
That if the Frait thou bear'ſt, be not a Son, 
Henceforth, no mote my Queen, we part for ever. 
The Word was hard, 4 bore it as I could: 


Two 


ſt; 
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Two Boys in one fair Morning were diſclos'd, 

By me, and by my Sitter ; 

And both the Fathers equally were bleſt. [truly. 
Vera. Say one was bleſt with two; and ſpeak more 
Xim. Forbear this Language, Sir; or I am dumb: 

It ſeems that you deſerv'd not him you had: 

For, in ſev'n Days, Heav'n raviſht your Alphonso; 

My Siſter's little Veramond ſurviv'd, 

And ſhe's a Iiving Witneſs of this Truth. 

Great was my Grief, but greater was my Fear, 

From your (alas) too much experienc'd Anger. 

Thus low reduc'd, and urg'd by anxious Thoughts, 

Of what I might expect from your Unkindneſs — 

Now ſpeak, Ramirez; and relate the reſt: 

For my 'Tongue faulters, and denies its Office ; 

So much I fear my Lord ſhow'd take Offence. 

Rant. Then like, or diſapprove it, thus it was. 

She told my Wife and me this mournful Story, 

Her Fears for thy Reſentment of thy Loſs, 

It by Misfortune it ſhou'd reach: thy Ears : 

Begg'd Secreſy, and then implor'd our Aid, 

To ſubſtitute the Living for the Dead, 

And make our Veramond paſs for thy Alphonſo. 

A hard Requeſt ; but with Compaſſion moy'd, 

At length, twas granted. 

Vera. Is this true, Ximena ? 8 
Aim. So Heav'n and you forgive my pious Fraud, 

As what he ſays is certain. | 
Alph. Oh Joyful News! Oh happy Day! too good 

To end in Night —— My Father, and my King. 

[ Runs to Ramirez, hneels to him, and kiſſes his Hand. 

My Soul foreknew you with a ſure Preſage | 

Of native Duty, and inſtinctive Love. 

Ram. Ariſe, my Son. 

Vera. Vou own him then? 
Ram. I do. 

Vera. A welcome Riddance; 

Mean time, in proſpect of a double Crown, 

You gave the Sparrow leave to brood upon 
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The Cuckoo's Egg, | 

Ram. The Advantage was to you : 

He prev'd his Blood upon me when we fought, 
Fierce Eagles never procreate fearful Doves : 

I ſent him word he was my Son, before 

The Battel, but the Hand of Fate was in it: 
The Note miſcarried, and we blindly met. 

Xim. Paſt Accidents imbitter both your Minds, 
Think forward, on your mutual Intereſt. 
Alphonſo loves Victoria: 

J ſaw it in the Seeds, before diſclos'd 
To other Eyes ; conniv'd at it, approv'd it. 
Vera. A moſt commodious Mother ! 
Xim. Blame me not : 
Guilt there was none, but in their Apprehenſion: 
And both their Virtues barr'd ill Confequences. 
Now take the bleſt Occaſion by the Foretop ; 
And, on their Marriage, found a laſting Peace. 

Ram. A trivial Accident begot this War. 

Some paltry Bounds of ill diſtinguiſh'd Earth, 

A Clod that lay betwixt us unaſcertain'd, 

And royal Pride, on both fides, drew our Swords : 
Thus Monarchs quarrel, and their Subjects bleed. 
Remove your Land-marks, ſet em where you pleaſe: 
Stretch out your Arragon on my Cafiile ; | 
And be once more my Brother. 

Alþh. I implore it: | 
And proſtrate, beg your Pardon, and your Grace : 
I have offended in my proud Behaviour ; 

But make Vicboria mine, and what your Son 
In Duty wanted, by your Son- in- Law 
Shall doubly be ſupply'd. 

Xim. What wou'd you more ? 

Vera. [to her.] Are you the Mediatrix of this Peace? 

Aim. It well becomes the Softneſs of my Sex, 
To mediate for ſweet Peace, the beſt of Bleſſings: 
And like a Sabine Wife, to run betwixt 
Relations lifted Swords. 


Vera. A rare chaſte Sabine you ! 


To 
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To fave th' Adulterer of thy Husband's Bed. 
See there 4/phonſo's Father, that old Goat, 
Who on two Siſters propagated Luſt: 
And got two Children, for himſelf and me. 
Suppoſe thee chaſte, a favourable Gueſs 
To any of thy Sex, theſe are my Foes. 
[To Ramirez. ] Thou firſt, the former Sharer of my 
Sheets : 
A King without a Kingdom, thine is conquer'd ; 
And Garcia with Victoria ſhall enjoy it. 
Ram. So monſtrouſly you wrong your Wife and me 
Vera. No more, my Will is Law. 
Ram. So Tyrants ſay. ; 
Vera. I will not hear thee ſpeak : Conduct him hence, 
And ſtow him in the Dungeon's depth with Toads. 
[The Guards carry off Ramirez. 
[To 4/ph.] For thee, the worthy Son of ſuch a Father— 
[Walks by himſelf. 
Xim. [to 4p6 'Tis deſp'rate now; and 1 with ill- 
tim'd Zeal, 
Have haſten'd your Deſtruction. 
Alph. [to her.] You have ſav'd me. | 
Vera. [ 4fide.] Say I ſhould put th' ungrateſul Wretch 


to Death; 
He's thought my Son, and whilſt fo thought, tis dange- 
T' impriſon him; the People might rebel: Crous 


He's popular, and I am ill belov'd. 

Then baniſh him, that's beſt, but yet unſafe : 

He may with Foreign Aid reconquer all. 

P!l venture that, with Garcia to my Friend ; 

He ſhall recall his Troops, mine are at hand, 

And ready preſt for Service. 

| [ He comes to Alph. and Ximena. 
Aim, Now the Storm 
Fara. [to 4/ph.] Thy Doom's reſolv'd ; toe gentle for 
thy Crimes : 

[ ſpare thy Life, depart to Baniſhment ; 

To Morrow leave the Realm, this Day the Town : 

And like the Scape - Goat driv'n into the Deſart; 

Bear all ill Omens with thee, | 


| 
| 
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41th. Proud of my Exile, with erected Face, 
T leave your Court, your Town, and your Dominions. 
Pleas'd that TI love, at leaſt without a Crime; | 
Ligh':r by what I loſt, I tread in Air, 
Unhappy, but triumphant in Deſpair. | 
[ E xit Alphonſe, 
Vera. Behold how haughtily he ſtrides away, 
Lofty and bold; as if not baniſh'd hence, 
But ſeeking for ſome other Place to reign. 


1 think he cannot hope; but leſt he ſhou'd, 


Victoria foon ſhall be Don Garcia's Bride. 

To Ximena.] Go, Madam, for I know you are in 
haſte, | 

To greet your Daughter with this goodly News. 

Tell her A!phor/a is no more my Son: | 

But tell her too, he ſhall not be her Huſband. 

Bid her prepare her ſeit to wed Nawarre: 

Whether by Force or by Conſent, I care not: 


_ To-morrow ſhall determine that Affair. 


Nor ſhall my Will be fruſtrate, or delay'd : 
Kings are not Kings, unleſs they be obey'd. 
[Exeunt Ambo. 


The SCENE js in the Street, before Lopes 
| | Houſe, 


Enter Sancho, hobited like Don Alonzo de Cardona, 
Dalinda meeting him. | | 


Dal. I watch'd your Coming at the Window, and 
told my Father: He's coming out to welcome you. 

San. But if I chance to break out into a little Wit 
ſometimes, you'll excuſe my Frailty. 

Dal. Pugh, you are ſo ſuſpicious of your ſelf, and 
have ſo little Reaſon for't : Be as witty as you can; I 
fear you not. 

Enter Don Lopez, and ſalutes him. 
Noble Conde, you are welcome from the Wars: 
Ard who did beſt in the Battel, I beſeech your Ho- 
nour ? << 5 22.8 | ; « 
*% - ; . 
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Fan. Why, next my Honour, one Colonel Sancho 


did beſt. . 


Lp. Who, Sancho ? he's little better than a Cox- 


comb. 


San. Nay, he has too much Wit; if he had as much 


Grace, twould be better for him. 


Las. But he's your Lordſhip's Rival in my Daughter. 
San. Is he ſo ? then make much of him, old Gentle- 


man. | 
Lap. You would not have me prefer him to your Ex- 


cellency ? 


Sar. Faith, you can hardly chuſe amiſs betwixt us 


two; he's my other ſelf, Man. 


L:p. J make a vaſt Difference betwixt you. 


dar. That ſhall be a very good Jeſt between you and 


me another time. 


Dal. | Afide.]. The Fool's too much a Fool, he's goin 
to difcover himſelf, if J prevent it not. — [To La 
Make haſte; Father, and put him upon the Point, or 


he'll give me up to Sancho. 


Lop. Let Sancho be no Fool, fince your Lordſhip 
nleaſes; for he is not bound to make my Daughter any 


Satisfaction, as you are. 


San. And Satisfaction ſhe ſhall have: What, I hope 


you don't think I am a Eunuch? 


Dal. ¶ Aſide.] Oh Heaven! I ſhall be ruin'd between 
them, I forgot to inſtruct my Father not to meddle with 
that Point. [Zo Lopez. ] Say no more of it, I beſcech 


you, Sir. 


Lob. [to ber.] Tis for thy Good; let me alone: Tou 


know you have infur'd the poor Girl, my Lord. 


San. Not to my Remembrance, Sennor : You and I 
may have quarrel'd, I confeſs, and I think I may have 


given you ſome hard Words to-day. 


Dal. [ Aſide.] Now has he forgotten he's my Lord, 
and is harping upon the Quarrel he had with him as 


Sancho ; This muſt end in my Deſtruction. 


Lp. Your Lordſhip and J can have had no Quarrel to- 


day, for J have not {een you this Twelve-month. 


Sax, That's true; now I remember my ſelf, you have 


Rot. 
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| oh But that you have wrong'd my Daughter is ma. 

nifeſt. 

Dal. [to Sancho.] Sir, I muſt needs ſpeak a Word 
with you in private; If you love me, conteſs you have 
enjoy d me; for I told my Father ſo, on purpoſe to 
make him the more condeſcending to the Match. 

San. [to her.] A Word to the Wiſe, I underſtand 
you: Now you ſhall ſee me top upon the old Fellow. 

[To Lopez. ] Well, Sennor, 1 won't ſtand with yon 
for a Night's Lodging with your Daughter, I ac. 
knowledge I have been a little familiar with her, or ſo: 
But to make her amends I will marry her, and con- 
ſummate with her moſt abundantly. 

Lop. Then all ſhall be ſet right, and the Man ſhall 
have his Mare again. 

Enter Carlos habited lite Sancho. 
What, another Don Alonzo? this is prodigious! 

Carl. [ Afide, ſeeing Sancho. ] Bleſs me, the Poſt is 
taken up already, and the true Count is here before me. 

Dal. f 4fide. ] This is not my Conde; but ſome other 
Counterteit. [7 Sancho. ] You are as true a Count as 
ke: Stand to your Likeneſs. 

San. Wou'd I were out of my Likeneſs. 

[Sneaking back. 
Dal. Put forward, Man, I'll ſecond you. 
San. But what a deviliſh high Back he has gotten too? 

he'll carry me away a pick a pack, that's certain. 

Carl. [ Aſide.] I find him now: by their whiſpering, 
and by his Aukwardneſs, this muſt be Sancho; and Ill 
vut-face him. 

[To Lopez] Sennor Don Lopez, I am come by vour 
Permiſſion, to renew my Addreſſes to your fair Daughter. 

Lp. Your Lordſhip is moſt welcome. 

San. Whoſe Lordſhip ? 

Lep. Why, one of your Lordſhips ; I know not which, 
for by you? Backs you are both my Lords: That's as 
you two can agree the Matter. 

San. Ito Cartes.]Sirrah, where did you fteal that Back 


of mine ? 
: Carl. 
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Carl. Sirrah, I was born with it; but what He. 
Camel has your Mother been dealing withal, that you 
are begotten in my Reſemblance ? 555 

San. What, I hope you won't pretend to paſs for the 
true Conde ? 

Carl. I am Don Alonzo de Cardona. 

San. And ſo am I. 

Carl. If you ſtay a little longer, Ill ſtretch your 
Bones till you are as ſtreight as an Arrow. 
San. Do not provoke me; I am miſchievouſly bent. 

Carl. Nay, you are bent enough in Conſcience, but 
I have a bent Fiſt for Boxing. 

San. And I have a ftreight Foot for Kicking. 

| [ They come up to each other. 

Lop. Here will be Blood ſhed immediately; hold No- 
ble- men both; will ye be content that I ſhould examine 
ye. and then ſtand to my Award which is the true Conde? 

Lan. Well, to fave Chriſtian Blood I will. 

Carl. And to fave Jewiſh Blood, that's your Blood, 
Sirrah, I am contented too. 

Lop. [to Carlos. ] What Command had you, my Lord, 
'n the laſt Battel ? 

Carl. I had none, I was a Volunteer, and charg'd 
with Honourable Colonel Carlos in the Fight. 

Lop. [to Sancho.] And what Command had your 
Lordſhip there ? | 

San. I had none neither ; and I charg'd with that 
Rogue Carlos. 

Lep. [ Aſide.] So far they are both right, as I have heard. 
[to Sancho. ] And what became of you afterwards ? 

San. Now I am pos'd : for Carlos told me he knew no- 
thing of the Count afterward : Sennor, I do not well re- 
member what became of me, for I was 1n a very great 
Paſſion; but I did prodigious Things, that's certain. 

Carl. [to Lop. ] Sennor, you may ſee he's a Counter- 
feit, becauſe he knows nothing of himſelf; but I, the 
true Conde, was trodden under the Horſes Feet, and lay 
for dead above half an Hour. 


San. Well, and now I remember my ſelf, I was — 
| R 
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for dead too for juſt about half a Year. 

_ Top. [to Dal.) This is the wrong Lord. he can ſay 
nothing but what the other Lord has faid before him. 
Dal. Then. he's the likelier to be the true Conde, for 
he's a Fool, Father, Rd | 

Carl. You lee, Sermor, he does not remember what 
became of him, as I ſaid before. 

San. How wou'd you have a Man remember, when 

he was laid for dead | 1 
Carl. But I recover'd, Rogue, and purſu'd the E- 

nemy. | 

San. And I recover'd, and purſu'd 'em too, for a- 
bove an hundred Miles together, at full Speed. 

. Zop. That's farther than you needed by threeſcore 

Miles; for 'tis but forty from the Place of Battel to the 

City. | 

Carl. Yes, at full Speed upon the ſame Horſe, and 

never drew Bit neither.. | 
| ＋ [0 Dal.] Help me, dear Dalinda ! I am bogg'd 

you ſee. ? 

Dal. [to him.] That's with purſuing your Enemies too 
far; but I'll help you out again—[T7o Lopez.] Pray, 
Sir, let me examine em a little. | 

Lop. You'll make nothing. of that firſt Conde. 

Dal. Ves, a Son-in-Law, I warrant you. 

{To them.] Which of you two promis'd me Marriage? 
Beth. I did. | | 
Dal. [to Carl.) And did you enjoy me? . 

Carl. Heaven forbid, Madam: what, before Marriage? 

Dal. [to San.] And what did you? 

Sar. 1 did enjoy: her, ſo I did.: and there I was be · 
fore you, for a falſe Conde as you are. 

Carl. Speak for your ſelf, Madam, and clear your 

Reputation from that ſcandalous Companion. 

Dal. [with her Fan before her Face.) I muſt confels 
the true Conde has enjoy d me; the more my Frailty. 

Lop. The Matter mends on that Side. 

San. Now Good-Man Gooſe-cap, who's the moſt a 
Man of Honour, he who has. enjoy'd a fair Lady, or 


he who has only lick'd his Lips, and gone without her! 
Ara 


NATURE will prevail. 48 

Carl. ¶ Aſide. ] I ſee ſhe takes his Part; this is all a Lye 
gontriv'd betwixt 'em. 

Enter a Mzfſenger. | 

Meſ. [to Dal.] Madam, I am ſent to you on a fad 
Errant from the late Conde Don Alonzo, who was kill'd 
in the laſt Battel. 

Lop. You are miſtaken, Friend ;- for here he ſtands a+ 
live, and well. [ Pointing to Sancho. 
And for fear of Failing, here's a Counterpart of him. 

| [Pointing to Carlos. 

Me/. Do not abuſe your ſelf, Sennor, neither of theſe 
is the true Conde: I took him from under the Horſes 
Feet, and he had only Life enough to ſay, remember me 
to my fair Dalinda. " 

Lop. . San.] What does your Loney ſay to this? 

San. He was fairly kill'd, I muſt confeſs : but I can 


give you a better Account of his Lordſhip afterwards. . 


Lop. Vou? why, who are you? 

San. Nay, I am he too. : 

Me/. Vou ſee he's a Counterfeit; and ſo is the other. 

Lop. Tis too true. 

Dal. Did the Conde leave me nothing in his Will? 
 Mef. Not a Croſs, Madam. 

Dal. There's the ſame Payment for your News; be 
gene, poor Fellow. [Exit Meſſenger. 

Carl. At leaſt I have the Satisfaction, that he's diſcover'd 
as well as Tam. [ Throwing off ſome Part of his Diſpuiſe. 
Now, Sancho, you are welcome to the Diſcovery of your 
fine Intrigue. - 

Lop. "hen, Sancho, E make my Word to you; 
fince the Conde is dead, you ftand faireſt for my Daugh- 
ter; and you, Couſin Carlos, with your Wit and your 
Poverty, are in Statu Quo: Come away, . Son-in-Law, 
and leave the forſaken Lover to make himſelf a Willow 


Garland. [ Exeunt Sancho, Lopez, and Dalinda.. 


Carl. Vet if I cou'd hinder Sancho from r her, 
I ſhou'd make my ſelf ſome Satisfaction. I'll think onꝰ t 


farther ; and ſomething comes .into my Head already. 
[ Stands muſing. 


Zug 
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Enter Alphonſo. 

Alph. Now Carlis, what make you here in this Dic. 
guiſe ? I have been lookang for you at leaſt half an Hour. 

Carl. Only a Maſquerade, Sir, an innocent Diverfi. 
on in Times of Peace. | | 

Alph. No, Carlos, Theſe are Times of War, not Peace 
I muſt abruptly tell you what is paſt : 
Jam Ramirez's Son, not Veramond s. 

I love Vidtoria, and for her am baniſh'd. 

Carl. juſt my own Condition: I have hada Reyoly. 
tion in my ſmall Affairs too; I am bamiſh'd, and going 
to look for the next commodious Tree to make a wry 
Face upon it. 

Alph. I know you Brave; and if you love me ſtill, 
Follow my Fortune: yours ſhall be my Care. 

Our Army lies encamp'd without the Walls: 
Your Regiment is quarter'd in the Town : 

I think I can with Eaſe revolt the Troops, 
Becauſe they love me; and with their Aſſiſtance 
Releaſe my Father, and redeem my Miſtreſs: 
While you and yours at an appointed Signal, 
Procure me Entrance. | 

Carl. Right; and force the Gate 

Alph. That's all I ask: I think my ſelf as worthy 
To wed Victoria, as this Foreign Prince: 

But if you find Reluctance to this Action, 
Now ſpeak, that I may feek ſome other Friend. 

Carl. No, Sir; I ſhall never break with you for ſo 
ſmall a Matter as a Rebellion: I warrant you for my 
Soldiers, they'll never flinch, when there's a Town to 
plunder. 

Aipb. The Signal and the Time ſhall be concerted ; 
Victoria be the Word 
That happy Name our bold Attempt ſhall bleſs, 
And give an Omen of aſſur'd Succeſs. 
CExenunt ſeverally. 


0 
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Need 
ATT. W. $:C-E-N EB L 


The SCENE à Street; with a Temple at & 
Diſtance. 


Enter Garcia, with a Letter in his Hand; Ximena, * 
Celidea. a : 


Gar, M. I believe you, tis Victoria's Hand? 
For tis a ſtrange Requeſt. 
Xim. So may it move your noble Mind to Pity, 
As what the Paper tells * is moſt true. 
She gave it me; and with a thouſand Sighs, 
Begg'd me to recommend her Life, her Love, 

And all her Hopes of Happineſs to you. * 
Gar. To break my Marriage off, renounce her Bed, 
To ſtand excluded from my promis'd Bliſs, i 

And as my proper Act to do all this? 
Diſdainful, Faithleſs, and Ungrateful Maid! 
Cel. Diſdainful and Ungrateful; but not Faithleſs, 
Becauſe ſhe never vow'd nor promis'd Love, 
But only to Alphonſo. 
Xim. They lov'd not as a Brother and a Siſter, 
But as the Fair and Brave each other love; 
For Sympathy of Souls inſpir'd their Paſſion. 
Gar. That Sympathy which made him love Victoria, 


Has caus'd the fame Effect of Love in me. 


Cel. But not in her: She lov'd him firſt, my Lord; 
And you befieg'd a Town already his. | 
As you for her, others may die for you; 
And plead that Argument to hope your Love, 
If the ſame Reaſon hold. 

Gar. No doubt it wou'd, | 
Were not my Soul already prepoſſeſt. 

Cel. So is Victorias Soul for her A/phon/e, 
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And that's her Plea for Conſtancy to him. 

Gar. My Reaſon is convinc'd, but not my Paſſioa. 

For I muſt love, and loving muſt enjoy. | 
Cel. Others muſt not enjoy, and yet muſt love. 
Xim. You cannot wed Victoria but by Force: 

And Force can only make her Perſon yours. 

Think what a fatal Doom you paſs on her, 

To make your ſelf half happy. 

Gar. When ſhe's mine, 

I will purſue her with ſo dear a Paſſion, 

So chafe her Coldneſs with my warm Embraces, 

That ſhe ſhall melt at length, hard as ſhe is; 

And run like ſtubborn Metal. 

Cel. No, my Lord, "I | 

Vieorin is not form'd of Steel, but Marble, 

Which is not made to melt, but flies the Fire; 

And neither yields nor ſoftens to the Flames. 

Gain her Eſteem at leaſt; her Love is hopeleſs. 

Gar. Eſteem, a ſcanty, mean Reward of Paſſion, 

That pays not half the Value of the Loſs! [Pleaſure ;: 
Cel. Pay Scorn with Scorn, and make Revenge a 

So generous Minds ſhou'd do, and ſo ſhou'd I; 

What needs there more ? 

You ſee who loves you not And —— * 

Xim. And ſhe wou'd ſay, you may behold who loves you; 

But Maiden Baſhfulneſs has ty'd her Tongue: 

Look on her Eyes, they ſpeak. [ before. 
Cel. [Softly.] A Language that they never ſpoke 
Xim. Mark how ſhe whiſpers, like a Weſtern Wind 

Which trembles thro” the Foreſt ; ſhe, whoſe Eyes 

Meet ready Victory where e'er they glance; 

Whom gazing Crouds admire, whom Nations court, 

And (did her Praiſe become a Mother's Mouth) 

One who cou'd change the Worſhip of all Climates, 

And make a new Religion where ſhe comes: 

Unite the differing Faith of all the World, 

To idolize her Face. 

Gar. And well ſhe may : 


Her Eyes, her Lips, her Cheeks, her Shape, her ö ä 
| 3 
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deem to be drawn by Love's own Hand ; by Love 

Himſelf in Love: but oh, tis now too late, 

My Eyes have drank a Poiſon in before ; 

A former Baſiliſk has ſeen me firſt. 

Yet know, fair Princeſs, if there were a Part 

In all my Breaſt, that cou'd receive a Wound, 

Your Eyes cou'd only give it. . 
Cel. So helpleſs Friends, when ſafe themſelves a-ſhoar, 

Behold a Veſlel driv'n againſt a Rock: 

They ſigh, they weep, they counſel, and they pray, 

They ſtretch their unaſſiſting Hands in vain ; 

But none will plunge into the raging Main, 

To fave the ſinking Paſſenger from Death. 

Xim. Already ſee the joyleſs Bride appears; 

Grief, Rage, Diſdain, Diſtraction ya Deſpair 

Are equal in my Daughters diff*rent Fates : 

In one, to be conflrain'd to be your Wife; 

In one, to be refus'd. | 

Erter Veramond, and Victoria led as to Marriage: # 

Train follows; and after it a Guard. 

Cel. Great Nature, break thy Chain, that links together 
The Fabrick of this Globe, and make a Chaos | 
Like that within my Soul : Oh Heav'n unkind ! 

That gives us Paſſions ſtrong and unconfin'd ; 

And leaves us Reaſon for a vain Defence ; 

Too pow'rful Rebels, and too weak a Prince. 
[Garcia, Ximena, Celidea, mix with the Train, which 

walk as in Proceſſion, towards the Temple. 

Enter on the ſudden Alphonſo and Carlos at the Head of 
their Party; the Soldiers attack the Guards, and King, 
and drive 'em off the Stage : Alphonſo fights with Gar- 
cia, grapples with him, and gets him under; in the 
mean time Ximena, Victoria, and Celidea, retire to 
a Corner of the Stage: When Garcia is fall'n, Celidea 
runs, and hneels to Alphonſo. 
Cel. Oh ſpare him, 5 the noble Garcia; Life ; 

Or take the Forfeit in the Loſs of mine. 

How happy ſhou'd I be to die for him, 

Who will not live for me! | 

- Alps. 
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Alph. [To Garcia. ] Riſe, and be ſafe: 
If you have any Thanks to pay, reſerve em 
To give this Royal Maid. 
Gar. [ Riſing. ] You'd been more kind 
To take my Lite, for I wou'd throw it off: 
Diſhonour'd as I am, 'tis worn to Rags, 
Not worth a Prince's wearing. , 
| [Exit Gareia, follow'd by Celidea, 
Re-enter Veramond di/arm'd, and led by Carlos. 
Vera. Ungrateful Traitor! 
Alph. Hold thy peace, old Man: 
J do not love t'inſult on thy Misfortunes, 
Tho' thou haſt brought this Ruin on thy ſelf. 
Vera. Avenging — 
Alph. I prithee curſe me not, 
Becauſe I held thee for my Father once. 
Vera. Then wou'd I were thy Father, that my Curſe 
Might take the ſurer Place, and 
Alph. Guard him hence; 
But uſe no Violence to his Royal Perſon : 
Call back the Soldiers, Car/os, from the Spoil. 
I have my Wiſh in having my Yi#or1a, 
And would no more of him, nor what is his. 

[Carlos reflores to Veramond his Sword with Reſpecb, 
and condutts him of; Xiumena follows him : Al- 
phonſo awaits on them to the Door, and returns. 

Jia. What have you done, Alphon/e ? 

Alph. What I ought, 

Obtain'd the glorious Prize for which I fought > 
Redeem'd you from a Father's Tyranny ; | 
And from a hated Rival ſet you free. 

Remove, my Fair, from this unhappy Place ; 
The Scene of Sorrows, Suff rings, and Diſgrace: 
To my victorious Camp with me remove ; 

The Scene of Triumph, and rewarded Love. 


Vit. Mars has been preſent with your Arms to Day, 


But Leve and Hymen have been far away 
You forc'd me from a Rival's Pow'r, I know ; 


But then you forc'd me from a Father's too. 
| Alph. 
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Ahh. What Words are theſe ! I feel my vital Heat 
Forſake my Limbs, my curdl'd Blood retreat: 
Too much amaz'd to ſpeak, in this Surprize, 

With filent Grief, on yours I fix my Eyes : 


To learn the Reaſons of your Change from thence 3 


To read your cruel Doom, and my Offence. 
Vie. Your Arms, and glorious Action, I approve; 
Eſteem your Honour, and embrace your Love. 
Alph. My Soul recovers, as a gentle Show'r 
Refreſhes and revives a drooping Flow'r. 
I'm yours ſo much, ſo little am my own; 
Your Smiles are Life, and Death is in your Frown. 
Vict. But oh, a hard Requeſt is yet behind; 
Which, for my ſake, endure with equal Mind: 
Your Debt of Honour you have clear'd this Day 3 
But mine of Duty, ſtill remains to pay: 
Reſtore my Liberty, and let me go 
To make a full Diſcharge of all I owe, 
Alph. What Debts but thoſe of Love have you to clear ? 
Are you not free, are you not Sovereign here ? 
And were you not a Slave, before I broke 
Your fatal Chains, and loos'd you from the Yoke ? 
Vit. "Tis true, I was; but that Captivity, 
Tho' hard to bear, was more becoming me. 
A Slave I am; but Nature made me fo, 
Slave to my Father, not my Father's Foe : 
Since, then, you have declar'd me free, this Hour 
I put my ſelf within a Parent's Power. 
Alph. Cruel Victoria would you go from hence, 
And leave a deſolate, deſpairing Prince ? 
Is this the Freedom you demand from me; 
Are theſe the Vows, and this the Conltancy ? 
Put off the Mafk : For I too well perceive 
Whom you reſolve to love, and whom to leave: 
Go, teach me at my own Expence, to find 
What Change a Day can make in Womankind. 
Viz. Think not a Day, or all my Life, can make 
Victoria's Heart her ſtedfaſt Love forſake. | 
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I plighted you my Faith : And I renew 
My Vows once more, to love but only you. 
Alph.You vow'd no Time our Fortune ſhou'd divide: 
And well *twas kept, like all your Vows beſide, 
When een this Hour you went to be a Bride. 
Vie. I went; but was ſecurely firſt prepar'd: 
For this was my Redemption, or my Guard. 


[ Pulls out a Dagger, 


Let this your cauſeleſs Jealouſy remove; 

And learn no more to doubt Victoria's Love. 
Alph. That fatal Proof I never did deſire. 
Vie. And yet a Proof more fatal you require. 

Which would, with Infamy, my Name purſue; 

'To fly my Fathcr, and to follow you. 

Alph. Your Love you forfeit, if you go away. 
Vid. I forfeit my Obedience if JI ſtay. 

Alph. You may transfer your Duty, and be mine. 
Vi#. Yes, when my Father ſhall his Claim reſign: 

For when the Nuptial Knot our Love aſſures, 

All that was his before, is, after, yours. [ ſwore, 
Alph. Then, when you vow'd your Love, you falſly 
Vic. I love you much, but love my Honour more. 
Alþh. You hate my Rival, yet you take the way 

'To make you his inevitable Prey. 5 
Vie. Beaſts fear not more to be the Hunter's Spoil. 
Alph. Then ſure you would not run into the Toll, 

How ill your Actions with your Words agree! 

Vie. This Friend is ſtill at hand to ſet me free, 
ray! up the Dagger. 
Alph. Let me not live to ſee that fatal Hour: 

Rather return into your Father's Pow'r. 

Rather return into h7s Arms again, 

For whom your loft Alphonſo you diſdain. 

If one muſt die, to ſet your Honour free, 

You have already caſt the Lot on me. 

Death is my only way to clear my Fame ; 

Which muſt be branded with a Coward's Name, 

If baſely I reſign Victoria's Charms, 

And. tamely give you to my Rival's Arms. 


Fig,. 
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vid. To give me to my Father is no Crime. 
Alph. Tis {till the ſame ; your Father gives you him. 
Ungrateful Woman | ** 
2 More ungrateful Man! 
More than I ought 1 give, and all I can: 
But if my Duty I prefer to you, 
Be fatisfy'd with all that Love can do. 
Alþph. Not fatisfy'd ; but yet your Will ſhall be 
Like Fate's inviolable Law to me. 
Since my unhappy Stars will have it fo, 
Depart from hence, and leave your Father's Foe. 
Go then; but quickly go: for while you ſtay, 
As on a Rack 1 find my ſelf decay; 
And every Moment looks a Part of me away. 
Viz. I wiſh I with my Duty could diſpenſe ; 
Heav'n knows how loth I am to part from hence: 
8, from the Seal is ſoften'd Wax disjoin'd ; | 
So, from the Mother Plant, the tender Rind : 
But take the lateſt Pledge that Love can give ; 
Have Courage, and for your Victoria live. 
[She offers him her Hand, he kiſſes it: Exit Victoria, 


he looking after her. 
Enter Ramirez, attended by Carlos; Ramirez embraces 
Alphonſo. 


Ram. Prop of my Age, and Pattern of my Youth, 

But ſuch as far excels th* Original; 

Ten thouſand Bleſſings on thee, for this Deed. 
Alph.Hezay'n and my Fate ſpeak other Language to me; 

No Bleſſings, none, but Millions of their Curſes, 

Like burning Glaſſes, with contracted Beams, 

Are pointed on my Head. "il 
Ram. What Words are theſe, on this auſpicious Day 
Alph. Oh fly me, fly me, Sir ; | | 

Leſt the Contagion of my Woes, 

Pollute my Fathes's Joys; Victoria's gone, 

And with her went A4/phon/o's Life, and Soul. 

Ram. You had her in your Power; and were too eaſys 
Alph. Or rather ſhe too cruel. 

Her Duty forc'd her hence, in ſcorn of Love. 1 

am. 
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Ram. You muſt reſume your Arms; 
And force her Father's Will, to make her yours. 
Why, like a Woman, ſtand you thus complaining, 
Born to the Strength, and Courage of a Man ? 
Rouze up your Spirits to a juſt Revenge; 
Like Lightning waſtful, and like Thunder loud. 
Rivers of Blood ſhall run about the Town ; 
For which you were fo laviſh of your own. 
Garcia ſhall die, and by his Death, remove 
The Cauſe of Jealouſy, and injur'd Love; 
The King himſelf, th'ungrateful King, ſhall fall; 
Of all our Is, the curſt Original. 

Alph. Beſeech you, Sir, no more. 

Ram. Your Reaſon, Son? 


Alph. For you have giv'n my Soul ſo large a Swing, 


That it bornds back again with double Force ; 
Only becauſe you carned it too far. 9 
You've ſet an _— ſo vaſt Deſtruction 
Before my Sight, Reaſon ſhuns th' Approach; 
And dares not view the fearful Precipice. 

Ram. Is Vengeance, which is ſaid ſo ſweet a Morſe], 
That Heav'n reſerves it for its proper Tafte, | 
Is it fo ſoon diſ-relifht ? 

Alph. What have the People done? the Sheep of Princes, 
'That they ſhould periſh for the Shepherd's Fault! 
They bring their yearly Wool, to clothe their Owners; 
And yet when bare themſelves, are cull'd for Slaughter, 
Should I do this, what could the Wolf do more, 

'Than what the Maſter did ? 

Ram. Then Garcia, muſt he ſcape? 

Alph. Tis true, I had him at my Mercy once ; 

I ſhould have kill'd him then, or once forgiven, 

Should ſpare him now. | 

Ram. [ Afide.] His noble Soul relents ! 
Alph. But then I give Victoria to his Arms; 

And make my own Deſtruction my own Act — 

That fires my Blood again yet if ſhe loves him, 

Is killing him ſhe loves, the Way to gain her ? 

No, let him live but Fzramond ſhall die; wi 

| 0, 
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Who, when he was my Father as he thought, 
When I deſerv'd his Love, then hated me. [way 


Ram. [ 4fide. ] Oh! now the Tempeſt drives another 


Alph. No more Deliberation, there it goes: 
Tu kill him firſt, to fatisfy my Vengeance: 
And then, t'atone her Anger, kill my ſelf. 


[ Seems going haſtily. 


Ram. Hold, hold, 4/phon/o ; Heav'n and Earth, and 


Who have a Father's Title to your Life, 
Forbid that Parricide. | 


I, 


Ab. Wou' d you refuſe a Mad-man leave to ſleep ? 


'Tis dleep muſt cure me, and that Sleep is Death. 


Ram. A Mad-man muſt be cool'd, to make him ſleep. 


I have prepar'd a gentle Opiat for you, 
One Moment's Patience, and I will infuſe it: 
You ſee me diſpoſſeſt of all my State=—— 


Abb. Yes, to my Grief: and to enhance that Grief, 


'Tis to my Sword, my Father owes his Ruin. 


Ram. And tis that only Sword that can reſtore me. 


It muſt, and ought: you owe it to your Duty. 

Alph. Duty was what Victoria urg'd to me: 
I hate that fatal Word, becauſe ſhe us'd it; 
And for a cruel Father, left her Love. 


Ram. Cou'd ſhe do that, for Veramond, a Tyrant, 


Which you refuſe to me ? 


The conquering Troops of Arragon are yor rs: 
You are heir Tie, their Idol, and their Soul. 


Conduct me home, and with their Aid reſtore me; 


And that once done, we ſhall not need to treat; 
For Veramond himſelf will ſend, and ſue 
For that Alliance, which his Pride now ſcorns. 


A41ph. Long ere that time, Victoria will be Garcia's : 


Her Father will not loſe one Moment's ſpace, 
To gratify his Vengeance with my Ruin : 

If I wou'd force him, this muſt be the Time; 
Which ſince I now refuſe, tis loſt for ever. 
Hear then ; and take it as my laſt Reſolve ; 


Lead you the Troops : you need not fear their Faith : 


The Guilt of their Rebellion makes em yours. 


With 


* 
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With them, and with your own, reſtore your ſelf. 

Ram. Then what becomes of you ? 

Alþh. No matter what. 
Provide your ſelf of ſome more worthy Heir, 
For I am loſt, beyond Redemption loſt ; 
Farewel the Joys of Empire from this Moment : 
Farewel the Honours of the duſty Field ; 
Here I lay down 0 * of Death. 

ngtrds his Sword, and lays it 

And may it gird ſome happier Soldier's Side: = 
For nothing it could gain, can counteryail 
To me, the Loſs of my Victoria's Love. 
Your Bleſſing, and farewel [ Kneel;, 

Ram. Alas, I fear ſome fatal Reſolution 
Is harbour'd in your Soul: If thus you leave me, 

My Mind forebodes, we never more ſhall meet. 

Ajph. Give not ſo black an Omen to this Parting, 
For we may meet again, if Heav'n thinks fit 
A Beam of Comfert, like the Moon thro' Clouds, 
Gilds the brown Horror, and directs my Way. 

Blaſt not my Purpoſe, by refuſing Leave, 
Nor aſk the Means : But — will not die, 
Till I have proy'd th' extremeſt Remedy. 

And if, unarm'd, I go to tempt my Fate, 
Think my Deſpair is from Victoria's Hate. 


[Exit Alphonſo, 
Ram. I might have us'd the Pow r Heav'n gives to Pa- 
And hinder'd his Departure: + [rent 


But ſomewhat of Divine controul'd my Tongue; 
For Heroes Souls, irregular to us, 

Yet move like Planets in their proper Sphere; 
Performing even Courſe, 

In Paths uneven to Beholders Eyes. 


=» „ 


[Pauſes a th, 
[7 Carlos. ] His Words, myſterious as they were, imported 
dome deſperate Deſign, which I muſt watch, ) 
And therefore dare not lead the Forces far: | | 
But camp'd without the Town, at ſome ſmall Diſtance, “ 
J expect the Iſſue, and prevent his Death. 


Carl. 


1 


ed 
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Carl. Sir, what Orders give you? for you are now 
our General. 

Ram. Follow, and you ſhall know —— 

[Exit Ramirez. 

Carl. Follow ! whither ? No Plunder, when the Town 
was fairly taken! there's a hopeful General to follow ; 
the Son and Father are both gone away, without preyi- 
ding for me, who betray'd the City to 'em ; a fine In- 
couragement for Virtue ! Well, theſe Monarchs make 
no more of us Soldiers, when their turn is ſerv'd, than 
we make of our old batter'd Horſes; to put us off for 
Stallions, is the beſt that can become of us : And thoſe 
indeed - are my preſent Circumſtances: Dalinda will 
none, and Sancho is juſt mounting; if I get not between, 
and thruſt him off: For which purpoſe I have inſinua- 
ted to him that I have left Dalinda for his ſake, and 
am upon another Scent Yonder he comes : This, 
and another Lye ,which I have ready ;coin'd, will go 
near to ſpoil his Market, 

Enter Sancho. 

San. Well, Carlos, the Hurly Burly's quite over; I 
met Ramirez marching off the Army; and juſt after- 
wards appear'd a Fellow in a Fool's Coat on Horſe- 
back, with three Trumpets; Herod, I think they call'd 
him ; ſome ſuch Jewiſh Name. 

Carl. A Herald at Arms you mean. 

San. It may be ſo; but I ſhould have taken him for 
ſome Pardonner, for he ſcatter'd Indulgences by Hand- 
fuls to the People, but only they paid nothing for 'em. 

Carl. But did he proclaim nothing ? 

San. Oh, yes; and now I remember, he began his 
Speech with, O Yes, too ; he proclaim'd a General Par- 
don to all Rebels, of which Number, you know, you 
and I, Carli, were two Ring-leaders. 

Carl. Then farewel Ramirez, e' en trudge on by 
your ſelf, for there's an end of my Expedition ; I will 
lay down my Arms like a dutiful Subject, and ſubmit 
to his Majeſty when I can rebel no longer. 

San. Very good; and try t'other touch for Dalinda, 
will you ? | 1 


Vo I. VI. Y Carl. 
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Carl. You know I have quitted her for your Sake, 
and now am altogether for — Let me ſee, what Lady 
am I for? uy 

San. Pump, pump, Carlas, for that's to be invented 

et. | 
: Carl. Only out of my Head a little: Tis the dead 
Count's Siſter; a great Fortune fince her Brother died, 
but ſomewhat homely : She has already made ſome Ad. 
vances to me, or elle I lye. 

San. And will you ſay To have and to bold, with an 
ugly Woman ? 

Carl. Yes, and For Better for Worſe, that is, for Virgin 
or for Whore, as you will, Sancho; who are liſting your 
ſelf into the Honourable Company of Cuckolds. 

San. What, a Heroe as I am, to be a Cuckold ? 

Carl. Do not diſdain your Calling; Julius Cæſar 
was one before you: the Count has had her by her own 

. Confeſſion ; ſo ſhe's a Nobleman's Dowager, for your 

Comfort. | 

San. Pugh, ſhe deny'd it afterwards ; that was but a 
Copy of her Countenance. | 

Carl. What if it prove a Copy of the Conde's Counte- 
nance, do you think ſhe had net a Baſtard by him? 

San. That was only a Plot betwixt us to cheat her 

Father. | 

Carl. Did her Father know nothing of it? 

San. Not a Syllable. 

Carl. Then when he believ'd you to be the Count, 
how came he to charge you with enjoying her ? | 

San. That is ſomething to the — 1 but now [ 
think on't, 'tis nothing neither; 'tis but asking her the 
Queſtion, and I know ſhe'll ſatisfy me. 

Carl. And you are reſolv'd to take her Word? | 

San. Rather than yours; for you may have a 
to have a lick at the Heney-pot your ſelf. 
© Carl. Farewel ; you know I have cther Buſineſs up- 
on the Stocks. | [Seems going dul. 

San. Stay, Carlos; Pm afraid you know ſomething 

more of this bawdy Buſineſs than you confeſo. 


Carl. 
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Carl. Fecks, not I. 
San. Fecks ! what a ſneaking Oath is that for a Man 
of Honour? Swear, me bloodily like a Soldier, if you 
wou'd be believ'd. | 
Carl. Without Swearing, I believe her honeſt ; there- 
fore make ſure of her immediately. 
Sar. That is, take a Rival's Counſel, and make ſure 
of being an antedated Cuckold. | 
Carl If you won't believe me, I can't help it: but 
marry Dalinda, and be happy ; for I may prevent you, 
if you make not haſte. 
San. Thou haſt cheated me ſo often, that I can't cre- 
dit one Syllable thou ſay'ſt. 
Carl. [ going out.] Then take your Fortune. 
Carlos pulls out his Handkerchief to wipe his 
Face, and drops a Letter. 
Yonder comes Dalinda; I know her by her Trip. I'll 
watch their Greeting. | Exit. 
San. The Rogue's malicious, and wou'd have me 
marry her in ſpite ; beſides he's off and on at ſo de- 
viliſh a Rate, a Man knows not where to have him : 
Well, I am reſolv'd in the firſt Place not to follow the 
Rogue's Counſel, I will not marry her becauſe he ad- 
vis d me to it; and yet I will marry her, becauſe he 
counſell'd me not to marry her: Hey-day, I will 
her, and I will not marry her! what's the Meaning of 
this, Friend Sancho? 
That's taking the Rogue's Advice one way or t'other. 
[Sees the Letter and takes it up. 
What, has he dropt a Letter! To whom is it di ? 
to Don Carlos D'Nbarra, that's himſelf. 
[ Mutters, as reading to himſeh . 


Dalinda's Fair, and a Fortune; but marry her not; for 
to my Knowledge (Pox confound him for his Knowledge) 
foe has had a—— (What a —— Mr. Friend?) why, a 
Baſtard, by the late Conde: (Ay, I thought as much.) 

But his Sifter Leonora is in Love with you. | 


Damn it, I'll read no more : It agrees with what he 
firſt told me ; and ————_ it muſt be all Orthodox ; 
2 Here 
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Here ſhe comes too, juſt in the nick of my Revenge: 
but I ſhall be very Laconick with her. 
2 Enter Dalinda. 
Dal. Now Servant. 
Han. Now Cockatrice. 
Dal. You're pretty familiar 
San. So have you been | 
Dal. With your Miſtreſs. 
San, With the Conde, of Whoring Memory. 
Dal. A fine Salutation ! 
San. A final Parting. 
Dal. What's the Meaning of this? will you come in! 
Sen. Will you goin? 
Dal. Come, look upon me. | 
| (She makes the Doux Yeux 10 him, 
Sar. I have no Eyes. 
Dal. Then I mult take you by the Hand. 
[She offers, and he pulls bach, 
San. I have no Hands neither. 
Dal. How's this! I have been but too kind 
' San. Yes, to the Conde. 
Dal. Pugh, that was a Jeſt, you know. 
San. Tis turn'd to earneſt. | 
Dal. You know 'twas of my Conceptien. - 
San. And of your bringing forth too. 
Dal. What did I bring torth ? 
San. A Baſtard. | 
Dal O Impudent ! 
San. Woman. 
Dal. What Proof have you of that Scandal? 
San. This, with a Pox to y ee. 
| * [Throws her the Letter. 
Patience, oh ye Gods ! [Exit. 
[She takes up the Note, and as foe is reading it, 
Re-enter Carlos. 
Carl. Much good may do you with your Note, Ma- 
dam; now I think I am reveng'd at full; your Cully 
has forſaken you. 
Dal. Well, I did not expect this from you, Couſin 


Carlos. 
Cart 
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Carl. What did you take me for? King Log in Z£/op's 
Fables, for you to inſult me, and play at Leap-Frog o- 
yer me? Did not you forſake me for a Fool ? 

Dal. But was not this a terrible Revenge of yours ? 
muſt you needs ſhew him the Letter which has ruin'd 
my Reputation, and loſt my Fortune? Am I the firſt 
frail Creature, that had the Misfortune of two Great 
Bellies, and yet afterwards was decently married, and 
paſs'd for a Virgin? 

Carl. Nay, don't aggravate the Matter: cenſult your 
Note, and you'll find but one Baſtard charged upon 
you; you ſee I was not for laying Loaders. 

Dal. A great Courteſy to bate me one, as if that was 
not enough to do my Buſineſs. | 

Carl. Well, ſuppoſe I ſhou'd diſcover this Contri- 
yance of mine ; and ſet all right again ? | 

Dal. [ Afide, ] Contrivance ; oh Heay'n ! I've undone 
my ſelf, by confeſſing all too ſoon. 

Carl. If I ſhou'd prove you innocent, you'd prove 
ungrateful ? 

Dal. No, you know I always lov'd you, 

Carl. You've ſhown it moſt abundantly, in chuſing 
Sancho ? 

Dal. You ſpeak more truly than you think: I have 
ſhewn it. For, ſince I muſt confeſs the Truth to you, 
I am no Fortune : my Father, tho' he bears it high to 
put me off, has mortgag'd his Eſtate : We keep Ser- 
vants for Shew, and when we ſhou'd pay their Wages, 
pick a Quarrel with their Service, and turn 'em off 
pennyleſs. 'There's neither Sheet nor Shirt in the 
whole Family ; the Lodging-Rooms are furniſht with 
Loam : and bare Mattreſſes are the Beds. The Dining- 
Room plays the Hypocrite for all the Houſe ; for all the 
Furniture is there : when Strangers dine with us, we eat 
before the Servants, and then they faſt; but when we 
dine alone, tis all a Muſs : They ſcramble for Victuals, 
before tis ſerv'd up, and then we faſt. ; 

Carl. The Spirit of Famine comes upon me, at the 
very Deſcription of it. | 


923 Dal. 
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Dal. Now ſince neither you nor I have Fortunes, what 
ſhou'd we do together, unleſs we ſhou'd turn Canibali, 
and eat up one another? But if you wou'd make up this 
foul Buſineſs, and help me to that rich Fool Sancho, I 
ſay no more, but 
Carl. But thou wou'dſt be kind to me; ſpeak out, 

for I dare not truſt thee, thou'rt ſuch a Woman. 

Dal. You ſhou'd 

Carl. What ſhou'd I ? 

Dal. Why, you ſhou'd 

Carl. Well, well, I will believe thee, tho' my Heart 
miigives me plaguily. And therefore, in the firſt Place, 
I beg your Pardon for the Scandal I have laid upon you: 
In the next, I reſtore your Virginity, and take away 
your Baſtard. 

Dal. And you'll tell Sancho *twas a forg'd Letter. 

Carl. No doubt on't; for I wrote it to my ſelf; and 
eut of Revenge invented the whole Story. 

Dal. But ſuppoſe, dear Couſin, that Sancho ſhou'd 


= 


not believe all this to be your Invention ; and ſhou'd 


ſill ſuſpect the Letter to be true ? 

Carl. I can eaſily convince him, by writing the ſame 
Hand again, in which that Letter was indited. 

Dal. That's an excellent Expedient; but do it now; 
for a Woman can never be clear'd too ſoen. 

Carl. But when you are clear'd, you'll forget your 
Promiſe to me | 

Dal. But if I am not clear'd, I cannot marry him; 
nor be put in a Way to keep my Promiſe. Come, I'Il 
hold my Hand, write upon it, I always carry Pen and 
Ink about me. 


Carl. Let me ſeal my Affection firſt : [ Kiſſes her Hand. 


Now, what ſhou'd I write? 

Dal. Only theſe Words at the Bottom of the Note, 
in the ſame Character ; 
This Letter was wholly forg'd by me, Carlis. 


[ He kneels and writes. 
Carl. There tis. 


[Gives it her, ſhe puts it in her Pocket. 


But 
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But now tell me truly ; what made you confeſs a couple 
of Baſtards, have you indeed been dabbling ? 

Dal. Who, I confeſs it! Oh thou impaudent Fellow! 
I only ſooth'd thee up in thy Villainy, to make thee be- 
tray thy own Plot. I confeſs'd ſeemingly, to make thee 
confeſs really. Heav'n and thy own Conſcience, know 
I did. [ Seems to qweep. 

Carl. But when you're married, you'll remember your 
Promiſe ? & 

Dal. What Promile ? 

Carl. That I ſhou'd 

Dal. Shou'd what? 

Carl. Muſt I tell you? 

Dal. No, I'll tell you; I ſaid you ſhou'd, and ſo you 
ſhall, be cozen'd in your Expectation. 

Carl. I foreboded this; and yet was Fool enough te 
truſt thee ; give me back my Letter. 

Dal. What, deliver up my Evidence, that's the Teſti- 
mony of my Virtue, and thy Wickedneſs ? 

Carl. I'll ſearch your Petticoat. 

Dal. Dare but touch my Petticoat, and I'll cry out a 
Rape againſt thee. 

Carl. Oh thou Ewe of Genefs; thou wou'dſt have 
tempted the Serpent, if thou hadſt been there. 

Dal. The next News you hear is of my Wedding; be 
patient, and you ſhall be invited to the Dinner. 
Carl. I fay no more, but I'll go home and indite 7am- 
bicks ; thou ſhalt not want for an Epitha/amium ; I'll do 
thy Buſineſs in Verſe. [Exit, 
Dal. My Comfort is, I have done your Bulineſs in 


Proſe, already. 


The wittieft Men are all but Women's Tools, 
 *Tis our Prerogative, to make 'em Fools. 
For one ſweet Look, the Rich, the Beaux, the Braves, 
And all Mankind, run headlong to be Slaves. 
Ours is the Harveſt which thoſe [edians mow ; 


| They plough the Deep, but we reap what they ſow. 


[ Exit. 
Ys SCP 
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The SCENE, Lopez's Houſe. 
Sancho, Lopez, Dalinda, Carlos meeting. them. 
Carl. * you Joy, Mr. Brid m and Mrs. Bride 


I you ſee I have accepted your Invitation. 

San. And thou art welcome, as a Witneſs of my Tri- 
umph. 

Carl I cou'd tell Tales, that wou'd ſpoil your Appe- 
tite, both to your Dinner and your Bride : You think 
you are married to a vaſt Fortune. | 

Dal. A better, perhaps, than you imagine. 

L:p. For if Sancho looks into his Writings, he'll find 
that my Eſtate was mortgag'd to his Father. 

San. Then wou'd I had lookt into my Writings be- 
fore I had lookt fo far into your Daughter. 

Dal. My Father's Fortune will be yours at laſt : and 
J have but redeem'd it for you. 

San. I'm ſure I'm married without Redemption! 

Carl. Vou muſt take the good and the bad together; 
he - keeps a tame Cat muſt be content to be ſcratcht 
2 little. 

Dal. The Count's Siſter, I hope, has Claws for you 
too. . 
Carl. That was invented only in hopes of you, Da- 
linda: tho' now I thank my Stars that I have miſs'd 
you : for two Wits without Fortunes, wou'd be like 
two Milſtones without Corn betwixt em; they wou'd 
only grind upon one another, and make a terrible Noiſe, 
but no Meal wou'd follow. -- 

Enter @ Nurſe leading a Bey and a Girl. 

Nurſe. Madam, here are two poor Orphans, that 
hearing you are married, come to dine with you. 25 


NATURE will Prevail. 501 


Dal. Laſide.] My two Baſtards! I am undone : what 
mall I do with 'em? | 

Lop. [4fide.) The Devil take my damn'd Grand- 
Children for their unſeaſonable Viſit. 

San Welcome, welcome: They're come a mumming 
to grace my Wedding, I'Il warrant you. 

Carl. I begin to ſuſpe& they come to ſup and lodge, 
23 well as dine here. | 

Lop. [to Nurſe.) There's two Piſtoles for you; take 
'em away, and bring 'em again to Morrow Morning. 

Nurſe. Thank your Honour: Come away, Children; 
but firſt I muſt deliver a Note to this Gentleman: Don 
Carlos, I am ſure you remember me. . 

[ Gives him a Note. 

Carl. Did not you wait on Donna Leonora, the 
Conde's Silter ? 

Nurfe. Have you forgotten Tex, the faithful Truſtee 
ef your Affection? Read your Letter; there's better 
News than you deſerve, 

[ Carlos reads his Letter to himſelf. 

Dal. [to Nurſe.] Steal away, dear Nurſe, while he's 
reading, and there's more Money for you ; fear not, 
| you ſhall be duly paid; for I am married to one who 
can provide fer them. 

Nurſe. [to her.) Well I'll keep your Credit: but re- 
member. Exit Nurſe, with the Children. 

Carl. [after Reading.) Poor loving Creature, ſhe is 
e'en too conſtant; I cou'd never have expected this 
from her: Look you here, you ſhall ſee I have no 
Reaſon to envy your Fortune, Sancho. 

| [ Looks about him. 
How now, what's become of the Nurſe and the two 
Children ? 

Dal. They wou'd have been but too troubleſome 
Guefts, and are gone away. f 

Carl. By your Fayour I fhall make bold to call em 


back a E xit Carlos. 


” [a Lopes. Oh barbarous Villain! he'll diſcover 
: d i + _- Top. 
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Lop. The beſt on't is, you're already married. 

Dal. But we have not conſummated : I could have ſo 
wheedled Mr. Bridegroom to Night, that ere to Mor. 
row Morning he ſhou'd have forgiven me. | 

Re-enter Carlos, with Nurſe and Children. 

Carl. Come, Nurſe, no more mincing Matters; your 
Lady's Orders in my Letter muſt be obey'd: I mug 
find a Father and Mother for the Children in this Com- 


any. 
he Whoſe pretty Children are- thels, Carle, that 


you are to provide for ? 

Carl. Een your Bride's, Sancho, at your Service: 
Children, do your Duty to your Mother. 
' Chilaren. | Kneeling. ] Mamma, your Bleſſing. 

San. Hey Day, what's here ta do ? Are theſe the 
Iſſue of your Body, Madam Bride? 

Carl. Yes ; and they are now your Children by the 
Mother's Side : the late Conde preſents his Service to you, 
with theſe two Pledges of his Affection to your Wife. 

San. Is it even thus, Dalinda ? 

Lop. Chriſtian Patience, Son-in-Law. 
San. Chriſtian Patience ! I fay * Fury: This s 
enough to make me turn Jew again, like my Father of 
Hebrew Memory. a 

Carl. Vou may make your Aſſault, Colonel, without 
Danger; the Breach is already made to your Hands. 

San. Ay, the Devil take him that ſtorm'd it firſt, 

Carl. Speak well of the Dead. 

Dal. | Kneeling.) And forgive the Living. 

San. Oh Dalinda! no more Dalinda, but Dalilab the 
Philiftine : Cou'd you find none but me to practiſe on? 

Carl. Sooner upon you than upon any Man; for Na- 
ture has put a Superſcription upon a Fool's Face, and all 
Cheats are directed thither. , 

Lap. There's no recalling what's paſt and done. 

San. You never ſaid a truer Word, Father-in-Law ; tis 
done, indeed, to my Sorrow, 
Carl. If you cou'd undo it, Sancho, it were ſome- 
thing; but ſince you cannot, your only Remedy is to 


do it again, 


San. 


fo 
or- 
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San. That's true: but the Memory of that damn'4 
Conde is enough to turn one's Stomach to her: Do yo! 
remember-what a deviliſh hunch Back he had when you 
and I play'd him? 

Carl. For that Reaſon you may be ſure ſhe'll loath 
the Thought of him. 

San. Do you think ſo, Carlos? 

Dal. How can I do otherwiſe, when T have in my 
Arms ſo handſome, ſo ſweet, and ſo charming a Cava- 
lier as you ? | 

San. Well, I am I know not howiſh-; ſhe has a deli- 
cious Tongue of her own, and I begin to mollify. _ 
Carl. Do, Sancho: Faith, you've held it out too long, 
in Conſcience, for ſo ſlight a Quarrel ; this is nothing a- 
mong great Ladies, Man; how many Fathers have I 
known that have given their Bleſſings to other Mens 
Children? Come, ' bleſs em, bleſs em, honeſt Daddy. 
Kneel down, Children. | 

Children. [ Kneeling. |] Your Bleſſing, Pappa. 

[ Children cry. 

San. It goes againſt the Grain to give it them. 

Carl. For ſhame, Sanche, take em up: you'll break 
their pretty Hearts elſe : twou'd grieve a Man's Soul to 
ſee em weep thus, ; 

San. Ay, they learnt that Trick of their Mother ; but 
J cannot be obdurate, the Fault was none of theirs, I'm 
ſure. | [ Crying. 
Heav'n &en bleſs you, and I'll provide for you: Nay, 
and it ſhall go hard, but I'll get you ſome more Play- 
Fellows; if your Mother be as fruitful as ſhe us'd to be. 

Lop. Why this is as it ſhou'd be. 8 

Dal. Heav'n reward you; and I'll ſtudy Obedience 
to you. IS 

San. They ſay, Children are great Bleſſings; if they 
are, I have two great Bleſſings ready gotten to my Hands. 

Carl. For your Comfort, Marriage, they ſay, is Holy. 

San. Ay, and ſo is Martyrdom, as they ſay ; but both 
of 'em are good for juſt nothing, but to make an End of 
2 Man's Life. i 


Lab. 
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Lop. Chear up, Son in- Law, your Children are very 
towardly, you ſee they can aſk Bleſſing already. 

Dal. If he does not like em, he may get the next 
himſelf. 

Carl. I will not trouble the Company, with reading 
my Letter from the dead Count's Siſter ; tis enough to 
tell you, that I lov'd her once, and forſook her, be- 
cauſe ſhe was then no Fortune: But ſhe has been kinder 
to me, than I deſerve; and has offer d me her Brother's 
Eſtate in Dowry with her. 

Dal. Which I hope you will accept. 

Carl. Yes, and releaſe you of a certain Promiſe to me, 
without explaining. She only recommended to me her 
Brother's Children by Dalinda. And I think I have 
taken a decent Care in providing them a rich Father. 

San. I always lov'd a Harlot, and now I have one of 
my own, Þ ll e'en take up with her; for my Youth is 

oing ; and my Days of Whoring, I mean emphatical 

horing, are almoſt over. But for once, we'll have a 
Frolick ; come Off-ſpring, can either of you two dance ? 

1 Child. Ves, forſooth Father, and my Siſter can ſing 
too like an Angel. 

San. Then foot it featly ; that you may fay hereafter, 
you remember when your Mother was firit married, and 
danc'd at her Wedding. 

Carl. Hold a little; you may remember too, Madam 
Bride, that I promis'd you an Epithalamium : *' Twas 
meant a Satire; but Fortune has turn'd it to a Jeſt; I 
Have giv'n it to the Muſicians, and brought 'em along 
with me; ſtrike up, Gentlemen. 

[The Dance is firſt, then the Song, the laſt Words of 

æobich are ſung while the Company is going out, and 
tne Muſick plays before them. 
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SONG: By Mr. CONGREPE. 


I 


Not datan'd to the Bed of an ignorant Bride 
Secure of what's left, be ne er miſſes the reſt, 
But where there's enough, ſuppoſes a Feaſt ; 
Ss foreknowing the Cheat, 
He eſcapes the Deceit, 
And in ſpite of the Curſe, reſolves to be bleſt. 


II. 


If Children are Bleſſings, his Comfar.” s the more, 
Whoſe Spouſe has been known to be fruitful before ; 
And the Boy that ſhe brings ready made to his Hand, 
May ſtand him inflead, for an Heir to his Land, 
Shou'd his own prove a Sot, 
When he's lawfully got, a 
At when e' er tis fo, if he don't, Dll be hang d. 


SONG fra GIRL, 


T. 
Young I am, and yet unshilÞ d 
How to make a Lower yield : 
How to deep, or how to gain; 
When to love, and when to feigu. 


H. 


Take me, take me ſome of you, 

While I yet am young and true; 
Fre I cgn my Soul diſguiſe, 

Heawve my Breaſts, and roll my Eyes. 


HI. 


Stay not till I learn the way, 
How to he, and to betray : 
He that has me firſt, is bleſt, 
For I may deceive the refl. © 


| How happy's the Husband, whoſe Wife has been try'd ! 


IV. 
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Con d I find a blooming Youth ; 
Full of Lowe, and full of Truth, 


Brisk, and of a janty Mein, 
T fhou'd long to be Fifteen. [Exeunt Omnes. 


A Royal Chamber is diſcover'd, by drawing the former 
Scene; Veramond, Garcia, Ximena, Victoria, Celidea, 
with a full Train of Courtiers and Guards : among]? the 
Croud, Ramirez diſguis'd, with ſome of his Party. 
Vera. [To Vict. ] No more Delays, but go. 

Xim. This is inhuman, 

To preſs her to a Marriage made by Force. 

At leaſt allow your ſelf and her this Day, 

That each of you may think, and one may change. 
Vera. You mean, the Times or Accidents may change, 

And leave her for A/phonſo. | : 
Xim. Your Enemies are but without your Gates, 

And ſoon they may return: Forbear for Fear, 
Vera. The ſooner then 

I muſt prevent th* Effect of their Return. 

What now remains, but to complete my Vows, 

And facrifice to Vengeance ? 

Xim. Your own Daughter ! 

Vera. Even her, my elf, and all the World together, 
Vid. Can you refuſe me one poor Day to live? 
Vera. Obey me, and be bleſt ; if not, accurſt. 

A Father's Curſe has Wings, remember that; 

'Thro' this World and the next, it will purſue thee ; 

And fink thee down, for ever. | 
Vid. Tis enough, 

I know how far a N owes Obedience; 

But Duty has a Bound like other Empires: 

It reaches but to Life, for all beyond it 

Is the Dominion of another World, 

Where you have no Command. 


For you, Don Garcia, | . 
You know the Pow'r a Miſtreſs ought to have; 


But fince you will be Maſter, take your Hour, 
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The next is mine. 

Gar. I grant the Debt of Service which I owe you ; 
But tis a Sum too vaſt to pay at ſight. x: 
If now you call it in, I muſt be bankrupt 
To all my future Bliſs. 

Vi#. I find by you, 

The Laws of Love are like the Laws of Heaven: 
All know, but few will keep em To the Temple, 
Where I my ſelf am Victim. 

Enter Alphonſo, unarm'd; all ſeem amaz'd. 

Alph. Stay, Veramond. 

Vera. [ Afide.] Alphonſo here! then all my Hopes are 
The Town is his, and I once more a Slave. [blaſted ; 
Alþh. Diſmiſs thy Fears and tremble not, old Man; 

I neither come with Purpoſe, nor with Power 
T'avenge my Wrongs, but ſingle and unarm'd : 
This Head is neceſſary to thy Peace, 
And to Victoria's violated Vows; 
Who, while I live, can never be Don Garcia's. 
Take then this odious Life : ſecurely take it, 
And glut thy Vengeance with A/phon/o's Blood. 
Behold the Man who forc'd thee in thy Strength, 
In thy Imperial Town made thee a Captive. 
Now give thy Fury ſcope: revenge th' Affront, 
And ſhew more Pity not to ſpare my Life, 
Than I in ſparing thine. 
Aim. [To Celidea. ] Oh boundleſs Courage, or extreme 
Deſpair ! [reddens. 

Cel. [To her.) I tremble for th' Event; ſee the King 

The Fear which ſeiz'd him at 4/phon/e's Sight, 

And left his Face forſaken of his Blood, 

Is vaniſh'd now: | | 

And a new Tide returns upon his Cheeks ; 

And Rage and Vengeance ſparkle in his Eyes. [Streets ; 

Vera. { Afide.] All things are huſht, no Noiſe is in the 
Nor Shouts of Soldiers, nor the Cries of Matrons, 

To ſpeak a Town in Plunder — Then I take 
A Traitor's Counſel once, and thou ſhalt die: Jo Alph. 
Condemn'd by thy own Sentence, go to Death; * 

| or 


508 Love TRIUMPHANT: Or, 


Nor ſhall thy ſeeming Generoſity, 
And feign'd Aſſurance, fave thee ; tis Deſpair 
To ſee thy fruſtrate Hopes, that brought thee hither, 
To meet my juſt Revenge. 
Alph. Yes, I will die, becauſe I chuſe to die. 
Which had I not deſir'd, I had not come 
Unarm'd, unguarded, and alone, to tem 
Thy known Ingratitude, and barb'rous Hate. 
Boaſt not th' Advantage, which thou hold'it of me, 
But know thy ſelf for what thou art ; no more 
'Than the mean Minifter of my Deſpair. 
Vera. Whether to Heaven's Juſtice, or thy Choice, 
T owe this happy Hour of ſweet Revenge, 
I'll not be wanting to the wiſh'd Occaſion. 
Vid. You ſhall not die alone, my dear 4/pher/s, 
Tho' much I blame this deſp'rate Enterprize : 
You ſhould have ſtaid, to ſee 
Th' Event of what _ par — to perform: 
For had I been ſo baſe to be another's, 
That Baſeneſs might have cur'd your ill-plac'd Love. 
But this untimely Raſhneſs makes you guilty 
Both of your Fate, and mine. 
Alph. While I believ'd 
My Life was precious to my dear Victoria, 
J valu'd and preſerv'd it for her Sake. 
But when you broke from your Deliv'rer's Arms, 
To put your ſelf into a Tyrant's Power: 
I threw a worthleſs, wretched Being from me; 
Abandon'd firſt by you. . 
Vidt. Oh eruel Man! | 
Where, at what Moment did that Change begin, 
With which you tax my violated Vows ? 
J left your lawleſs Pow'r, to put my ſelf 
Into a Father's Chains, my lawful Tyrant. 
If this be my upbraided Crime, even this, 
On that-occafion, would I do once more. 
But, could I, w th my Honour ſafe, have ftaid 
In your dear Arms, bear witneſs Heav'n and Earth, 


Nor Threats, nor Force, nor Promiſes, nor Fears 
| Should 


N 
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Should take me from your Love. 

Alph. Oh, I believe you. 

Vaniſh my Fears, and cauſeleſs Jealouſies ; 

Live, my V:i&oria, for your ſelf, not me; 

But let th* unfortunate A/phon/o die: 

My Death will glut your cruel Father's Rage ; 

When I am gone, and his Revenge complete, 

Pity perhaps may ſeize a Parent's Mind, 

To free you from a hated Lover's Arms. | 
Cel. [To Ximena.] Speak, Mother, ſpeak : My Fa- 

ther gives you 'I'ime, 

He ſtands amaz'd, irreſolute and dumb: 

Like the ftill Face of Heav'n before a Storm; 

Speak, and arreſt the Thunder ere it rolls. 

Xin. I ſtand ſuſpected: But you, Celidea, 

The Favourite of his Heart, his darling Child, 

May ſpeak, and ought, your Int'reſt is concern'd : 

For if Alphonſo die, your Hopes are loſt. 

I ſee your Father's Soul, like glowing Steel, 

Is on the Anvil ; -ſtrike, while yet he's hot : 

Turn him, and ply him, ſet him ſtrait betimes, 

Leſt he for ever warp. | 

Cel. fear, and yet would ſpeak ; but will he hear me ? 
Xim. For what is all this Silence, but to hear ? 

Bring him but to calm Reas'ning, and he's gain'd. 

Cel. Then Heav'n inſpire my Tongue 
Sir, Royal Sir 
He hears me not; he lifts not up his Eyes: 

But fixt upon the Pavement, looks the way | 

That points to Death. [She pulls him, 

Oh hear me, hear me, Father. | 

Have you forgot that dear — Name, 

Never before in vain pronounc'd by me ? 
Vera. Ha! who diſturbs my Thoughts? 
Cel. [ Kneeling.) Tis Celidea. 

Alas I would 9 you, if I durſt: 

If ever I offended, even in Thought, 

Or made not your Commands 

The Bounds of all my Wiſhes, and Defires, 

Bid me be dumb, or elſe permit me Speech. 


Fra, 
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Vera. Oh riſe, my only unoffending Child, 
Who reconciles me to the Name of Father! 
Speak then; but not for her, and leſs for him. 

Cel. Perhaps I would accuſe em, not defend: 
For beth are guilty, dipt in equal Crimes; 
And are obnoxious to your Juſtice both. 

Vera. True, Celidea; thou confirm'ſt my Sentence; 
"Tis juſt Alphonſo die. 

Xim. [ Aſide.] Forgive her, Heav'n! ſhe aggravates 
their Faults ; 

And puſhes their Deſtruction. 
Cel. Speak, Alphon/o : 
Can you deny, when Royal Feramond, 
Then thought your Father, and by you ſo deem'd, 
When he requir'd your Captive, old Ramirez, 
And order'd his Confinement ; did you well 
'Then to controul the Pleaſure of that King, 
Under whoſe juſt Commands you fought _ conquer'd ? 

Alph. I did not well: But Heat of boiling Youth, 
And ill-weigh'd Honour, made me diſobey, 

Vera. That Cauſe is gain'd ; for he confeſſes Guilt, 
Proceed, moſt equitable Judge, proceed. 

Cel. [To Alphonſo.] Next I reproach you, with a 

worie Rebellion. - ; 
The King's firſt Promiſe to Don Garcia made, 
You dar'd t'oppoſe: forbad his fair Addreſſes ; 
'Then made a Ruffian Quarrel with that Prince. 
And laſt, were guilty of inceſtuous Love. 
J will not load my Siſter with Conſent ; 
But, in ſtrict Virtue, liſtning to a Crime, 
And not rejecting, is it ſelf a Crime. 

Vie. Is this a Siſter's Office? Peace for ſhame. 
We lov'd without tranſgreſſing Virtue's Bounds ; 
We fixt the Limits of our tend'reſt Thoughts; 
Came to the Verge of Honour, and there ſtopt: 
We warm'd us by the Fire; but were not ſcorcht. 
If this be Sin, Angels might love with les ; 
And mingle Rays of Minds, leſs pure than ours. 
Our Souls enjoy'd; but to their holy Feaſts, 
Bodies, on both fides, were forbidden Gueſts, 
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Cel. Now help me, Father; or our Cauſe is left ; 
For much I fear their Love was innocent. 

Vera. With my own Troops Alpbonſo ſeiz'd my Perſon, 
In my own Town, to my perpetual Shame : 
Paſs on to that ; and ſtrike the Traitor dead. 

Cel. Yes, proud Alphonſo, you were baniſht hence: 
Your Father was confin'd, and doom'd to Death; 
The Beauty you ador'd was made another's. 
How durſt you, then, attempt t'avenge your Wrongs, 
And force your Miſtreſs from your Rival's Arms; 
Rather than die contented, as you ought ? 

Alpb. Even for thoſe very Reaſons you alledge. 

Xim. [ Afde.] At laſt I find her Drift. | 

Vera. Thou juſtifi'ſt, and not accuſeſt him. 

Cel. Patience, good Father, and hear out the reſt. 

[To Alph. 

Thought you, becauſe you bravely fought, and conquer'd 
For Royal Vera mond, nay, ſav'd his Life, 
And ſet him free, when you had conquer'd him, 
Only becauſe he was Yi&oria's Father; 
Thought you for ſuch flight Services as theſe, | 
That he ſhou'd ſpare you now? O generous Madman 
To give your Head to one, who ne'er forgave. 

Vera. | Afide.] Oh, ſhe ſtings me. | 

Cel. And you, Don Garcia, witneſs to this Truth: 
Yeu were his hated Rival, fairly vanquiſht ; 
And yet he ſpar'd your Lite. 

Gar. At your Requeſt : 
I owe it to you both. 

Cel. That he diſmiſt my Sifter, twas her Fault: 
I charge it not on him; but 'twas his Folly : 
A capital Fool he was, in that laſt Error ; 
For which he juſtly ſtands condemn'd to Death. 
Your Sentence, Royal Sir ? 

Vera. That he ſhou'd live ; 
Shou'd live triumphant over Yeramond, 
And ſhou'd live happy in Victoria's Love 
Oh, I have held as long as Nature cou'd ; 
Convinc'd in Reaſon, obſtinate in Will; 
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I faw the Pleader's Aim, found her Defign, 
J long'd to be o'ercome, and yet reſiſted. 
What have I done againſt thee, my Alphonſe ? 
And what haſt thou not done for Yeramond ? 
Aim. Oh fortunate Event ! 
Via. Oh happy Day! 
Alph. Oh unexpected Bliſs, and therefore double! 
Vera. [To Alph. ] Can you forgive me? yes, I know 
Alphonſo can forgive Victoria's Father. [you can; 
But yet, in pity, pardon not too ſoon: 
Puniſh my Pride a while; 
And make me linger for ſo great a Good, 
Leſt Ecſtaſy of Joy prevent this Blefling ; 
And you, inſtead of Pardon, give me th. 
[He offers to kneel to Alphonſo : Alphonſo takes hin 
up, and kneels himſelf. 
Alph. Oh let me raiſe my Father from the Ground! 
Vera. [rifirg. ] Tis your peculiar Virtue, my Alphonſo, 
Always to raiſe me up. | 
Alph. Here let me grow, till I obtain your Grace: 
My Life has been one univerſal Crime; 
And you, like Heay'n, accepting ſhort Repentance, 
Forgive mv Length of Sins. 
Vera. [#-fing him. ] Let us forget from whence 
But ſince to ſave my Shame, thou wilt be guilty, 
Impute thy Hate for me, to ſure Inftin& ; 
That ſhow'd thee thy true Father in my Foe ; 
Now grafted on my Stock, be Son to both. 
[Turning to Gar.] To you, Don Garcia, next. 
Gar. Before you ſpeak, 
Permit me, Sir, t'aſſume ſome little Merit 
In this Day's Happineſs; your Promiſe made 
Viforia mine 
Alph. What then ? 
Gar. Nay, hear me out. 
He kept his Royal Word; he gave her me; 
J loſt her, when I fell beneath your Sword. 
Or if I have a Title, I reſign it, 
And make her yours. 


Alph. 
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Alph. I take her as your Gift. * | 
Gar. [To Vera.] Make me but bleſt in Celidea Love: 
che ſav d my Life, and hers it is for ever. 
'Tis pity ſhe who gain'd another's Cauſe, 
Shou'd loſe her own. | 
Vera. [ preſenting Celidea.] She's yours. 
Cel. My Joys are full. 
Vic. And mine o'er-flow. 
Alþh. And mine are all a Soul can bear, and live. 
Vera. Then ſeek we out Ramirex; 
To make him Partner of this happy Day, 
That gives him back his Crown, and his Alphonso. 
Ram. Behold me here, unſcught, with ſome few 
Friends. [ Taking off his Vizard. 
(Reſolv'd to ſave my Son, or periſh with im) 
Thus far I trac'd, and follow'd him, unknown ; 
And here have waited, with a beating Heart, 
To ſee this bleſt Event. | 
Vera. Juſt like the Winding up of ſome Deſign, 
Well form'd, upon the crouded Theatre: | 
Where all concern'd, ſurprizingly are pleas'd ; 
And what they wiſh, ſee done. Lead to the Temple: 
Let Thanks be paid; and Heav'n be prais'd no leis 
For private Union, than for publick Peace. 


E PI- 


EPILOGU E. 


OW, in good Manners, nothing ſhould be ſaid 
N Againſt this Play, becauſe the Poet's dead. 
The Prologue told us of a Moral here: 

Wou'd I cou d find it, but the Devil knows aubere. 
Fin my Part it lies, 1 fear he means 

To warn us of the Sparks behind our Scenes: 

For if you'll take it on Dalinda's Word, 

"Tis a hard Chapter to refuſe a Lord. 

The Poet might pretend this Moral too ; 

That when a Wit and Fool together woo, 

The Damſel (not to break an antient Rule) 

Shou d leave the Wit, and take the wealthy Fool. 
This he might mean: but there's a Truth behind, 
And fence it touches none of all our Kind 

But Mass and Mies; Faith, Dll fpeak my Mind. 
What if he taught our Sex more cautious Carriage, 
And not to be too coming before Marriage : 

For fear of my Misfortune in the Play, 

A Kid brought home upon the Wedding Day: 

1 fear there are few Sancho's in the Pit, 

So good as to forgive, and to Forget; 

That will, like him, reſtore us into Favour, 

And take us after on our good Behaviour. 

Few, when they find the Money Bag is rent, 
Will take it for good Payment on Content. 


b 


But 


e.. 


But in the Telling, there the Difference is, 


Sometimes they find it more than they cou'd wiſh. 
Therefore be warn'd, you Miſſes and you Masks, 

Look to your hits, nor give the firfl that asks. 

Tears, Sighs, and Oaths, no Truth of Paffion provt ; 
True Settlement, alone, declares true Lowe. 

For him that weds a Puſs, who kept her firſt, 

T ſay but little, but I doubt the worſf : 

The Wife that wvas a Cat, may mind her Houſe, 
And prove an honefl, and a careful Spoyge ; 

But Faith I aon d not truſt her auith a Mouſe. 
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DIALOGUE 


AD 
SECULAR MAS uE, 
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Prologue and Epilogue, 


As Perform'd and Spoken in a 


COME D Y 


CALLED 


The PIL GRIM. 


PROLOGUE. 


H O Nauretebed is the Fate of thoſe whowrite ! 
Brought muzzled to the Stage, for fear they bite. 
Where, like Tom Dove, they ſiand the common Foe, | 

Lugg'd by the Ctitick, baited by the Beau. | 
Jer averſe, their Brother Poets damn the Play, , 
And roar the loudeſt, tho" they never Pay. 


The Fops are proud of Scandal, for they cry, 
At every leud, low Character That's J. 


He who writes Letters to himſelf, w:0u'd fear 
The World forgot him, if he was not there, 
What ſbou d a Poet do? Tit hard for one 5 


To pleaſure all the Fools that wou'd be ſbonun: 
And yet not two in ten will paſs the Town. 
Moft Coxcombs are not of the laughing Kind; 
More goes to make a Fop, than Fops can find. 
Quaci Maurus, % he newer took Degrees 

In either of our Uni verſities; 
Yet to be ſhown by ſome kind Mit he looks, 
Becauſe he play'd the Fool, and writ three Books. 
But if he auen d be worth a Poet's Pen, 

He mul be more a Fool, and write agen: 
For all the former Fuſtian Stuff he wrete, 
Was dead-born Doggrel, or is quite forgot 
His Man of Uz, ftript of his Hebrew Robe, 
Is juft the Proverb, and as poor as Job. 
One aon d have thought he cou d no longer jag, 
But Arthur aua, a Level, Job's a Bog. 
There, tho) he crept, yet flill he kept in fight 3 
But here he flounders in, and ſinks downright, 

| Z 2 


PROLOGUE. 


Had he prepar'd us, and been dull by Rule, 
Tobit had firft been turn'd to Ridicule : 
But our bold Briton, without Fear or Awe, 
O'er-leaps at once the whole Apocrypha. 
Trvades the Palms with Rhymes, and leaves no Rog 
For any Vandal Hopkins yet to come. 

For what if, after all, this Godly Geey 
Ii not fo ſenſeleſs as it wou'd apprar & 
Our Mountebank has laid a deeper Train 3) 
His Cant, like Merry Andrew's noble Vein, 
Cat-calls the Sets, to draw em in again. 
At leifare Hours, in Epick Song he deals, 
Writes to the Rumbling of his Coach's Wheel:s, 
Preſcribes in hafle, and ſeldom kills by Rule, 
But rides triumphant between Stool and Stool, 

Well, let him go; lis yet tos early Day, 
To get himſelf a Place in Farce or Play: 
We hnow not by what Name we ſhould arraigh him, 
For no one Category can contain bim; 
A Pedant, Canting Preacher, and a. Quack,, 
Are Load enough to break one Alis Back:  _. 
At laſt, grown wanton, he preſum'd to aurite, 
Traduc'd two Kings, their Kindneſs to reguite; : 
One made the Doctor, and one dubbò d the Knight, 
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Enter JANUS. 


JAN us. 
Hronos, Chronos, mend thy Pace; 
An hundred times the rolling Sun 
Around the radiant Belt has run 
In his revolving Race. 
2 Behold, behold, the Goal in ſight, 
e Spread thy Fans, and wing thy Flight. 
Enter Chronos, with à Scythe in his Hand, and à greg 
Globe on his Back, which he ſets down at his Entrance, 
Chron. Weary, weary of my Weight, 
Let me, let me drop my F os 4 
And leave the World behind: 
T could not bear 
Another Lear, 
The Load of Human- K in d. 
Enter Momus laughing. 


Mose Ha ! ha! ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ! Well haſt thou done, 


To lay down thy Pack, 
Fo lighten thy Back. 
The World was a Fool, e'er ſince it begun, 
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And ſince neither Janus, nor Chronos, nor I, 
Can hinder the Crimes, . 
Or mend the bad Times, 
Tis better to laugh than to cry. 
Chor. of all 3. 7is better to laugh than to cry. 
Janus. Since Momus comes to laugh below, 
Old Time begin the Show ; 
That he may ſee, in every Scene, 
What Changes in this Age have been. 
Chron. I hen Goddeſs of the Silver Bow begin. 
Horns, or Hunting-Mufick within. 
„ 
Diana. With Horns and with Hounds I waken the Day, 
| And hye to my Woodland Walks away; 
I tuck up my Robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 
And tie to my Forehead a wexing Moen. 
I courſe the fleet Stag, unkennel the Fox, 
And chaſe the wild Goats o'er Summets of Rocks, 
With ſhouting and hooting we pierce thro? the Sky; 
And Echo turns Hunter, and doubles the Cry. 
Chor. 5 Nil] ſhouting and hooting we pierce thro' the Shy, 
of all. And Echa turns Hunter, and doubles the Cry. 
Janus. Then our Age was in its Prime, 
Chron. Free from Rage, | 
Diana. And free from Crime. 
Mem. A very merry, dancing, drinking, 7 
Laughing, quaffing, and unthinking Time. 
Chor. 5 Then our 55 was in its Prime, 
of all. 1 from Rage, and free from Crime, 


- 


A very merry, dancing, drinking, 
Laughing, quaſfing, and unthinking Tims. 
ance of Diana"s Attendants. 

Enter Mars. 
Mars. Inſpire the vocal Braſs, inſpire; 
J he World is paſt its infant Age. 
Arms and Honour, ' 
Arms and Honour 
Set the Martial Mind on Fire, 


Arg kindle manly Rage. 
: Mary 


* 


The SEcUuLan Masque. 323 
Mars has look'd the Sky to Red? 
And Peace, the lazy God, is fled. 
Plenty, Peace, and Pleaſure fly ; . 
The ſprightly Gren 
In Woodland-Walks, no more is ſeen ; 
The ſprightly. Green has drunk the Hrian Dye. 
Cho. of all. Plenty, Pearce, &c. © | , 
Mars. Sound the Trumpet, beat the Drum, 
Thro' all the World around; 
Sound a Reveille, ſound, ſound, 
The Warrior God is come. 
Cho. of all. Sound the Trumpet, &c. 
Mom. Thy Sword. within the Scabbard keep, 
And let Mankind agree ; 
Better the World were faſt aſleep, 
Than kept awake by thee. 
The Fools are only thinner, 
With all our Coſt and Care: 
But neither Side a Winner, 
For Things are as they were. 
Cho. of all. The Fools are only, &c. 
Enter Venus. 
Venus. Calms a r, when Storms are paſt N 
Love will have his Hour at laſt: 
Nature is my kindly Care: 
Mars deſtroys, and I repair: 
Take me, take me, while you may; 
Venus comes not every Day. 
Cho. of all. Take her, take her, &c. 
Chron. The World was then ſo light, 
I ſcarcely felt the Weight; 
Joy rul'd the Day, and Love the Night; 
t ſince the Queen of Pleaſure left the Ground, 
I faint, I lag, 5 
And feebly drag 2 
The pond'rous Orb around. 
Mom. All, all of a Piece throughout; | 
Thy Chaſe had a Beaſt in view ; [ Pointing to Diana. 
Thy Wars brought nothing about; [To Mars. 
Thy Lovers were all untrue, [7 Venus. 
TF anus, 
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anus. Tis well an old Age is out, 
Chron. And time to begin a new. 
Cho. N All, all of a Piece throughout > 
of all. { Thy Chaſe had a — in View, 

Thy Wars brought nothing about v 

© Lovers avere all untrue. 

7s well an old Age is ont, 

And time to begin a new. . 

Dance of Huntſmen, Nymphs, Warriors and Lovers. 
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80 NG of a Scholar and his Miſtreſi, who being 
croſs'd by their Friends, fell mad for one another; 
and now firſt meet in Bedlam, 


Muc within. The Lovers enter at oppofete Doors, each 
** Held by a Keeper. 1 


Ppillis. OO, look, I ſee I ſee my Love appear; 
. L "Tis he— Tis he alone; 4 * 
For, like him there is none: 
Tis the dear, dear Man, tis thee, Dear. 
Amyn, Hark !. the Winds war, 
The foamy Waves roar ; 
I fee a „ afar,. 
Tofling and toſſing, and making to the. Shoar : 
But what's that I view, 
Sor radiant of Hue, 
St. Hermo, St. Hermo, that fits upon the Sails? 
Ah! No, no, no. 
St. Hermo never, never ſhone ſo bright ; 
"Tis Phillis, only Phillis, can ſhoot ſo taira Light: 
"Tis Phillis, tis Phillis, that ſaves the Ship alone, 
For all the Winds are.huſh'd, and the Storm is 


[over-blown. 


Phillis. Let me go, let me run, let me fly to his Arms. 
Anyr. 


. 
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Amn. If all the Fates combine, 2 
And all the Furies join, LCharm. 
I'll force my way to Phillis, and break thro' the 
[Here they, break from their Keepers; run to each 
other, and embrace. 
Phillis. Shall I marry the Man I love? 
And ſhall I conclude my Pains ? 
Now bleſt be the Powers above 
feel the Blood bound in my Veins ; 
With a lively Leap it began to move, 
And the Vapours leave my Brains. web 
Amye. Body join'd: to Body, and Heart join'd to Heart, 
To make ſure of the Cure ; DOR 
| Go call the Man in Black, to mumble o'er his 
Phillis. But ſuppoſe he ſhou'd flay—— [Parts 
Amyn. At worit, it he delay, ' _ +, 
'Tis a Work muſt be done; 
We'll borrow but a Day, 
And the better the ſooner begun. * 
Cho. of both, At avor ft; I he delay, &c. : 
[They run out together hand in hand. 
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Pꝰ rhaps the Parſon firetch'd a Point too far, 
When with our Theatres he wag'd a War. 
Je tells you, that this very Moral Age, 

Receiv'd the firſt Infection from the Stage. 

But ſure, a baniſh'd Court, with Leudneſs fraughty 
The Seeds of open Vice retarning brought. 


Thus lodg d, (as Vice by great Bxample thrives) 
it firſt Lhauck'd the Daughters and the Wives. 


London, à fruitful Soil, yet never bore} 

So plentiful a Crop of Horns before. | 

The Poets, who muſt hive by Courts or flarwe, 
Were proud, ſo good a Government to ſerve ; 
And mixing with Buffoons and Pimps profane, 
Tainted the Stage, for ſome ſmall Snip of Gain. 
For they, like Harlots ander Bauds profeft, 

| Took all th ungodly Pains, and got the leaſt. 
Thus did the thriving Malady prevail, 

The Court its Head, the Poets but the Tail. 
The Sin was of our Native Growth, 'ts true 3 
The Scandal of the Sin «vas wholly new. 

Miſſes there quere, but modefily. canccal d 
White-hall zhe naked Venus finſt reveal d: 

Who flanding, as at Cyprus, in her Shrine, 

The Strumpet was ador'd with Rites Divine. 
Fre this, if Saints had any ſecret Motion, 
Tawas Chamber-Practice all, and cloſe Devotion. 
\ # paſs the Peccadillo's of their Time ; 

Natbing but open Leadne/s was a Crinix. 
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EPILOGUE. 


A Monarch's Blood was wenial to the Nation, 
Compar d with one foul A of Fornication. 

Now, they won d filence us, and ſhut the Door, 
That let in all the barefac'd Vice before. 

As for reforming us, which ſome pretend, 

That Work in England is «vithout an End; 

Hell we may change, but we ſhall never mend. 
Vet, if you can but bear the preſent Stage, 

We hope much better of the coming Age. 

What would you ſay, if we ſhou'd firſt begin 

To flop the Trade of Love, behind the Scene ; 

Where Actreſſes make bold with married Men? 
For while abroad ſo prodigal the Dolt is, 

Poor Spouſe at home as ragged as a Colt is. 

In Sort, well grow as Moral as we can, 
Save here and there a Woman or a Man: 

But neither you, nor aue, with all our Paint, 
Can make clean Work; there will be ſome Remains, 
Mils you have flill your Oats, end we our Hains. 
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